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“I DON’T KNOW, IT’S not too revealing?”

Brooke made sure the camera had a full shot of her from head to toe, kicking her wheeled chair a little bit more out of the way. Her bedroom wasn't large, but it was clean and there was enough space for her to pose in front of her computer. 

She turned to the side and then the front again, giving her girlfriend Jordan a total view of the dress. It felt too revealing. Brooke took pride in her body and all—just last year she was the district’s track champion and was still fit as fitness-training fiddle—but this blue-and-white number Jordan had picked out was awful short. The scooping neckline meant her perky young tits practically popped out of the top, and the hemline cut off at her mid-thigh. 

“No way, babe.” Jordan’s cute, blonde visage filled the computer screen in high-definition. She was athletic and busty. “You look amazing. Honestly.”

Brooke didn’t know about that. She felt wrong in outfits like this—this kind of garishly sexy sort of thing. They never felt like there was space for her in them. Give her a sports bra and a pair of skin-tight leggings and she’d run in front of the entire city with no problem, but that was because there was something her to do in running, something she was good at. 

This kind of outfit, barely three feet long if that, filled her with anxiety. 

“I feel like you’re just putting me on display.”

“These girls are intimidating!” Jordan was the new girl at the local college’s sorority and Brooke was her date to their annual-and-official Autumn banquet and subsequent very unofficial-but-required after-party. “I want to show you off. You’re so fucking hot. I want to let them know I’m someone to contend with. When they see us together, they’ll know to back off a little.”

The way Jordan described using Brooke like this made her slightly uncomfortable. She liked serving a use for her girlfriend, but that being the blatant purpose of their arrangement for a night felt...mixed up inside her. Some shame, some resentment, some undeniable heat, and some jealousy that Jordan was able to cut straight through to the core of the issue like that. 

“But...” Brooke made a face. “Okay. Okay. But these heels. These heels are too much.”

She held them up now, hadn’t even put them on. She wasn’t even sure she could balance in them. Five inches! A five-inch stiletto! What was she, a runway model?

“You’ll look great.”

“I’ll trip! Are these vulture girls going to be impressed with me tripping all over you?”

Jordan bit a lip. It was clear she was turned on thinking about her girlfriend in the heels. But she nodded. “You’re right. How about this—”

Abruptly, the power shut off and the call ended. For a moment, dumbfounded, absorbed in the conversation, Brooke flicked her monitor. 

“Jordan? Babe?”

Nothing, of course. No lights anywhere. It was the late afternoon and Brooke had shut her bedroom blinds tight to keep the light from coming through, but there was still enough sun to make out her small, clean environs. She liked having a small room; she liked having a tidy room. There was so much less to worry about when her material space was clean and predictable. 

The only space that was a little untidy, on purpose, was the shelf full of her track trophies. There, she had a forest of tall trophies layered with vines of ribbons and marathon tags and distance-running medals. This was her one allowance of total mess as a reward for all the hard work to get the supplies for the mess in the first place. 

She opened the door ajar, peeking her head out, unwilling to be seen dressed like such a harlot. She loved her stepbrother Dennis—sort of—but she was so fed up with him over the last few years. He wasn’t doing anything with himself. He just read books and played video games while their adopted mother Elizabeth wasted away from sickness. Even worse, she had seen the way he had started to look at her ever since she had turned eighteen. This dress certainly wouldn't turn his gaze away from him. 

And then there was that one time, she recollected with just a flash of shame and heat, when she stumbled into his room while he was jerking off and there was a girl on his screen who looked suspiciously like her—thin, athletic, brunette, pretty, with bright blue eyes. 

That hadn't bothered her that much. She supposed it was even to be a little bit expected—she was the taboo of the taboo, his lesbian sister who'd had a long-term girlfriend. They weren't blood-related, but they had basically grown up together. It wasn't that him jerking off to a girl who looked like her insulted her, she just wasn't sure what to do with the information. 

And he used to be the kind of person that she could go to when she was confused like that. He had actually been super compassionate and caring and encouraging when she had come out of the closet and one of the reasons she even had Jordan as a girlfriend. 

Now, though, he had just turned into a shadow.

Like, yes, he worked—but that was just it! He woke up, went to work, came home and locked himself away in his room. She was grateful and everything that he threw all his income toward the family, but where had her brother gone? He used to be funny, interesting, and involved. Now he had just turned into this weird, lonely shell.

From underneath the house, she heard a terrible slow thunder—like a hundred heavy drums beating all at once. Then that intensified until it sounded and felt more like a stampede of elephants moving directly upward. Her room shook. Brooke’s track trophies fell off their shelves. Little plastic-cast golden arms cracked off from their bases. Brooke opened the door all the way now, holding herself up with the door frame. Her taut, hard muscles tensed and she wished she wasn't upstairs. She also couldn't help but think this pose—arms out, legs spread—was exactly the kind of display that Jordan wanted from her in this tight, bosom-baring dress.

Finally there was a terrible boom—a deafening clap that popped Brooke’s ears and moved the entire house. 

It had come from the basement. 

Dennis’s room was in the basement. 

* * * * *
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DOWNSTAIRS, EVERYTHING seemed to be basically okay if outrageously untidy. Anything that could have been knocked down—anything that wasn’t anchored like the shelves or was inside of closed cabinets—had knocked to the floor. 

Brooke stopped at the front window, curious if the earthquake had broken the fire hydrant that sat at the edge of their front lawn—but was surprised to see that no other houses on the street seemed affected in the slightest. She expected cracks in the pavement, people running, smoke rising up from neighbors houses as fires spread. That explosion had felt apocalyptical, biblical. 

Instead, nobody even appeared to notice that something had happened. A mailman waved to her neighbor as he dropped off a package and then went on his way. 

She hurried down to the basement, expecting smoke and dust and something awful to clog her lungs. Their house was old and, after Elizabeth got sick, Dennis had installed several air purifiers just to keep the hundred years of dust out of their systems. He was smart like that. But those purifiers took time to work, and the house had been accumulating dust for a century. Every time they moved furniture on the ground floor, the basement was full of dust for at least an hour. So now? After an explosion? Surely, it was going to be terrible. 

Instead she was assaulted by a heavy, thick musky scent. It slid down her throat, filling it, engorging it, a tangible cylindrical mass pressing into her esophagus and filling her mind with deep, wanton, aching lust. She lost her balance against the stairs and collapsed into the stairwell, moaning and pushing her knees together. Lust clung to her like a wet, warm blanket. Her brain emptied of all curiosity and interests that weren't related to being filled, hard and repeatedly.

She needed to fuck. 

“Are you okay?”

Dennis came up from the bottom of the stairs and grabbed her, holding her steady. Brooke whimpered and slid into his arms. What a man! Pushing against him, she still felt that hard, cylindrical shaft in her throat, massaging her libido and fucking up the central processes of her brain. 

His masculinity overwhelmed her. Saving her. Holding her. Guiding her to the couch and sitting her down. Her unsteady gaze lingered on the bulge in his boxer briefs. So close to her. Why was he in his boxers? Striped blue-and-white boxers and a plain white shirt. 

And a bulge. 

Such a bulge. Her mouth watered—more than watered. Saliva pressed into the back of her lips, threatening to spill out across their plush surface and down her chin in rivulets of inviting, dumb-doll drool. 

Brooke was a virgin. Did Dennis know? Did her brother know she was a virgin? Was that why he was tempting her so much all of a sudden, displaying his almost-irresistible bulge before her?

His voice was hard to hear. Maybe the boom had hurt her hearing? She watched him say something, then get up and leave. Her gaze stuck to the shape of his ass in those boxers. What a man. The presence of his absence on her was almost physical; she doubted she would be able to stand it for longer than a minute or so without crawling after him. 

Drool slowly piled on her lips, only receding when her tongue darted out to lick it away. When Dennis returned with a glass of water for her, she saw him watching her bite her lower lip and felt an intense satisfaction at his manly gaze upon her. 

At his insistence, she drank—thinking mostly of what she would like to drink instead. His seed. Covering her throat. Emptying down into her belly. Spray-coating her insides. What a beautiful world that would be.  

Slowly, something about drinking the water sobered her. 

What had she been thinking? Why was she focusing like that on Dennis’s thick, masculine cock? She didn’t even want a heavy, thick cock fucking her pregnant for days and days. It wasn’t like her at all to imagine softly stroking and suckling her brother’s cock until he came all over her face and tits to prove what an awe-inspiring man he was. 

How strange. 

“So, this is hard to explain,” said Dennis. 

She could hear him clearly again. Thank goodness. It was so important to be able to listen to her strong, capable manly brother.

“What?”

Brooke stirred, as if coming out of a deep daydream. Her thoughts were hard to track, but each one felt so intense. 

“The explosion. The boom. The power outage.”

“Oh.” Brooke looked around, remembering. Gosh, but her pussy was wet. “Right. That. Yes.”

He had protected her during the danger, of course. He was so strong. 

“You see, I’ve been kind of studying occult stuff, and—what are you doing?”

Her hand had landed on his knee. Her leg pushing up against his. In the tight, skimpy confines of her dress, her entire body was on display. Because she had been planning to make the night a special, sexy one for Jordan, she had put on the appropriate panties. What was the point of trying on the outfit if she wasn’t going to try on the entire outfit? So now, listening to her handsome, hunky, well-hung brother, Brooke’s cunt drooled through the black, sheer lace of her panties onto the couch underneath her. 

“I’m just listening to you,” she said. “What’s wrong with a sister listening to her handsome brother?”

“Oh boy. It’s started. I thought...I thought it was the explosion shaking you up, but...”

“But what?”

“You see, they told me...I mean...it said...I don’t know if it was a they or an it or something else, to be honest. But I was given this.” 

He held out a stopwatch. It was made of silver, engraved all over with runes that made Brooke’s mind flash when she looked at them. The face of the watch—beautifully made glass—had markings as well. They were so fascinating. Her eyes felt locked onto them and she could almost feel her pupils tick-tick-ticking away with the watch as it counted down—

“—I said, I need you to know I don’t want you to be my slave.”

Dennis put the stopwatch inside the elastic of his boxers, under his shirt. Hiding its runic, ritualized symbols from view.

Brooke shook her head. “What?”

“I don’t want anyone to be my slave. It’s wrong. I was just...I was...I am lonely. But I didn’t mean for this whole weird love spell armageddon thing to happen.”

She smirked. “You’re going to turn me into your slave? Like your loveslave?” Her voice faltered, caught, ached. “Like your fuckslave? Like a helpless little girl so obsessed with your big, hunky, handsome big brother cock that I won't be able to do anything without knowing it makes you hard?”

Her passion only increased as her tirade went on, and its effect on his bulge was pronounced. She watched it dance under his boxes, throbbing. It needed her. She whimpered.

“N-no. Dammit. Listen. No, not at all. Not if I can help it. And that’s why I need your help. I need you to...look, this is embarrassing for me too. But I need you to get out of that dress and help like, lock me away somewhere.”

“What’s wrong with this dress? What’s wrong with me in it?”

“Nothing. Holy shit, nothing is wrong with it or with you in it. That’s the problem. You look phenomenal. You need to get away from me looking like that before...before the watch completes its lap. If you don’t, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop myself from touching you when it goes off. And then that will be that.”

Brooke smiled vainly. “You really think I look good?”

There was a time, she understood dimly, that receiving compliments on her looks from her brother would have been creepy. She could recall even earlier that day thinking of his eyes on her when she came back from a run. The way his gaze lingered all over her sweaty, young teen body, the fullness of her pert tits in her sports bra. She recalled feeling resentment at his lust, disgust, the desire to mock him for his needs rising within her. 

But now, remembering those feelings, they felt totally separate from herself. Dennis looked at her now, and she liked it. His male gaze. His masculine gaze, working up and down and up and down again on the length of her legs, her breasts, her chin, her eyes. Taking her in. Drinking her in while she wore this sexy dress. 

She was a girl. Dennis was a Man. That meant he needed to enjoy her femininity, her beauty. He deserved to enjoy her beauty. It was his reward for having a cock, a hard cock. An important cock. A big brother suckable cock. Drool spilled across her lips, dripping onto her chin. 

Men deserved Aesthetic prizes to adore and position and feature however they liked, didn’t they? Everyone knew that. 

“Why are you wearing a dress like that anyway?” he asked. “You are not making this any easier.”

The watch buried under his shirt ticked and ticked. It sounded louder all the time. 

“How would you like me to wear it?” She remembered she’d left her footwear in her room. “Should I go get my heels?”

Sometimes guys found heels really sexy. Jordan found heels sexy too. Did she want Dennis to fuck her? She definitely wanted him to want to fuck her. Was that the same? Maybe if she got Jordan to help...

“No, I mean...hell. Your legs.”

His hand fell on top of hers on his leg. She gripped it and slid it forward onto her knee and thigh. She was so smooth for him. Any hair there had somehow disappeared. 

“These legs?” She bit her lips. “I could ask you the same thing, you know. You’re dressed awfully provocatively yourself.”

The puddle her pussy had made meant that taking his hand and using it to slide herself closer to him was easier than ever. Her legs pressed harder into his, pushing up into his thighs.  And his hand rested deep up on her inner thigh, feeling the warmth radiating there. The warmth that started because of him, that therefore by all rights belonged to him. The warmth, and the moistness. Her wetness, slipping all over her buttocks and thighs. Her hot cunt juice all over his fingertips.

He sputtered something in resistance, but it was fading. Brooke wanted to know how hard she could make him. Would he cum in his briefs from her?

“Why aren’t we closer, Dennis?” Her voice had become very soft. The kind of whisper she reserved for Jordan. In the powerless shell of their house, her sultry whispers were clear. “It makes sense, doesn’t it? For both of us to be close. To comfort each other. When my body is so fit and your cock is so hungry...”

“Brooke...”

The ticking of the stopwatch intensified. 

“Wouldn’t you like to kiss me? Wouldn’t that be fun? Can’t we just try it out and see?”

Her lips were so close to his already. His eyes fixated on her heaving cleavage. She was so glad she had such deliciously plump breasts; it made her such a better piece of eye candy for a real man like her brother. 

“Brooke...this is dangerous. Really. There’s magic. You’re not yourself. I can’t—”

She pushed forward into his lap, sliding her wet, grinding pussy over his bulge. 

“I feel magic too,” she whimpered, kissing him hotly as she spoke. “I thought I liked girls because I don’t like boys. But I just needed a man. I needed You. Don’t you want to be my first boyfriend?”

His answer, a resounding affirmative, was drowned out in the heat of her tongue sliding against his. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her dress up, reaching up across her ass and probing at her sopping wet entrance. Nodding, urging him on, her fingers went to his thick, hard, bulging cock. Pressing against it through the cloth. Squealing in heated delight when she felt him shoot precum through the thin fabric.

The ticks of the stopwatch were so utterly audible. Brooke paused, just slightly, as her hand reached underneath his boxer briefs and gripped his throbbing, perfect big brother cock. 

“What did you say would happen when it completes its lap?”

The stopwatch buzzed. There was a brilliant flash of white light. 

* * * * *
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BROOKE LOVED SUCKING cock. Her brother's cock down her tight, formerly-virginal throat was a dream come true. She had lusted after him for years, always teasing and showing off her tight perfect body for his manly, paternal gaze. He was more than her brother; he was her Daddy, her Master, and she needed to be every woman he needed in return. 

Her soft and thick lips were an offering to him, her slick esophagus a cock-vacuum system custom built for his enjoyment. She remembered dreaming of this moment for years now, practicing late at night with cucumbers and dildos while staring at pictures she snuck of him in the shower and fingering herself stupid. It was so important to be as stupid and brainless as possible for her Man, so that she only thought the thoughts that he decided. Her eagerness for the task only grew as she went deeper toward his base, taking more of him than he ever thought possible in one go.

The warm wet heat from Brooke's mouth encased Dennis's girth with glee; pushing and pressing on every thick, growing, fleshy inch of his length without fail or hesitation. She kept drawing closer up against the base until finally holding tight with her lips each time before sliding back down again, sending a hot wave through his entire body.

Brooke loved how it felt when Dennis rocked his hips into her mouth. Fucking her mouth. Her big brother fucked her. Just one of her holes that now belonged to him. It was electric, her pussy constantly pulsing and cumming in sinful delight. 

That was the one thing all her practicing hadn't prepared her for—the way that sucking a real Man's cock made girls cum. Every time her lips slid up his shaft, she came, and every time they slurped back down to his brilliant cockhead to kiss and lick and adore him, she came harder.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “Oh, Brooke. Sis...oh fuck...”

He was going to cum too! This was heavenly. Brooke squealed in excitement, urging him on, eager to let him know how badly she needed to taste his manly presence inside her belly. 

His hot spray jetted against the back of her needy throat, instantly filling her with a fulfilled warmth and a shuddering orgasm that vibrated her from her toes to the crown of her head. She sank her mouth further into his crotch, moaning, slurping, so grateful and happy to feel her brother's hot load spurting again and again into her mouth. Brooke kept going until every last drop had been wrung from Dennis’s magnificent shaft before finally pulling away with a satisfied smile on her face.

She was a cocksucker. More importantly—or perhaps just the same?—she was a woman. And didn't all real women suck cock? It was a woman's purpose, after all, to suck her Man's cock. She hardly would have been a real woman at all if she didn't make her Man constantly hard, happy, and sexually satisfied. 

Filled with a sense of sororital duty, she licked his cock clean with her tongue. Her brain full of hot, moist cotton candy. Was his cock bigger than before? Thicker? It was certainly still rather hard. Her Master was such a stud. She was so lucky. 

Continuing to lick, Brooke could not help but hope for praise. Licking like this was what a good slave did. Wasn't she a good slave? He would tell her so soon. It would be his gift to her, and then she would cum hard. 

Dennis seemed to be dozing. She needed to cum so bad, needed to hear him say it. Say that she was a good girl, a good slave. 

Maybe if she encouraged him?

"I love you, Master," she whispered between licks. "I love you so bad. I'll do anything for you."

But instead of the post-coital bliss-filled affirmation she sought, Dennis's face suddenly changed. Waking from his doze, shaking his head, he looked down at her with terrible guilt. His eyes went wide, pupils dilated, and he got up—hastily pushing Brooke away from him and then snatching her by the wrist and dragging her behind himself to the nearest closet. 

Dennis shoved her forcibly inside; locking it tight before she even had the chance to cry out. The closet was small, barely a coat closet, and it was full to the brim with unused skiing equipment, a first aid kit and lots of shoes and boxes of papers.

The suddenness and forcefulness of the act left Brooke in complete confusion. What was so horrible about his mindfucked barely-legal teenage sister obsessively sucking his cock and thanking him for the privilege? She must have said the wrong thing, that was the only explanation. She needed to explain to him again how badly she loved and adored everything about him.  

"Please, Master...let me out? I'm sorry I did it wrong. Let me out and let me show you how good I can be. I promise I'll do better."

Already she felt the pain of his cock's absence. It was almost too much to bear, like a dark hole inside her. The thought of not being around her Master at his command was not so bad, but being restricted from being around him as some sort of punishment felt intolerable.

She could hear him breathing just outside. Whispering to himself. Swearing as the ticks of the stopwatch got more intense once again. 

"Please?" her voice got smaller. "Please, baby? Please, Dennis? Isn't it sexy that you're my first boyfriend? My first and only. Doesn't that turn you on? You haven't even fucked my virgin teen pussy, Dennis. Don't you want to fuck your sister?" She was getting excited just saying it. "You could knock me up, Master. Think about that. Then I could never get away, not even if somehow the magic turned off. What about that?"

He swore and punched the wall so hard that the coats around her shook. The stopwatch's silent ticking filled the silence that followed. 

She could feel his pain, sense his fear and confusion. But she was determined to make this right. Whatever he demanded of her, she would do it—no matter how hard it seemed.

Maybe it was because she hadn't promised to breed twins? She was sure she could do it. She just needed to know what it was he wanted from her. She needed his will so fucking bad. 

A flash of white light streamed in through the crack under the door. The stopwatch completing a lap. 

Dennis moaned the same way he had when he emptied into her mouth. Heavy musk flooded her senses, so thick and permeating that even through the door she felt blinded from it. 

She heard Dennis changing somehow; feeling his dominance grow exponentially as though something inside him had been unlocked that had long been dormant. His bones thickening, growing. His muscles expanding and strengthening.  

The feeling of his masculinity pushed on her brain like a blanket draping over a chair. His very presence made her pussy clench and grind against the doorknob just from being so close. She needed to cum so bad, but his needs were first. The problem was this stupid door! She knew instinctively her cunt could comfort him in his time of need.

"Dennis?" she tried again. "Are you all right? Please? Let me check on you?" She continued to rub her body on the door. Her cunt made the doorknob slick. "I'll kiss it and make it better. I'll kiss it and make it harder. And harder. I'll slobber and suck and lick and kiss it, and kiss it, and suck it—"

The doorbell rang. 

* * * * *
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AT FIRST, BROOKE HEARD only voices—distant at the other end of the house. A woman and so obviously a comrade-in-arms for servitude towards the man beyond all other men speaking with Dennis. 

The voices became closer, clearer. 

Jordan!

Brooke was so excited. Jordan could help convince Dennis to let her out of the closet, and then Brooke would happily hold Jordan while Dennis enslaved her to his impenetrable manly will. 

“—don't care what fucking steroids or whatever you've been taking, you fucking creep. You don't just get to decide to put your sister in a closet because she's acting 'weird.'”

Dennis put a hand on the door. It buckled before his strength. 

“You don't understand. Something strange and terrible is happening. Please, I need you to stay away from me for a minute or so.”

The ticking of the stopwatch was more intense once again. Another set of beautiful changes incoming. Brooke chirruped with excitement. 

“Brooke?” Jordan unlocked the door. “Baby? I'm here.”

Brooke lunged out of the closet and wrapped herself around Dennis's naked leg. His boxers absolutely soaked in cum and precum and her own honey. She licked and kissed his ankle and feet, moaning, sinking, loving her Master completely. She lost all context, all thought that Jordan was right there. 

The sexy young blond wore tight yoga pants and a skimpy top over a sports bra. Her standard gym fare. She was on her way right after their video call, Brooke remembered. Her hair, thick and blond, was done up in a cute bun. 

“This is...” Jordan shook her head. “This is sick. You drugged your sister? I’m calling the cops.”

“He didn't drug me.” Brooke wrapped herself up around him completely, pulling at his boxers. They were already mostly gone from the way he had grown, and disintegrated now completely. She stroked him, looking at Jordan with lust in her eyes. “I want this. I want it so bad. He made me understand.”

Jordan put a hand to her mouth, tears filling her eyes. Brooke licked her lips and stroked her brother faster.

“No.” Dennis grimaced. The stopwatch so close to its full revolution. “Please. Just wait. I’ve put myself in a pickle here, and I could really use your help. I just—”

“I can’t help you. You need a professional. This is for your own good. And you—” she looked at Brooke with tears in her eyes. “—if this was going on, I wish you would have told me. If I wasn’t what you wanted...I wish...I didn’t—”

She stopped herself, pulling out her phone and dialing. Just three little numbers. Dennis grabbed her wrist—and white light enveloped the three of them—as she dialed the second one. 

“Oh...ohhh...” Jordan whimpered. She dropped to her knees. The phone clattered to the ground, forgotten entirely. “Oh.”

She stared up at Dennis with fervent, absolute worship. She pulled away her skimpy top, revealing the delicious curvature of her tits inside her tight sports bra. In almost no time, she had undone that as well, showing off the incredible globes as they almost doubled in size. 

“Right?” 

Brooke slipped up against her brother and locked her arms around Dennis’s neck. She was taller now. Thinner. Bustier, just like Jordan. Her tits leaked hot milk against his body while she grabbed Jordan's head and pushed it against his massive, precum-dripping cock. 

Jordan moaned, slurping him down. Just minutes ago she was ready to turn him into the police, and now she had turned into his obedient, needy slave. Brooke, smiling, fucked her girlfriend's head with her brother's cock. 

“Holy shit,” Dennis groaned. “Holy...holy shit. You're both...you're both...”

“I know, Master,” said Brooke. “Aren't we, though?”

“You...holy fuck.”

He turned to look at her for the first time, having been captivated with Jordan's dramatic transformation right before his eyes. But now he focused on Brooke, his brunette sister slave, in a dress that had been too tiny and revealing before her body had transformed to be even more sexual than a porn star's. 

“I'm still a virgin, Master.”

“Oh shit.”

“Please, Sir? Won’t you fuck me in front of my girlfriend? You can fuck me and she’ll be cheering you on. Won’t that be good?”

“Oh...oh man...” Dennis sank down with Brooke onto the rugged floor. His naked cock already pushing against her tight, pulsing entrance. “Fuck. Brooke. You’re so pretty. Why did you have to be...so pretty...”

“To please you, Master. Because it’s always supposed to have been this way. Pretty girls should belong to you. As many as you want.”

“I'm a virgin too.” Jordan snatched a nearby blanket off the couch and slipped it underneath them to make things extra comfy. “I've never been with a single guy. Yours is the only cock I've ever seen in person.”

“It's the best one,” Brooke reassured her. “There aren't any others we ever need to see.”

He snatched up her legs and pushed them against his chest, bent. Mating position. 

“Oh god, Brooke.” Jordan shook with excitement. “He's going to breed you for sure!”

She was just processing this when Dennis pushed inside her with his massive shaft. He was so fucking big. 

“Ahhhh!” 

She screamed with pleasure and pain as her virginity was taken by her brother. He drove into her deeper and deeper, and she shook and quivered with bliss. It felt so fucking good. She had been ready for weeks now, months maybe. Her entire life. Her pussy was wet and welcoming for every inch of her brother's massive cock. 

“Yes! Yes!” Brooke screamed and begged for more as Dennis pounded her into submission, fueling her lustful desires and heightened arousal. 

Jordan, unable to control herself, got down on her knees and ground herself into their joined bodies. She couldn't wait to get a taste. Brooke pushed her head away with a gasp, her orgasm suddenly topping the intensity of the pleasure caused by her brother's thrusts. 

“Oh my god!” she moaned, giving into the bliss. "Yes! Master, yes! Thank you, Master!"

She came again and again, a chain of lightning-fast explosive orgasms filling her entire existence. 

"Cum in her, Master," Jordan begged him. "Cum in your sister, please? Let me see you cum, please? I need your pleasure so bad, Master..."

"Yes!" Brooke gasped. "Please! "Cum in me, Master!"

He nodded hard into her tits, letting her know it was on its way. Dennis's body shuddered as his cock pulsed with pleasure, shooting his load deep into her body. Brooke was filled with liquid warmth and pleasure. She screamed her pleasure and triumph, her body shaking as another chain of orgasms struck her. 

When it was all done, Dennis pulled out, and the two of them lay there, spent and sweaty and happy, wrapped in each other's arms. Jordan slipped up against him and gently wrapped his hand around his wet, stiff cock. He was sensitive, but soon it was thicker than ever.

“I want to be yours, Master.” Jordan whispered, unable to take her eyes away. “Please, cum in me too?"

The stopwatch ticked nearby. Another lap was incoming. Brooke pushed Jordan into Dennis's arms. Her Master deserved more and more.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL ROTATIONS OF the stopwatch later, when the sun had gone down and the darkness of their small home was more total and Dennis had spilled his glorious seed inside Jordan and Brooke both several more times, Brooke was in the kitchen feeling puzzled about dinner. 

Good girls made their man dinner. It was so important to be Dennis’s good girl, to let him know she would take care of his needs. 

The water still worked; that was good. Maybe she could boil something? How much the electricity powered in their house felt beyond her; knowledge that had been shuttered away beneath an undying lust for her Man’s thick, hard Cock inside of her filling her full of forbidden babies. 

She was sure she was pregnant now. She was so pleased with herself. Jordan was pregnant too. They would have babies together, and be the hottest, sexiest, youngest moms in the neighborhood.

Not too far away—in the hall just outside the kitchen, in fact—Dennis had Jordan pinned against the wall. Fucking her rotten. Fucking her pregnant again. Brooke sighed lustfully; she was so jealous of her sisterslave. 

The way he fucked Jordan seemed a little less urgent than how he fucked Brooke. She could tell. She was a good girl. He fucked her fast and full of passion, exploding inside her quickly like he thought he could fuck the need for her tight, just-for-him sister-cunt away from himself somehow. When he was inside Jordan, there was more thought taken. It wasn’t that he enjoyed it more—though if he did, of course Brooke would celebrate that like a good girl should—it just seemed that he felt a little less guilty. 

Brooke didn’t mind his guilt. Perhaps he couldn’t fuck it out of himself, but she felt confident she could suck it away from him. 

A moan, whimpering and wheezing, came from behind her in the dark kitchen. Brooke froze.

There was something...someone...in the pantry. 

Normally, Brooke would have felt afraid. A person in the house, a home invader! The stuff of nightmares. 

But her man was just down the hall, urgently and passionately fucking Jordan’s brains out. What could she possibly be scared of? Her only fear was that Dennis wouldn’t fuck her again, and again, and again...

“Hello?” she opened the pantry door wide. “Who’s there?”

It was a walk-in pantry but it wasn’t that large; the house was just that dark. 

“H-hi, sweetheart,” said her mother, Elizabeth, walking out of the pantry wearing nothing but the blouse she had on this morning. No pants. “I-I’m just here to...uh. I mean. Fuck. I forgot to fuck. I mean, no. I forgot my cock. My keys. Keys. Not big fat cock of my son fucking my daughter. My k-k-cock. Keys. Keys. The keys to my cock. Car. I forgot them. I forgot to cock inside me and pregnant please.”

Brooke smiled, eyeing her up and down. Her mom was so hot. She stood there, bottomless, with her big breasts heaving against the thin fabric of her ripped blouse. Her nipples were hard and her waist was small; she was built athletically just like Brooke. They looked just alike too—both of them brunette and beautiful.  Elizabeth was tall and curvy, her chestnut brown hair cascading down her back and shoulders in thick waves. Nobody at school had ever guessed Brooke wasn't Elizabeth's real daughter.

But when Elizabeth had left this morning, she had been shorter. She had been painfully skinny, a cancer survivor with the sickness in remission. Her hair incredibly short. She looked more like a television starlet now. Half her former age and twice as sexy.

“Do you need help, Mommy?" Brooke asked. 

Elizabeth shuddered, whimpered, and nodded. Brooke took her by the hand and led her to the hallway where Dennis had just dropped Jordan to the ground. The sexy blonde came hotly, shuddering and gasping, her cunt full of her Master's impregnating seed.

"Master, look who I found!"

Dennis looked over with clouded eyes and a stiffening cock. 

“Oh. Oh fuck.”

"Cock," said Elizabeth. "I mean, my son's cock. Hard, stiff, suckable cock. I mean I'm a girl? I'm just. Just a silly sexy please-fuck-me." 

She whimpered, dropping to the ground. The three of them had made a makeshift bed there out of the carpet, couch pillows, and throw blankets. It was all covered in warm milk, honey, and seed. 

"Shit," Elizabeth shook her head. "I can't cock straight. Cock straight into my mouth or pussy, both. I can't cock in my brain. My brain is your cock. My son's cock. So big."

Half of her nonsensical babble was unintelligible due to the volume of drool sliding from her mouth. 

"Brooke," Dennis shook his head. "We really...we really can't."

Jordan had already recovered, climbing up his body and stroking him. Hard already. Always hard. Such a man. All his girls were near him. His mother kneeling just feet away. Brooke paired up with Jordan on his other side and the two of them stroked his cock and urged hotly against his sides. 

"You can do anything, Master," said Brooke. 

"You're so powerful."

"You can fuck your Mommy. Why not?"

"She's already changed to be hotter," said Jordan. "She needs your cock now. She needs it so bad. It would be mean not to give it to her."

Even so, he backed away. Shook his head. 

"This is...this is wrong. We can't..."

Elizabeth lunged forward, whimpering, hands stretching out for him. 

Brooke and Jordan both pushed on him, urging their Master toward another hot, wet set of holes for him to own. 

“You can cure her forever, Sir,” said Jordan.

"W-what?"

“It will stay in remission.” Brooke didn't know how she knew, but she did. “It’ll be wiped out completely.”

Jordan nodded against his chest. “She’ll be hot and yours forever.”

“H-how do you know it’ll be fixed?”

“My knee feels better,” said Jordan. “It was all twisted up and still recovering from surgery. I had another three months in my recovery.”

“And I don’t have any more of the nasty roughness on my feet from running so much.”

“Doesn’t it just make sense?”

“Don’t you deserve to fuck her?” Brooke looked deep into her Master's eyes.

“Wouldn’t you love to feel your cock inside your mommy?”

“Your hot mommy.”

“You’ll fix her right up.”

The ticking of the stopwatch escalated once again.

“The sickness won’t be in remission. It won’t ever come back.”

“Good girls have to stay well for you.”

“We know that inside and out.”

“She’s so hot for you, Sir. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Brooke pushed Elizabeth’s mouth up against his cock. Elizabeth, obedient and needy, started kissing immediately. For a moment, she kissed in time with the stopwatch's insistent ticking.

“Please,” said Jordan, “fuck her mouth, Sir.”

“Fuck her throat.”

“Please,” Elizabeth said, kissing his cock as she spoke. 

“If you fuck Mommy, that’ll make You Daddy, won’t it?”

“Fuck.”

“Oooh, Daddy.” Jordan giggled with delight. “And that would make me and Brooke hot sisters, sort of, wouldn’t it? Just hot fucksisters for Daddy to breed and own whenever he wants. Isn’t that right?”

“Don’t you want to breed us, Daddy?”

“Don’t you want to fuck and breed Mommy, Daddy?”

“She’ll call You Daddy too. Won’t you, Mommy?”

Elizabeth nodded. “Oh yes. Please, Daddy. Please, fuck my throat. Fuck my—”

He entered her just to shut her up at first. But it must have felt so right. Her tight throat, the warmth, the wetness...

He kept fucking harder and harder, pushing himself that much deeper within her. The stopwatch closer and closer to another lap. Brooke and Jordan cheered him on, their voices getting louder as his pleasure intensified. 

“More, Daddy. Fuck her harder! You can do it, Daddy!”

Elizabeth was in another world of pleasure now, cumming obviously with each new pump of her son's cock deep into her mouth and throat. He thrust harder and harder, the girls’ encouraging words giving him strength.

“Yes, Daddy!" Brooke clung to him so hard. "You can do it! Fuck Mommy good! She needs it! We all need it!" 

“I love you, Master. Mommy and I love you so much.”

He kept going faster and faster, driving in hard until finally he released a deep moan to cap off his orgasmic explosion inside Elizabeth’s body. The girls began clapping, moaning and yelling in unison for their Master to cum inside Mommy with all his might. With their combined efforts pushing him over the edge, he finally did—shuddering uncontrollably until he was spent. Dennis came hard into Elizabeth’s mouth; just as he did, the stopwatch completed another lap. 

White, hot light swallowed all four of them.

# # #
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Beauty Potion – Model MILF
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“Sorry, do you have anything to eat?”

It was such an odd question, so out of place in the backstage of the Ciabelli Winter Fashion show, that Livia abruptly stopped paying attention to the conversation she had been having on her phone. 

“What?”

She flitted away the make-up artist putting last touches on her face. Livia sat in front of a massive well-lit mirror, one in a long line of the same. An aisle of beauty-making. The artist protested for a few moments until Livia glared at her, promising a cut in pay or even worse—not posting videos of the woman's work on social and thus ruining her income for the next few months. In another time, an earlier time, Livia might have had her fired and her career ruined for spending even a second  too long in her presence; she missed that time. All that power and influence. 

She had ruined so many lives; each time, it had only ever felt delicious. There was supposed to be guilt, somewhere, but all she felt was pride. Some people were simply better than others. 

Now, though, she made do with threats. The fruits of many threats carried out to completion. They would stay ripe for a while yet before all her debts came to claim her, unless she could claim her wealth elsewhere—the clothing line, she hoped. 

The girl who asked Livia the supremely odd question was phenomenally gorgeous, maybe the single prettiest woman Livia had ever seen up close—and Livia had seen herself, a lot, when she was twenty-three.

That was pretty much when her beauty had peaked; she had paid very close attention to her appearances, clothing shoots, candids, and so on. Twenty-three. That was the peak. 

That was twelve years ago, and now Livia approached irrevocable obsolescence in her industry with terrible momentum. The pregnancies hadn’t helped, although they did raise her stock for a little while in being a hot model mom. 

The funny thing, though, was that you only really counted as a model “mom” when your kid was under the age of two or three; after that, you were just old. Old and outdated.

Yes, funny. Ha ha ha. Hilarious. Livia was in a race against time. 

On her phone, her manager begged for her attention. “Darling, if you’ll just listen for a second. The clothing line, there’s a few items I need to bring to your attention...”

She ended the call and looked at her beautiful visitor. The girl was so incredibly fit and thin that she looked supernatural, her gorgeous tits heaving inside a black, sheer, Chantilly lace push-up bra beneath a too-tight suit jacket. Livia felt heated, yearning moisture building up between her thighs. 

“What was that?”

The girl smiled. It was stunning; everything about her was stunning. She wore a tight-fitting pinstripe mini-skirted suit that displayed the ungodly length of her legs and perfectly sculpted ass. Her waist seemed impossibly tiny and l-o-n-g, so magnificently long, and despite all her incredible toned slenderness, her breasts were mouthwatering and large. The way they jiggled and shifted as she breathed in her tiny suit jacket, fit to bust at any moment from the grandeur of her tits, convinced Livia immediately that somehow they were real. 

Breasts that big, that impossibly hot, on a body that slender. 

It seemed impossible, and Livia knew a thing or two about sporting impossibly hot natural breasts on a perfectly tiny body from her entire life of experience doing just that. 

It seemed even a little unfair—even a cup size or two smaller would have seemed dramatic and gorgeous on her frame. But instead of being obscene or grotesque, as the massive globes might on some porn star, the girl was a real model with a model’s posture, countenance, and beauty and she modeled with her glorious breasts with ease. 

Her angelic face was regal and elegant, fit for a queen. There was none of that nonsense over-glam or weird plastic-tinged insta-filter obscenity; she looked like some kind of angel from the trendy 90s scene. That went double for her hair—ultra-thick and layered and golden blond, a perfect middle-part featuring a three-inch stack of effortlessly long, silky soft hair. 

Livia’s jealousy was immediate and palpable; her entire life out in front of her. It was simple to tell just from a few brief seconds—she was a star. The same way Livia had been; the same way Livia no longer was. 

Oddly, she felt under-dressed. It was a fashion show—the back half was a lingerie fashion show, for god's sake. But the girl wore her tiny, ridiculously tight, sexy suit like a tzarina's gown, and Livia only had on a soft silk white robe. 

“I'm on the show, too. I'm Lola.” She smiled beautifully. “You know that, right?”

Livia's smile was very short. “Yes. Of course.”

Who wouldn't know about Lola? Obviously. God, the thrill of talking like that. Livia missed it so much. Her jealousy almost felt like a tumor underneath her neck, chomping at her jugular like a wild hyena.

“Food,” said Lola, the girl, the angel-model, the goddess-on-the-show-too. “I just realized I haven’t eaten in a while, and I was hoping...” She shrugged. “It’s just, some of the girls, they said you help them out from time to time, since you’re the veteran. Maryse said you let her use your phone charger? I just thought maybe...”

She was being diplomatic, so that was something. It wasn’t lost on Livia that she was often positioned as a Work Mom for a lot of these fucking zoomers and their endless insta-cycle of seamless, effortless social media. 

“As it happens,” said Livia, “I do.”

Her beauty and star had faded, but her name still bore a wealth of recognition and added legitimacy to any show she walked for. One day, even this time of her career would be over—both sooner and later than she wanted. But for now, she was afforded special privileges. 

Livia slid to one side and drew back a small curtain underneath her make-up table. Inside was a small, luxury fridge full of “model-friendly” eating arrangements. It was fashion week in New York, and next week was Paris, so Livia hadn’t eaten anything for two weeks and would continue not to have anything for another two. 

A pain, but she had to get paid.

The luxury of the fridge was a pointless holdover from better times, when Livia could eat with abandon, that she was loath to leave out of her contracts. If shows stopped providing her extras, then it meant she really was on her way out. 

She would still be called darling and sweetheart and gorgeous, but none of the show-runners would mean it and slowly but surely all the designers, agents, managers, and more would stop pretending to be her friends. 

She had seen it before; she herself had given the cold shoulder to at least a dozen aging superstars over the years as her own star ascended. 

Opening the fridge revealed a delectable assortment of fruits, yogurts, chia-seed puddings, granola-packed energy drinks, and more. 

“Take your pick,” she smiled.

“Oh my god, thank you.”

Lola immediately grabbed the most carb heavy arrangement she could find, an everything bagel with a small dollop of cream cheese. Within moments, she had wolfed it down. Even though it was an absolutely ravenous display of scarfing down a large bagel, something about watching her perfectly-painted lips move  and her throat muscles working down bread was rather erotic. 

Right after putting it down, Lola grabbed up a yogurt and then a banana-laden fruit salad.

Livia just watched, jealous and in total admiration. 

Eventually, Lola noticed her and stopped herself for a moment, pausing in her wolfish feast.

“I have to eat so much lately,” she said, by way of explanation. Her voice was exceptionally clear and lucid and utterly arousing. “What I normally have is so dense in calories, when I have to go off it even for a few hours, I go a little nuts.”

“And your normal diet was interrupted by the show?” 

Maybe Livia could get some insider-info. She'd spent a year living on nothing but small soy cubes, and that had added at least an extra six months to her ability to model lingerie. 

“Mmmhmm.” Lola closed her eyes, sucking down a strawberry. “I think I’ll get back to it soon. My boyfriend’s plane lands soon I think, so I’ll have my normal diet when he's here.”

Starving and binge-eating wasn’t unheard of in Livia’s circles. Starving yourself before a show only to eat right before showtime? That was something else.

Livia kept staring. God, she was so phenomenally gorgeous. Livia had been with girls of course—she hung out with the hottest women alive for a decade, often at parties and afterparties and all manner of soirees. But there was something about Lola that encouraged something beyond a hook-up. Something possessive. Instead of jealousy for Lola's rising star—or rather, since that wasn't dying down, in addition to that jealousy—she felt herself furiously envious of her boyfriend. 

Lola paused, smiling and giggling a little bit at Livia. 

“Is there some on my face?”

“No.” Livia smiled. “Sorry. You’re just reminding me of better days. I used to be able to...”

She resisted the urge to say stuff my face. That would be aggressively unkind; better to remain diplomatic. 

“...I have to really manage my intake now or else I’d never fit in this stuff.”

She waved at the red lingerie hanging on the mirror. She'd have to put it on soon. 

“Oh, right.” Lola smiled. “I’ll never have to worry about that kind of thing. It’s kind of a relief.”

Livia was wistful. “I felt like that once too.”

“No, really! I mean it. My boyfriend—he’s going to be my husband, soon, can you believe it?” Lola visibly swooned and—unless Livia was mistaken—seemed to have some kind of minor orgasm at her own mentioning of her man. “He’s going to...I mean, he makes sure I’ll be in perfect shape forever.”

It wasn’t unusual for girls like Lola—young, impressionable, drop dead gorgeous—to have terrible, controlling boyfriends. Livia had had her own; she was just lucky she’d hadn’t married him. A slew of advice ran through her brain, as well as a catalogue of cutting insults about the way Lola’s hips would invariably swell like any other woman’s. 

Then she saw the slick, heated droplets sliding down Lola's perfect thighs. 

She really had cum just thinking about her man. 

Fuck. 

“He must be something,” she said instead. 

“He totally is. He’d probably love you. I know I do.” Lola grabbed a nearby chair and sat down across from her. Smiling. Knowing she was invited to do so. “I mean, like, your work. You’re so hot.”

Livia found herself flustered. Lola was incredibly beautiful, and hardly any of it was make-up or her outfit.  

“Oh.” Livia found it hard to play the regal lady all of a sudden. “R-really?”

Livia had never had a mentee, before. Heck, she’d never had a mentor. She had always kind of distantly wanted one, but it always seemed so completely out of reach. Older models were too self-obsessed. Trying to keep their grip on what was theirs; Livia could relate, now.

“Oh my gosh!” Lola grabbed her arm and nodded excitedly. “Are you kidding? I'm in awe of you. If I wasn't so hungry, I wouldn't have dared to talk to you at all. You're like, my role model. For real. I can't believe I get to be here right now talking to you.”

Livia's smile turned from amused to genuine to flabbergasted-and-flushed. She felt, for some reason, like she was talking with a long lust crush. Pheromones filled her nostrils, her brain, and the world outside of Lola seemed to disappear. 

“I don't want to like, age you or anything,” said Lola, and Livia knew it was the truth. Why else would Lola say anything but the truth? “I know that must be so annoying. But honestly you are my favorite person, like, ever. Sometimes, in your photos, you looked really pissed off that anyone was looking at you at all, and like...I just found that so sexy.”

A bit of advice from one of Livia's first photographers. “Pissed off at everyone but the right one, the one you want looking at you.”

“Oh my gosh, yes!” Lola nodded. “That's totally it.”

The two held hands. That was so clutch, so key. How would the other girls say it? Lola was a whole mood. Livia fought the urge to grind her hips into her chair and rub her slender thighs together. 

“The secret to modeling,” said Livia, feeling her whole facade dropping away, “is making all the millions who see you feel totally unique about noticing you.”

“Oh, yes.” Lola nodded. “Wow. Yes. I love it. You're like, mentoring me right now, oh my god!”

“I don't think there's anything to mentor,” said Livia, with perfect honesty. “You're going to smash this industry to bits. They won't know how to recover from you.”

Lola grinned, an infectious thing that made Livia feel high as she returned it. Her cunt was no longer distantly warm and moist—it was deeply wet and aching hot. She needed Lola's fingers inside her. Her whole life seemed so helplessly stupid and pointless—why didn't she just lick Lola's pussy forever? Would she let her? She wanted to give everything she had to this girl.

Lola's voice became softer. Intimate. Livia moaned. Her eyes felt like they were caught inside of Lola's. Bright blue sapphires staring into each other.

“I'm serious, you know. My boyfriend knows the secret to eternal beauty. So I never have to worry about anything I eat or even do. I just have to be his.”

Dubiousness approached Livia's thoughts, unwanted and persistent. 

“I...mean. Guys say a lot of things to girls like us.”

Lola shook her head. Her hair glimmered gloriously. “I'm serious. It all just melts right off. Or it goes somewhere that will help me out. He made sure of it.”

“Your boyfriend made sure of it?”

“Nathan.” Lola’s voice took a conspiratorial whisper. “Although, I call him other things when we’re alone together.”

Her voice was so hot. Livia couldn't help but match it. 

“Like what?”

But Lola’s attention leapt away from Livia. 

“Oh my god,” she cried. “Daddy!”

Having such a bright, perfect light of sunshine blaze with such perfect, rapt attention on Livia had been affecting her deeply, and she did not know how much until Lola looked away. A bright, effortless buoyancy left Livia; easy warmth replaced by the cold, harsh realities of a busy backstage and the endless chatter of inane, empty-headed women doing their best to appear both wanton and mysterious. 

Livia watched, turned on and high and confused and aching, as Lola's absolute feminine perfection strutted across backstage and leapt into the arms of Daddy.

But, instead of feeling jealous, like she might have anticipated, Livia's arousal only doubled. Perhaps it tripled; how did you quantify it? Her thoughts, spacey and spread out, arrived one at a time and puttered about for what felt like days, each one about how brilliantly sexy Lola and her boyfriend were. 

Her man was enormous. Livia had a hard time calling him boyfriend even in her head, because this hunk was definitely not a boy. He wore a sharp, well-tailored blue suit and easily approached seven feet tall. Two other women wearing short white-blue dresses—one brunette and one with raven-black hair, each one somehow almost as mind-bogglingly perfect as Lola—gripped him from the side. Each was clearly in love with Nathan and with Lola.

She wanted his cock. Terribly. She wanted him fucking her, hard—against walls, tables, rutting in private in every dark corner they could find until she was barely able to walk she was so pregnant.

His hands slid up Lola’s perfect ass, tugging her in and kissing her hard. The two women at his side cooed in appreciation at their passionate kiss, pushing in hard on Nathan’s side and watching with rapt attention. A few of the backstage personnel fainted in arousal. All that rushing blood. Behind Nathan—at the emergency exit where had had casually walked in—Livia saw how the guards were motionless on the ground. They were laying...funny, and their limbs didn't make sense anymore, going in all the wrong directions. 

A flash of heated, orgasmic energy hit Livia when she realized what had likely happened to them. 

That kind of strength. For no reason other than to do it.

Nathan laughed about it. He laughed. He jutted his thumb towards them and shook his head, laughing, and Lola looked at their broken bodies and swooned and grabbed his cock, stroking him through his pants while he nodded against her cheek  

Looking over the backstage area, he whispered something in Lola’s ear. Nodding, she took her two compatriots and strutted back down into the line of the glam zone and brought them up to Livia. They both waved, smiling brightly, and didn't seem to mind when Livia immediately forgot their names to continue to look dumbstruck at Lola's beauty. 

The two with her were so blindingly hot that they could have been on every model cover for the next two years. 

Lola made them look grossly plain, something that was all the more evident from standing next to them in full glamour and wearing runway apparel. 

“Who do you think are the weakest links here?” Lola asked. “Nicole and Fawn, no?”

Livia, rather in disbelief, wasn’t sure she could entirely process what Lola must be proposing. Her shock at the idea wiped away any possibility of dishonesty or guile on her part. 

How would she do it? Livia wondered. Perhaps she'd just threaten to leave the show. Yes. That would be the simplest thing. 

Put my friends in, Lola would say. Or I walk. Got it?

And if that didn't work, certainly her boyfriend, her hunk, could threaten them with complete physical dissection.

“Livia?” Lola found her gaze, and Livia's mind snapped to attention. “I'm asking for your advice.”

“Leave Fawn out of it,” Livia said quickly. “She’s got friends in high places. But Nicole is a nobody, and if you took um, the Polish girl out. Yvette, I think it is? Nobody would mind.”

Brutal, but it was true. Pretty Eastern European girls were a dime a dozen in the modeling industry, and they aged like baked chicken. Livia couldn’t think of a single one over the age of 27 who still looked young and fresh.

“Thanks!” Lola said brightly. “You’ve been so sweet to me. I won’t forget it.”

Livia believed her. She couldn't help it, nor could she help cumming immediately and harder than she had ever remembered as Lola kissed her on the cheek and gave her a hug.

* * * * *
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THE SHOW WENT FINE. 

Or, rather, it was a monumental success. Apparently the stream had broken the internet, so many were watching (or trying to watch) during Lola’s walks. Her friends—they were named Penny and Tiffany, she found out—they broke it too. 

It worked fine while Livia was on the stream. The showrunner tried to position this as a good thing—everyone had been able to her “fabulous” walk. 

But she knew the truth. She was an outdated model. Obsolete. Passe. It pained her physically, a tight ball of furious hurt in her chest. She’d had a glass of wine (breaking her fast) and thought about how utterly perfect Lola’s body and lips and clavicles and hair and face were, and then she slid into bed wearing nothing but a robe. She ignored her manager’s calls; she knew it would be nothing but platitudes and placations. Not interested.

She was nearly asleep, dozing in her penthouse hotel room, when she heard the voice. 

“Hello, Livia.”

What the fuck?

Nathan was in the room with her—naked and fully hard. 

Livia had been a famous model long enough to take self-defense classes and to have a string of well-built, scary bodyguards who were usually strapped. She hadn’t bothered with a bodyguard this time around—such an expense—and it had seemed overall like the right call. People just didn’t care anymore; there were younger, better girls out there. 

The advice that the self-defense classes offered, in a general way, was always the same—just stay out of the bad situation in the first place. 

Once you were in the bad situation, whatever it was, the advice was also the same: stay calm. Anyone who was going to corner or kidnap you was already rather agitated somehow, so further agitation was a mistake. Insults, exclamations, berating were all of the table. 

It was too bad; she was rather good at all of those. 

The arousal she felt at his presence was instant and electric. Hot, almost sweltering. Her skin immediately became flushed, droplets of sweat sliding down her forehead and across the delicate architecture of her bones. 

It was worse than when she was with Lola, or when she saw Lola with him.

Before, when she had felt the wave of heady aching need for his cock, she assumed it was just something in the air from Lola or maybe the other models. Lola was so fucking sexy and special. 

The backstage area, though open and wide and accommodating for the glam zone and several areas for the models to sit and wait for the show to begin, was still crowded with young hyper-sexualized women. Each of them had seen Nathan and lost their minds, giggling and oohing and ahhing all over him or one of the girls in his retinue. 

She had watched him, at the end of the night, entering a limousine with seven girls including Lola and the two he’d entered with (who apparently were models now that they had so easily and triumphantly walked the biggest fashion show in New York?). They were all still wearing the hyper-sexualized outfits from the show, make-up perfectly done, his hands crawling over their bodies with ease.

Now, with him in the room with her, she understood it was something about him that made her so turned on. 

Probably, she mused, it was the massive erection sitting underneath the mass of marble-slab muscle he sported so easily.

He stepped completely out of the shadows and she saw him in the full light of the moon. She gasped, and then she moaned. A primal sound. He was so fucking built. His cock streamed precum like a river. It was so shiny, so completely suckable.

“I don’t want to beat around the bush, Livia. Is that all right with you?”

“O...o-okay.”

Why would he want to force himself on her? Did he not get enough from the veritable harem of models already throwing themselves at him?

On the other hand, though. 

Why the fuck wouldn’t he force himself on her? She was still totally hot. He could force her and get away with it. Why was he holding back? 

“I can see you’re scared. I get it. You’ve got a giant in your room in the middle of the night. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m not going to do anything you don’t want, as a matter of fact. Call it an experiment of mine.”

The implication there was that he was not a stranger to hurting women, or forcing them to do what he wanted. 

Why did that make Livia’s cunt pulse with such sudden, eager arousal?

She gathered her blankets around her on the bed and sat up. Like she was in a modeling shoot. “What do you want, then?”

“I want to make you an offer. And I know I turn you on, but I’m not going to fuck with your head anymore than that. When I made it to Lola...maybe she told you?”

“She didn’t tell me anything about an offer. Just that she’s over the moon about you, and you control her diet and how she looks.”

He laughed. His smirk was viciously handsome. “I guess that’s about right, yeah. I do. Just not how you might think. I showed her my cock, and it fucked up everything about her thinking. It does that to pretty girls. The ones I approve of. It would do it to you if I wanted it to.”

She had no interest in appealing to the egos of twisted, space-invading psychopaths. 

Even so, there was the immediate pulsating sensation she felt whenever her sexual attraction spiked and she knew it was reciprocated—he thinks I’m pretty!

It was such a girlish, teenagery thought. Like she was some cheerleader and he was the quarterback stud and she wanted him to fuck her full of babies to keep her in their tiny town forever, enslaved to his cock. 

What?

She tried to clear her head, holding her fingers to her forehead. But she kept thinking about perfectly massive his streaming, shiny cock was. God, it would fit so deep inside her...

“What’s this offer?”

“Girls who I allow to suck my cock...ascend. They become better than they were. Their beauty enhances. They’re young, permanently. About eighteen or nineteen years old in appearance—their skin loses all blemishes. All wrinkles. Their bodies permanently tight and hot and firm. Their hair effortlessly long and sexy. No more fat. No more disease or viruses. No more stress. And in return for this eternal youth and beauty, their minds, well...”

“You take their minds?”

“I massage their minds. They’re still themselves. Just obsessed with me. Addicted to my seed. Everyone wins. They’re young and gorgeous forever, feeling perfect about their perfect selves. And I get to use their perfect bodies however I want. And I’m very, very good at using their bodies.”

Livia somehow suppressed a whimper. He was clearly excellent at using their bodies, especially if the size of his gigantic cock was any indication. 

Temptation filled her. Had he asked a few years ago, she felt sure that she would have said yes immediately. But since then and now, she’d had children—and that changed her priorities. 

Didn’t it?

She couldn’t just—just abandon her children just to eternally fuck some god-hunk tier stud, right? 

Not even if she would be super, duper, incredibly hot and famous the whole time. 

Right?

“I have children. Two boys. What about them?”

He considered before answering. “You would forget about them. Your feelings of maternal connection would fade entirely. Your body would realign itself to be perfectly virginal. Everything about you that ever understood being fucked by anyone else would disappear from you—from your cunt, your womb, your mind. Eventually, you won’t even recognize them.” He smiled. “So, you see? You wouldn’t be able to know there was a problem anyway.”

That he framed that as some kind of happy solution horrified Livia. The existential terror of not even knowing her boys was beyond her comprehension. She wasn’t the world’s greatest mother—far from it, with as much as she had to travel without them—but she still loved her children. 

Even so. It was tempting. He was tempting. Lola was tempting. 

She swallowed. Once upon a time, she had told herself that she would be perfectly happy to retire to one of her villas in the islands so long as her children were happy. What would be so wrong, after all, about living her life in the sun with her family and being there for them all the time, with all the money she could already provide them?

Nothing. Nothing was wrong with that.

Except that she could, now, apparently, live a different life. An immortal life. A beautiful, treasured, trophy wife. Owned by a real man and cumming like mad on top of his cock all the time. 

She had no doubts that this offer was genuine. Maybe if she’d heard it in a vacuum...but she had met Lola. She had seen the way the other girls acted around him. This was for real. She could sense it, the power, dripping off of him. 

It was a real, completely real, totally true offer of eternal beauty and wealth he was giving. 

And yet.

“I...I c-can’t.”

He smirked. “Are you not able, do you not want to...or do you think you shouldn’t?”

Her throat was dry. She couldn’t answer right away.

His cock pulsed, jetting out heated precum on her sheets. “Because I’ll tell you, Livia...I’m going to be in charge of a lot more. And I’m going to remember who wanted me there and who didn’t. I’ll remember who turned down offers and who didn’t.”

A threat. Of course. Like a bully who wasn’t getting his way. 

I would love to suck his bully cock. I would loveloveLOVE to stroke it hard and be his bully bitch and show him just who to fucking mock and—

She swallowed hard. Trying to remember what mattered.

Children. Her prized boys. Yes. Remember them. It wasn’t about her cunt and the way it was throbbing so madly about being pregnant again (for the first time) for a superpowered bully. It was about being a good mother. 

“You can imagine it, can’t you?” He went on. “You’re not dumb, you just play a dumb girl to make losers hard so they’ll spend money. You know I’ll have more, and more, and more. I’ll have a whole retinue of lightning-hot girls before long, Livia. They’ll do whatever I say. They’ll seduce people for me. What do you think billionaires would give up to have immortality? And it’s not like I really have to give it to them. I just have to have it and to have them pay me for it. I’m sure you can put together the kinds of plans I have. Who I think should be in control of everything.”

He was so close to her now. His cock standing proud right over her bed, dripping all over her sheets. Even if she went to sleep now, she’d be sleeping in his precum. Why not just go all the way?

“And I’m sure you know what the girls who do right by me will have in this new world. Each one a slice of the globe. Endless toil and drudgery for everyone except for them, because it’s hotter that way. And you could have your part there, if you wanted. Because my main squeeze said to do you a favor.”

He took her cheek in one massive hand, held her face. She groaned, her orgasm incumbent. 

“Are you really gonna turn me down?”

It was the hardest thing she had ever done in her life. 

“Yes.”

And just like that, he was gone. 

* * * * *
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IT TOOK HER HOURS TO get ready for the gala the following evening. With each passing moment, she felt her annoyance rising, her desire just to call the whole thing off and catch a private jet home and slide into her bed after a scorching hot shower. 

Her hotel room had turned into a command center—a dozen people she barely knew flitted around, holding powders and creams and needles and thread and assembling her like a robot. 

It would, at least, be a glamourous look befitting her natural beauty—her thick blonde in a tremendously garish updo, stray strands carefully framing her face. A tight blue, almost sheer jewel-studded gown with a seven foot train prominently featuring her heavy tits and sculpted shining clavicles, her long legs and arms displayed as the symbols of her natural slender form that they were.  

Livia was only about five pounds heavier than her absolute thinnest version of herself, but pregnancy had changed her body dramatically. They had to stitch her up inside the dress. It didn’t help that she had woken up this morning lactating, her tits leaking milk at a rate that would have been alarming if it didn’t taste so delicious. 

She had spent the morning tasting her milk and fingering her cunt, dreaming of Nathan’s cock inside her. She was supposed to do one final workout, but tasting the milk made her think of his Cock for some reason, and the cum that could have filled her if she’d had more courage. She had been so wet, and her fingers touched herself so perfectly...

“One more tug here,” said one of the attendants, breaking her memory. 

Livia’s arousal was almost entirely dead now. Being around so many other people, so many inferior people, had turned her lust to ash. 

She used to not mind this whole circus so much. In the weeks and months leading up to this gala, she had gone to several others. There was always a glam team, always representatives from whatever designer who had her wearing their threads. That was the game. Livia took video and pictures, tagged the designers and the glam team, and walked around like a living advertisement for about three-to-five hours before going home inside a limousine by herself.

If I was Lola, I’d be glammed up like this in less than ten minutes, she thought, and I’d be arriving and going home with Nathan’s eternal cock shoved up into my throat. Drooling into his lap. My eyeballs rolled over. 

But she also knew that it was different for a girl like Lola—who, to her understanding now, quite literally just “woke up this way.” 

Even younger models had it easier. Being in front of a camera at a studio was one thing, but being at an event meant you had to be perfect from every angle. Younger models needed so much less massaging (she shuddered as she remembered Nathan using the word) to be “gala perfect.”

Livia herself had needed so little work. She would have been done in less than a quarter hour most of the time when she was twenty-three. And then the quarter hour turned into a half, and that turned into an hour, and now it was all afternoon and the whole time she kept thinking of Nathan’s offer. 

She had turned him down, she kept thinking bitterly. Turned him down to be surrounded by a parade of sycophants who she detested. 

And—it wasn’t lost on her—she had turned down Lola as well. Livia didn’t know if she was a lesbian, but she for goddamn sure was when Lola was in the room.  

She tried to return her thoughts to the present and the people around her doing their jobs. She breathed. She imagined a calm, endless ocean. She breathed again, opening her eyes, ready to be gentle and kind with one of them. No reason to be a bitch, really. Honestly, they were doing a terrific job—she did look marvelous, and—

Why was everyone looking at their phones?

And her. 

Why was everyone looking at their phones and her?

Livia swiped hers open and saw it immediately.

The headline ran:

Top model’s clothing line in jeopardy as factory shuts down; Government says investigation pending.

Alarms. Klaxons, even. Livia, choking slightly, felt the room spin. Her phone rang. Her manager. Did he know? Swearing, she finally answered him. 

“What?”

“So sorry to interrupt, my dear. I know you’re busy, but I’m frantic. There’s urgent news.”

“I don’t care about whatever offer you’ve got coming in for me. They’re shutting down our factories?”

She snapped her fingers wildly, sending all the little peons out of the hotel room. She began to pace next to the ceiling-to-floor windows, looking with contempt at the uselessly expensive infinity pool just outside. 

“Yes, my dear,” her manager continued. “That’s what I’ve been trying to reach you about. The factory owners, well. There’s no nice way to put this. They put children to work.”

“Oh, my god.”

What the fuck? What the entire fuck? Oh my god!

“They’re not supposed to do that! That’s the entire point of the brand! Eco-friendly, in and out!”

“Oh, quite right. It’s illegal and against our contract with them.”

“Then how did it happen?”

She could hear him shrug. “It’s a different country. They wanted profits. This was the easiest way to do it and...frankly, it’s easy to get away with, most of the time.”

“Can’t we tell them it wasn’t us? That we didn’t mean for that to happen?”

“I’m afraid not. The powers that be, your investors, they’ve already decided that you’re the one who has to bear this cross.”

“Oh, my god...”

“It’s...worse than that. You see, they’ll be suing you for damages. Not to mention the legal problems abroad. And the issues with—”

His voice was turning into white noise inside the stress-induced coma of Livia’s mind. She just dropped the phone down on the ground and walked, shakily, to the mirror, trying somehow to look at herself. 

Her career. Her investments. Her future. Crumbling away from her just like that. 

* * * * *
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TWO HOURS AND A LIMO ride later, and the gala was in full swing. Livia tried to enjoy the luxury of the ride, tried to focus on the leather seats, the tinted windows, the utter disregard and disrespect she so carefully delivered to the driver (“Oh wow, you drive this all by yourself?” and then later, “This is really your career?”). 

But it was fleeting. It had always been fleeting, those easy rushes of superiority, but especially so now. At the end.

She arrived late, of course, well after the red carpet had displayed the dozens of men and women before her in their grandiose outfits. A few stray paparazzi took snaps of her, but all the official photographers were long gone. 

The man at the door, at least, spared her the indignity of asking for her invitation. Her dress was skintight and she didn’t bother carrying a handbag; there was nowhere to hold one. 

Inside the vast well-lit spaces of the Regionala, everywhere, there were beautiful women in exquisite gowns and dashing men in expensive suits. Everyone seemed to be having the time of their lives. Except for Livia, who was full of new purpose and almost grim.

The place was a former bank, hollowed-out and reformed to be exclusively an event space. Coved ceilings several meters high. Corinthian columns split the hall into quarters, and tastefully-done mosaic marble floors made heels like Livia’s clack with satisfying reports.

Immediately, she scanned the room, looking for them. Looking for her. Looking for Him. 

She only had one choice, really. Her career would be dead by the end of the evening. Her beauty was fading fast. There was no way for her to ever recover, not and still be the mogul she ached to be.

She had to convince Nathan to make her the offer again. 

It was going to be disastrously difficult. The women here were almost supernaturally gorgeous, each one the result of hours of glam just like Livia. In the center of the hall, she saw a great flock of these women—all wealthy, or beautiful, or wealthy because they were beautiful. 

A lot of disappointed, bruised, and scared men stood on the outer edges staying carefully away from anywhere near touching the women. Their former women. Now they clearly belonged or were going to soon belong to Nathan—who stood in the middle of the flock, Lola at his side, enjoying the attention.  

It was naïve of Livia to think she had a chance with Nathan with so many others around who were just as beautiful as she was or better. Likely, several other girls would leave here today having received the offer just like she had—and the money-hungry, fame-aching, vanity-worshiping women here wouldn’t be so stupid to think that something like family really mattered at the end of the day when eternity was at stake. 

Still, Livia had to try. Pasting on her best smile, she made her way toward the flock and him. 

Lola, on Nathan’s arm, was a heart-breaking beauty. 

She wore a long, flowing gown of soft pink that hugged her curves and made her look like a goddess. Her hair was pulled back in an elegant twist, with diamond earrings sparkling at each lobe. Her eyes shone with pride as she hung on Nathan's arm, his very own trophy. 

But the thing that made Livia almost collapse with envy was the way Nathan looked at her. It was as if he was looking straight through her, hypnotized by her stunning beauty and entranced by her perfect body. 

Livia felt her confidence slipping away, as she took in the sight of them together. Happy. Glorious. Resplendent. Why would he ever, ever, ever even once give Livia a second chance?

Her determination left her. The two of them were designed to destroy egos, and battering against Livia’s already shattered self-image, she felt nearly destroyed. Holding back tears, she turned back from the center of the hall and snuck behind a column where a lightbulb had recently gone out. 

All the attention was off of her, at least. Livia, behind the column, was out of the sightline of everyone looking toward Nathan and Lola in the center of the hall. It may have been the first time in her life she was thankful for less attention. 

Somehow, she had to get back there. She took several deep breaths. Her throat knotted. Her eyes unwilling to shift their gaze upward. Skin clammy and cold. Her life was over. Her life was over. She had to do this. She had—

She heard footsteps. She heard heels, clicking and clacking, and conversation falling away as they approached. 

That only meant one person. 

Lola walked by, heading toward the bathroom, casually posting something on her social about how thirty minutes ago, she had been in her jammies on her “hubby’s” lap. Making a video, posing, guiding her phone up and down. Her normal entourage keeping bystanders back and ensuring they stayed quiet. 

This was the chance. 

Livia pulled Lola aside by the crook of her arm, rushing her to an empty part of the ballroom behind a different pillar.

Lola was clearly over Livia already; her charity lasted just as long as Livia had been willing to play ball with her. Almost right away, Lola wrenched her arm free and shoved Livia—hard—into the pillar. It cracked behind her. 

“Don’t fucking touch me, slut.”

Livia winced. She didn’t know what hurt worse—being called slut by Lola or the bruise that would be her entire backside tomorrow.

There was no time to wonder. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m so sorry. Really. Please.” Livia half-grasped for Lola’s hands and then remembered not to. To be obedient. “Please, is there any way you can convince him to make me the offer again? Or let me accept now?”

Lola’s face turned from murderous, beautiful fury to soul-murdering, mocking mirth. She was so fucking hot. Livia could hardly breathe.

“You already turned him down once, dearie.”

Dearie. Like she was nothing. Like she was a clown. Livia took it; she would take anything; she needed this.

“Please? Please. I know I fucked up. I know I should have taken it.”

“But what about your kiddies, dearie?” Lola giggled. Her beauty so captivating. Livia wanted to lick her neck. “Aren’t they just so important?”

Livia’s face contorted with shame and she tried to push it down. 

“They...they’ll figure something out. Their father, maybe. Please. P-please. I need it.”

“More than you need your children?”

Livia gulped. It shamed her, but it was true. “Y-yes.”

Lola was so close that their tits pressed together. Livia had trouble thinking. She wanted Lola so bad.

“Why’s that?”

Livia didn’t know how to respond. 

“Maybe it has something to do with how your career is crumbling?” Lola ticked off the reasons on her long digits. “How you’ll never be the mogul you wanted to be? How your factory is being shutdown for hiring children workers? How the law is coming after you? How you’re being sued for everything you’ll ever have?”

Diamonds sparkled in Lola’s cleavage. Livia stared at them, having trouble thinking. 

“H-how do you know all that?”

“Maybe it has something to do with my Master’s vast connections and maybe we’ll make sure you’re a pariah, a nothing, a joke from now on. You’ll be the punchline of night time talk shows for years, Livia. You’ll be associated with nothing but failure.”

Livia was having a panic attack. It was like Lola was reading the script straight from an actual living nightmare. 

“Please...please...anything. Please. I apologize. Truly. I was wrong. Please...let me make it up to you.”

Lola crushed Livia’s tits even harder, pushing her against the pillar. Taller than her. So much stronger. 

“How?”

Livia had nothing to say. It was clear Lola was done with her. 

A waitress walked by and held out her tray to Lola, oblivious to Livia’s existence. “Champagne?”

Lola, incensed still, was in no mood for diplomacy. 

“You look fat in that blouse,” said the scintillating blonde. “You should starve yourself for a year, showing up looking like that for this event. Do you even care about me at all?”

The waitress, mortified, turned white as plaster and retreated. It was obvious that she was going to follow the order. 

Something...something in that was something Livia could cling to. 

“Well,” Lola backed away. Livia could breathe easier, but now she missed those perfect tits pressed against hers. “This has been super, seeing you sad and desperate. But I’m kind of done with it? I’d rather—”

“—your—His...harem?” Livia interrupted.. “He’ll need...need recruitment. Better women. So that it’s not just some idiot hiring half-pretty girls who can’t carry a tray or fit into a blouse.”

Lola paused and turned back, not quite facing Livia completely. “We might.”

“A-and you’ll be busy, of course? Owning the fashion world. As you should. You’ll have no better cheerleader than me. Every appearance I have from now on, I’ll mention how absolutely perfect you are as a model. As a role model. As the icon the fashion world needs.”

She tried to remember. What had it been like? What had she wanted more than anything else? What had she denied Lola?

A mentor. A teacher. Someone who knew and who would always, always back her up.

“I’ll bring in the girls who can be taught,” Livia continued, speaking quickly but clearly. “Who are worthy of his cum. His attention. Your disciples.”

Lola looked in the distance. Breathing. She was living artwork. Livia ached for her touch once again.

“I do like the sound of disciples.” Lola put a finger into her mouth, biting. Thinking.

“Of course you do.” Livia dared to step closer. “You deserve them. You deserve so many. And so does He, naturally. Worshiping you. Worshiping Him. And I could bring them in.”

“We can get all kinds of people for that,” said Lola. “We don’t need you.”

Testing Livia, now. Testing her resolve. That was wonderful; she could work with being tested.

“But think of the prestige,” said Livia. “Owning the world’s former top model, recruiting new models for him, while he’s fucking and impregnating the world’s current top model constantly. And I’ll be there, for you, every step of the way. Having learned my lesson. Never turning against you again.” She gulped. “There’s no zealot like the converted. I remember what it was like, coming up in this world. Not being able to trust a soul. And I know that he must make you feel invincible. But you still wanted someone to hold onto, didn’t You? Someone to show you where to go, how to be, just a tad? If only to make him harder and prouder. I’m sorry, Lola. Truly. But if you’ll let me...I’ll serve you faithfully from now on.”

Lola finally looked right at her. Her eyes sparkling and blue. Hypnotic. She crossed her arms. 

“You’ll have to call me Mistress,” she said. Her eyes slightly teary. “I had a whole hot fun little game about it once you accepted his offer but then you didn’t and I was quite cross with you.”

“Of course you did, Mistress.” Livia nodded. “Of course you were, Mistress. But you don’t have to be.”

“You should kneel. Here. Now. And kiss my feet.”

“Naturally, Mistress.”

She expected this; she didn’t fucking care anymore. Lola was hot and doing things to and for Lola was hot. It was just like calling her Mistress made it so. Even as Lola said it, Livia already knelt down and slipped her mouth across her heels and toes. One gorgeous supermodel decked out in full gala regalia before another, flawless, eagerly kissing the other’s feet.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, licking and kissing thoughtfully. Her skin was sugar. “Of course, Mistress. You’re so right, Mistress.”

Lola snapped open her tiny handbag. 

“Here,” she said, offering a small vial of milky white thick cum. “I keep some on me just in case of emergencies.”

Still on her knees, Livia swallowed it almost before Lola stopped speaking. She had to prove her loyalty, leave no doubt. The slightest hesitation would have brought up questions of her sincerity, and Livia could not afford another mistake or suspicion. 

She gave herself up, entirely, to her new life. Abandoned everything—her family, her children, her career—just to belong to Nathan’s will. Nathan’s cock. 

She would be his forever. 

Tastes...tastes like...

* * * * *
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HEAVEN.

That was the name Livia had given her training academy for Master’s newest girls. A place where the carefully curated candidates were trained to be obedient and erotic specimens to dutifully serve in Nathan’s harem.

The academy was located in a palatial, isolated estate atop the highest peak of the glorious mountain range. The surrounding views— luxury villas tucked into verdant hillsides and aquamarine waters far below— provided a dream-like escape for both the Academy’s students and staff.

The air was fresh with pine and sweet floral scents; the grounds, manicured to perfection. A grand fountain cascaded in the center courtyard of the mansion, surrounded by statues of powerful, elegant women towering over perfectly trimmed shrubbery.

The lush interior could have easily been mistaken for a palace fit for kings. Each room individually decorated in plush furniture made of rare woods and hand-crafted accents. Fireplaces crackled in every room with luxurious velvet chairs placed before them.

Already, Livia had organized parties as recruitment events, marketing the school as a place of luxurious, personalized training for women looking to learn how to be better trophy wives, servants, and all-around perfect sex companions for the new god who walked the earth.

Not everyone understood what Nathan was, not yet. But they were learning. The wealthy learned first, of course. They were the only ones who could stand in his way—but he had something they all wanted.

The women Livia had chosen so far had gone through a rigorous selection process, each one having to display readiness, submission, obedience, and a willingness to put her faith in her Master and Mistress. Livia had to be sure that the girls she brought into Nathan’s world were worthy of his attentions and could serve his needs in ways that regular women never could. 

The offer of a wealthy, easy, eternally beautiful life was offered with candor—there were millions of applicants already, and only a few made it the palatial grounds. 

It had been just six weeks since Livia had entered Nathan's service. Today was their first class of girls' graduation. 

There were five girls, all gathered before Nathan. One of them obediently sucked his cock—or tried her best to—as he sat on a throne in the library, surrounded by books slowly being written by dutiful, obedient slaves about the glory of patriarchy and why Nathan's rule was inevitable and correct. 

Each girl was dressed in tight, revealing lingerie. Postures perfect. Tits in lacy push-up bras with ruffle trim. Delicate, perfectly-shaped asses resting easily on tall, tall heels. Hair styled just so. Cunts quivering. Waiting to be called. Needing him. Showing patience and regality and class, just as Livia had taught them. 

Livia herself was at Nathan's side. She looked eighteen, if her new eighteen was how she had looked at twenty-three, except phenomenally younger and hotter. In other words, she looked spectacular, taller and tighter and thinner and bustier than ever before, her inches-thick mane of golden hair spreading down her back in a lusciously trimmed splash of light. 

She wore lingerie too, though it was red and not white like the students. There was an order to respect. 

Ellie, the sexy busty brunette sucking Nathan's cock, struggled to reach her lips all the way down. She had been a famous starlet at some point, in a rather popular television show full of dragons and swords. Now she had devoted her entire life to being able to earn Nathan's seed down her throat. Her beautiful face slowly turned red, then purple. Her young, beautiful body orgasmed constantly from tasting Nathan's perfect cock. She was sweating, grinding, humping. Precum and drool ran down her body into her heavy tits. 

Livia tsked. 

“Don’t worry, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “I’ll take care of the failure for you. If she doesn’t whip into shape in the next few hours, I’ll just get rid of her for you. She used to be rather clumsy. No one will ask questions if she’s found at the bottom of a chasm.”

He groaned, thrusting harder up inside Ellie's purpling face. Master knew everything about his girls, so he knew Livia loved Ellie. He knew she had promised Ellie big things. He knew that she had taken Ellie in like a daughter or little sister, and had been full of pride at every step of her progress. 

“That’s right, Daddy. I’ll kill for you. Girls who don’t make You hard like You need? What’s the fucking point of them? ”

He hadn't told her to want that; she just did. She was utterly willing to abandon Ellie—sweet little Ellie doll—just to make him a little bit harder.

Master liked it when a girl showed initiative. Grunting, he shoved the nearly-expired Ellie off his cock and grabbed Livia with one hand, lifting her with enormous strength and shoving her virgin-tight pussy on his cock. Livia couldn’t believe it. She was so fucking lucky. Men all over the world had jerked off to her for over a decade, and she was so sparkling hot now that any man alive would pay millions for one night with her, and she felt lucky to be dragged on to Nathan’s surging, gigantic cock.  

He had denied her. For so long. She had been naughty. She had denied him. 

Livia never complained to him. She begged, often—when appropriate. When it was seemly to do so. But she never suggested once suggested in six whole weeks of being so fucking close to his perfect amazing cock that she deserved more than what Master gave her. 

So now—now, finally, having shown her willingness to rid this useless girl of her useless life—had she shown her MasterDaddyGod that she was the kind of girl he needed to have.

He pushed up inside of her, breaking apart her resistance easily. She was already so fucking wet. No part of her—in mind, body, or soul—recalled having children. Instead, her only memory of her entire life was perfect, obedient service to Nathan's will. 

And she was perfectly happy with that. 

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, writhing around his cock, taking what she was given and begging for more. 

Livia’s mouth hung open, her eyes fluttering as her Master’s manhood speared her body open, stretching her to impossibly tight proportions. Breath sawed in and out of her mouth, so desperately needy and wanton to be used as Master’s cock breached her depths and split her open.

“I’ll recruit so many for you, Daddy," she clung to him tight now. Bursting with the worship that she had been denied for six long weeks. "Each one hotter than the last. Models have to be recruited so early or else they get dumb ideas about going to college or something, but women don’t need to learn anything except how to look pretty for You, Master.”

Livia moaned and gasped and sobbed and moaned. She begged and mewled and whimpered. Her voice rose and fell in time with her body’s movements.

She heard the wet slapping of his cock inside her premium pussy. She heard his breath grow ragged and his voice raise in pitch.

“And they’ll all be so much like me and Lola. Tight. Toned. Thin. Busty. Smooth bodies. Every part of them made to fuck. And you’ll be their first, of course. You’ll be swimming in virgin pussy just like You deserve.”

Livia’s hands grabbed hard at Master’s legs, her nails digging into his skin. He could feel her fingernails tearing into his skin, and the pain spurred him on.

“And o-of course,” Livia moaned, cumming again as she felt his orgasm approach. “You’ll get them all p-pregnant! All those girls, those beautiful girls, with no other purpose than to be pregnant and look hot for Da-Daddyyy!”

His body tensed, and the muscles in his arms and shoulders contracted as he breathed hard. His grip was so tight that it almost hurt, but she could feel the imminent release of energy. With one final thrust upward, his body shook with pleasure.

“Good girl,” he murmured into her ear, his orgasm ringing through the room and causing all the women present and every woman at the estate to cum at once. 

He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth, and his cock began to pulse like a floodgate opening, sending what felt like gallons of cum into her body. His cum was hot—a supernova of lust and virility, but she could take it. She savored every single drip that entered her. Livia felt a deep pleasure that was more than just physical; it was emotional and spiritual, too. She knew she had truly earned her Master's favor, and it was a feeling she could never, ever forget. 

The five aspiring trophy wives all watched the scene in awe, jealous. Envious. Desperate to be anything at all like what Livia was.

Just like she had trained them to be.

# # #
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Layla knew it was a bad idea, but she sniffed at her daughter's laundry anyway.

There could be any number of horrible things that she would smell. Outside of the rather large potential for poor hygiene, there could easily be the stench of alcohol or cigarettes, even drugs. Hilary was eighteen, and she was at college, after all.

So, it surprised her then when the bright red tube top she held smelled . . . rather sweet. Kind of like orange sherbet. And was that . . . just the faintest hit of sex? 

Pushing a thin strand of dark hair out from her face, she picked up another top, this one neon pink and much skimpier than the other, with what seemed like an enormously deep scooping neckline. It smelled even stronger of sherbet, and even stronger of sex.

Layla wondered if it was worth it to have a discussion with Hilary about this.

The relationship between Layla and her daughter had been strained for a time, ever since Hilary was accepted to Western University three states over. It was a prestigious school, and Layla was proud of Hilary for hunkering down and devoting herself to her studies. 

But, as proud as she was, Layla was equally upset that Hilary was moving so far away to go to school, but had only expressed this through pessimism and a snarky attitude for the past year. It had hurt her daughter, and forced her husband David to choose sides.

It was no way to treat a daughter, and no way to maintain a family, and ever since Hilary had moved away, the teenager had only become more distant.

Layla had resolved to make things better.

Thus, laundry. An expression of caring.

An attractive young man—she could even say young stud, with his bulging biceps and thick, styled blond hair—dropped off the laundry yesterday afternoon, heralding Hilary's imminent arrival in a few days. She had a few more exams to catch up on, the young man explained. 

His exams were done already, he said and he was heading home anyway. As winter break approached, many college kids came home for the comfort and easy meals of their parent's homes. 

“Anything for Hilary,” he said. “Totally anything.”

He was such a nice boy! 

Layla assumed Hilary had helped him study, because certainly her daughter wasn't dating a male of such obvious . . . attributes. Layla loved her daughter, but, being realistic, she had to imagine that her Hilary was going to be single for quite a while.

Layla was a housewife, well-accustomed to the roles she had to play to keep in her house in order. She loved her husband, and found a certain serene joy in arranging the house to be kept up and nice. There was always another task to learn. In the past two decades, she had learned all manner of plumbing, cooking, cleaning, quilting, and had even picked up some lessons on the ukulele. 

She loved her family's house. She had done all the decorating herself—the Aztec-patterned curtains, the deep earthy rich tones of the furniture clashing so nicely with the wood floors and mosaic tile work in the kitchen (that she had done herself). The house was just big enough for the small family, with an extra-large basement for her husband's workshop where he built models. 

Now, though, after nineteen years of marriage and chores, Layla was getting decisively bored. 

With the child gone, there just wasn't nearly as much to do anymore, and with Layla, not having something to do meant understanding that she wasn't all that sure what she was about.

It was a troubling feeling. She was glad for the laundry her daughter sent her. Too often, her boredom had led her in front of the television once again, binging on reality shows and ice cream. She had gained too much weight. Her love handles, once at a manageable level, were now nearing disastrous proportions to her hips and breasts. Layla dreaded any trips through the house that had her pass in front of a mirror.

She refocused on the laundry. Too much daydreaming would get her nowhere, and it was not even ten in the morning. She had to keep on task.

All of the clothes, worn by her daughter for who knew how long, had that same sherbet-like smell. She inhaled again. 

Yes. Sherbet.

It was almost pleasant in a way, except for that strong sexual undercurrent to each inhale.

She picked up and smelled a bra, and some long socks, some tights, even panties (not deliberating nearly enough, she felt).

The more clothes Layla picked up, the more confused she was. 

Hilary was a wonderful student. All of her time was spent either studying or thinking about studying. Rare was the day during high school when Hilary would wear anything other than thick jeans and a t-shirt; if it wasn't that, then it was her flannel pants and thick hoodie ensemble, destined to drive boys away. 

Layla didn't think too much of it, though she did want her daughter to have a full social life. But, Layla had resolved long ago that when Hilary wanted to make herself presentable, she would.

It wasn't that Hilary was unattractive. She just didn't try very hard, and ended up looking frumpy. Her thick unkempt hair was always in tangles, and her body was thick from leaning on junk food too much.

Layla, when Hilary was around, had tried to keep herself in shape, and had tried to impart her ideas on the matter to Hilary. Not much of it had gotten through. 

Blaming that on herself was easy as well, though. She would have to admit she had always been a little thicker than she would like, so she wasn't setting a great example. 

Those last ten pounds of her ideal shape were always out of reach, but long ago she had attained a wardrobe to make up for it. Her breasts, thick and heavy, made up a great deal of her short frame, and her hair, unlike her daughter's, was kept short and trimmed around her shoulders in a cute dark bob. 

Of course, with her recent binging, those last ten pounds had turned more into those last twenty or even thirty. She didn't have the courage to test the scales and find out, in part because she knew that would require immediate changes on the part of her diet and routine once she did.

Layla picked up yet another frilly, neon-colored mini dress, not feeling any less confused. 

She knew her daughter very well, in any case, and these clothes . . . these were the clothes of some party girl. Some—dare she say it?—some bimbo slut who didn't know how to keep her pants on.

Certainly, her daughter wasn't the one wearing this micro kilt, or this halter top, or these intricate lacy pieces of lingerie that looked like they were designed for porn stars.

Layla leaned against the wall, putting a hand under her chin. This bore thinking about. Under one arm was the stack of skirts she had already sorted for washing. In her hand was a bright yellow sundress. Every time she breathed in, more of that sweet, hot orange sherbet smell floated into her lungs.

Well, say that Hilary was wearing these clothes. So what? The size on them meant that she would have had to have lost some weight (and gained some around her chest). 

That was perfectly fine, as far as Layla was concerned. 

After all, her daughter ought to be having fun in college. Wasn't that was college was for? Going out, making friends, having fun?

Of course it was.

Without noticing, Layla had stepped into the pile of clothes. She was barefoot, as she usually was when walking around the house. 

Her body started getting warm. 

The fabric of thick, knee-high socks had slid between her toes. They felt incredible.

Her own time in college was full of fun. She was always going to college, drinking more than she should, and giving guys lots of handjobs.

No . . . no . . . what? 

David was her first lay. He was incredible in the sack, of course—he was a man. Men were so good at sex. Sex was so much wonderful fun. She ought to be having more of it, all the time.

If she hadn't been giving handjobs in college, then surely she had given lots of blowjobs? She loved the taste of cock so much, after all. It would be strange not to have spent her entire college career auditioning cocks to find the one she loved the taste of the best and marry the man it belonged to.

Layla stepped back, putting a hand to her head again. 

This was all so strange. That was . . . that was such an odd rush of thinking. 

Where was that coming from?

Would she be able to think better with her fingers sliding inside of her pussy? 

It was very warm, after all, and very needy.

Yes. Yes, she needed to finger her pussy and think about blowing David. That would calm her down. 

That made sense. That made so much sense.

She leaned over onto the washer, her feet sliding firmly inside of the thick pile of clothes, her fingers running inside of her sweet, hot cunt. 

Her footing slipped on the hot pile of laundry beneath her, and somehow, she found herself on the large pile of clothes, fingering her pussy. Every motion of her hand rubbed her palm against her clit, coaxing her ever closer to that wonderful plateau of bliss where her every atom was singing to arrive at.

The orgasm hit her like some freight train of pleasure. Layla's mind turned off and on so many times that she wasn't even sure what was real anymore. Her hands pressing up against her big tits felt so perfect, so otherworldly good, that she wasn't even sure they were hers.

The bliss pushed her consciousness out of reality, tearing at the fabric of time and space, and when it was all over, she still landed inside of her body that was still vibrating with purest rapture. She felt she had seen the face of happiness itself, smiling and lighting her pussy on sweet, everlasting fire.

When she came-to, she started fingering herself again. Some of the stockings landed in her mouth. She sucked on their hot, sherbet-tasting surface, gleefully slurping up the taste.

Laundry was so much fun. She was so lucky to be a housewife.

* * * * *
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HER HUSBAND DAVID ARRIVED home at a little past six in the evening. That was normal. Layla rushed to him when he came through the door, decked out in a tiny pleated skirt and a blue mesh top, her tits barely contained inside of a lacy white bra. All of the clothes had the same tag, “FD.” She didn't know what it meant, but she loved it.

It was hard to rush in her high-high five-inch platform heels, but Layla had been practicing all afternoon, trying to make it work. It got easier and easier the longer she wore the sexy clothes.

“Oh, like, my god!” Layla said. “I'm so glad you're home, honey!”

Kissing him so hard that his glasses fell off, Layla wrapped her arms around her befuddled husband. He seemed surprised. Her lips were shiny and plush and pink. She hadn't even put on any lipstick.

“Layla, you're wearing . . .” he shook his head. “What are you wearing?”

It wasn't hard to coax him out of his jacket. His hands on her curves felt tremendous. 

“I'm wearing something just for my big, handsome hubby,” she purred. “Won't you tell me that I look pretty?”

“Of course you look pretty, Layla, but—”

Her moan cut off whatever he was going to say. It was so delightful, having her existence affirmed by a big strong man like him. She leaned in and slipped some hot kisses along his neck.

Well, David wasn't that big, or that strong, but he was a strong accountant or whatever-he-did. He was strong enough to take care of her. That's what counted. 

The thought made her feel so weak. Swaying her hips sexily, the front door still open ajar, she fell to her knees in front of him. Her heavy tits pushed against his legs as she slid downward. The motion sent happy thrills through her body. 

It was easy and fun to unzip his pants and then to pull his already-hardening cock.

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “Y-you haven't given me a blowjob in . . . y-years . . .”

“I know, right? There's only enough food left in the fridge for you tonight, so I really need you to give me my dinner, okay?”

She had been eating all afternoon. For some reason, she was ravenous. When she woke up out of her food and cum coma, her tits had been way bigger, and her hair even darker and longer. That was so sexy and cool.

David seemed not to understand at first. “Give you your dinner?”

She nodded, stroking his cock as she stared up at him with adoring eyes. “Please, sir? I need my Husband's big hard cock to get so thick n' excited so I can go to bed with a full stomach. Please?”

“Go to bed with . . . oh. Oh, fuck. Wow.”

“I know. You'll probably have to shoot inside of me like three or four times before I'm full. But you can do it, right?”

Inhaling deeply, probably filling his lungs full of the sweet orange sherbet smell now populating the house, he nodded. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Fuck yeah I can.”

He pushed his cock inside her mouth then, and Layla slurped it down happily. Her big, brightened blue eyes stared up at him with clear submission. He was her husband, and she had to make him happy. That was her function as a wife. 

His meat hardened quickly—and how could it not? Her tits were so plump and eagerly resting against his legs. He bent down and grabbed them, squeezing them tight as he pushed forward on her mouth. 

She remembered, vaguely, being disappointed with David's size, and how long he lasted. 

Those thoughts seemed to have evaporated completely. There was nothing more perfect than the weight of his cock in her mouth. Nothing more wonderful than getting his cum as soon as she could! 

“Oh baby,” he moaned, his head casting upward. “Oh Layla. I'm gonna cum. You might want to . . . you want . . .”

She wanted to swallow. She told him that. Perhaps he thought she was exaggerating. 

Nothing could be further from the truth. From now on, she wanted every dinner of hers to be spilling out of his delicious cock.

He began to pump spasmodically, his wondrous rod spraying inside of her mouth and her throat. Her own orgasm matched his somehow, and her moaning ministrations seemed only to encourage him to spray even more down her throat. 

That was so delightful.

She slipped it out of her mouth and stroked him off as his orgasm tapered down. She gasped hard, her pussy sending little infernos of lust and need across her brain. 

Strands of hot white goo shot against her chin and neck. That was so hot. She smeared it down against her chin, staring up at him with glee.

She scooped up a thick dollop of cum from her cleavage. 

“Thank you, darling,” she purred. “If we go to the kitchen, you can eat your dinner while you feed me dessert. How does that sound?”

Of course, he loved the idea.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, LAYLA was having a terrific day. 

She had a stellar outfit on, and she was zipping around in a hot new sports car that her new best friend at the dealership let her borrow after only three blowjobs in a row. The sun was shining, the weather was nice, and she was smiling constantly.

Best of all, her darling daughter was due to come home at any time. Her trip home had continually been delayed—Hilary kept saying, “My finals are just taking forever! Each professor has needed to give me lots and lots of examinations. Like, all night, sometimes, and lots of times right away in the morning too!”

Layla understood totally. Her daughter's education was important.

It was sometimes hard to keep her mind on her daughter, though, because of how good Layla was feeling and looking lately. Every single step Layla strutted was good news for anyone with eyes in her vicinity. Her body was a revelation. She even made herself happy just looking in the mirror every morning. And afternoon. And evening. And anywhere in between that she could manage.

Her tits, already substantial, had grown two cup sizes in the past several days, but also tightened and rounded considerably. There was no more sag in her chest, nor in anywhere on her body. Any fat seemed like a distant memory—all her muscles were toned and lovely. No term less than statuesque could be used to describe her ass, legs, and abs. 

The ridiculously tight leopard-print dress she wore fit her like a dream. 

Layla loved her body. She loved herself. She wanted to write a novel about how fucking hot she looked. Every fifth word would have to be tits, and every tenth would have to be legs. Both looked better than anything she had ever seen on the cover of all those silly fashion magazines she used to read.

She rode with the hot red sports car top down. Her thick, lovely dark locks flew behind her. The precious dark silken tangle looked like something out of one of those fantasy novels her husband read. Perfectly coiffed and ready for action at any time. 

Last night, David had fucked her face, holding her pig-tailed hair to drill her mouth over and over. She had been wearing the schoolgirl outfit again. He seemed to like that one.

After he came, she sucked him off till he was hard again.

Layla had been hungry, after all, and all she was eating for meals lately was her darling Husband's cum.

Over the past week, her darling David was getting harder, quicker. That was a nice change. So was the sexy six-pack he was developing, and the thick, hard biceps and chest muscles. If Layla could think to take her mind off sucking and adoring it for a few moments once she was in its presence, she would also probably have noticed that his cock was heftier as well—approaching nearly nine-inches of facefucking meat.

He barely spoke to her at all when he came home now. It was expected that if he spoke, it was because she wasn't already doing something he wanted. His voice was something to be feared and respected, and Layla tried to coo and adore her way past any of his vocalizations—all she wanted her husband to feel was happy and aroused, like her.

Rushing on the highway, her day had just turned even more terrific.

After speeding and changing lanes without turn signals and driving in opposite lanes of traffic, she was getting pulled over! This was so exciting.

Pulling onto the shoulder, Layla examined herself in the mirror. She licked her thick, puffy lips several times, making sure her mouth looked like the hot little bimbo cockslut it so clearly was. 

The cop's steps were heavy as he approached. Layla rolled down the window.

“Do you know why I pulled you over todaaaay....” the cop's voice drifted off as he examined Layla's tiny dress. 

He was a rather handsome young officer. Dark stubble lined his chin. His uniform was tight around his trim, cut figure. 

Layla's uniform was better, though. She was incredibly proud of her outfit. Decorating her glamorous body was a gold mini dress, with silver stitching attaching the two long strips of tight fabric that made up the dress, so long gaps of delightful skin showed underneath the criss-crossing pattern of the stitches. She felt certain that originally, the dress was meant to be worn with the stitches running down her sides. 

But that was super lame—she had such fantastic tits, after all, and her pussy looked so fun and inviting with the tiny matching gold-and-silver g-string lace panties over it. So with a few simple adjustments, the dress was worn with the wide, skin-baring stitches across her front and back.

The cop could most definitely see how her crotch was entirely bare of any hair—probably he thought she waxed it. But no, her skin was just so hot and fabulous that it totally rejected any hair anywhere below her scalp. 

That had happened four or five days ago. David loved it.

“Here's my ID, handsome. I know you'll want to see it.”

She just wanted to show off. The confusion on his face when he examined it was the perfect reward.

“Ma'am . . . are you sure you didn't mix this card up with your mother's, or something? You couldn't be a day over twenty-five, and this says you're nearly fifty.”

She giggled. “I know, right? Isn't it great? I've had a wonderful new diet lately. I live off of the cum of any hot men that swing my way.”

The cops eyebrows went up. “Wow.”

“Right? Do you want me to show you?”

“Ma'am . . . uh . . . ma'am?” The cop looked lost.

Sliding one finger up and down an inviting tit, Layla giggled. The tit bounced against her slender finger, rubbing her nipples. Easily, the cop would be able to see the flush building between her tits.

“Oh officer,” she demurred. “I don't know what I was doing to be pulled over. But maybe you should teach me?”

One of her fingers lazily stroked his thigh, so close to the window.

“Teach . . . teach you.”

“Oh yes. I know that you policeman are all about . . . correction.” 

With as shiny and wet as her lips had become at all times, it wasn't necessary to lick them. Of course, she did it anyway.

“Yeah.” His voice was getting foggy and thick. His eyes fixated purely on her cleavage. “Correction.”

She giggled delightedly. “You might even have to show me your gun.” 

Her hand rode up to his crotch. 

“Oh my. Yeah, you have such a big gun. I don't know if I'll listen to you unless you show it to me.”

He stepped back for a moment.

“Step . . . step out of the car, honey.”

She obeyed, of course. Then she stepped around to the side of the car closest to the shoulder, bending over against the passenger-side window. Her ass cheeks could easily be seen—her perfect backside cleavage shown off by the ridiculously slutty dress.

“Aren't you going to frisk me, officer?”

“Y-Yeah. Yeah I am.”

His hands grabbed her thighs then, probing and thrusting up inside her tiny skirt.

“Fuck, this dress . . .”

“Don't fuck the dress,” she purred. “Fuck me instead! You don't even need to take the dress off, handsome.”

She could feel him hesitating. 

“We're . . . we're on the road . . .”

“Nobody can see, baby. Hurry! Please hurry! I need it!”

She could hear him breathing deeply. Breathing in her hot, happy fun times sherbet scent.

“Yeah,” he said. “You need it. You need my fucking cock.”

“Yes, I do! I need to be taught my lesson! Show me, baby! Fill me up with your law and order!”

She heard his pants come down, his utility belt clanging against the concrete. She could feel the tip of his cock probing and sliding, searching for a few moments for her entrance underneath the tiny covering of her dress. 

Her hot, sweet cunt was so well lubed from her own constant state of arousal, though, that this probing didn't last long.

Soon he was completely inside her, his thick hardness swelling inside of her hot lubed folds. The stud policeman fucked her right there on the highway, her big tits mashing against the new car. Throwing any restraint to the wind, Layla screamed loud and often, begging for more.

“Yes!” she called. “Yes, baby, yes yes yes! Fuck me like that! Just like that! You big fucking police hunk stud! Oh god!”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “I'll fuck you like the fucking slut you are. You don't fucking,” he jerked, her pussy sliding tighter on his thick rod, “ahh . . . don't fucking speed on my roads, you slut.”

Her sensuously dark hair was wrapped around one big forearm like he was holding a whip. His other hand was clasped to her thighs, pulling her tighter against his hips as he drove into her harder and harder.

Cockmeat stretched and pushed inside of her hot cunt, throwing Layla into a cum-crazy frenzy. Orgasm after orgasm pumped through her sensationally hot big-titted body. 

She was lying when she said no one could see. Multiple cars slowed down and honked, watching the gorgeous dark-haired beauty getting filled up by the police officer. Layla smiled and waved. She wished she could fuck each and every one of them.

The cop seemed to figure it out pretty quick, but did not seem to care. In fact, it seemed to excite him all the more. His orgasm started after the fifth or six car honked and slowed down to watch them.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Oh god, I'm gonna teach you to follow the law . . .”

“Yes!” she cried happily as his white hot flood unleashed inside of her dynamite pussy. “Show me how to obey!”

Later, after they both cleaned up, and after the cop wrote down her address and phone number, he let her off with just a warning to not go a hundred miles-an-hour in a fifty mile-an-hour zone.

* * * * *
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PULLING BACK UP INTO her driveway, she saw her neighbor, Fred Banks, walking away from the front lawn. 

He was an older man—a golf partner for David. Blond and affable, he had been a friend of the family for almost the entire twenty years that she and David had lived at that address.

Layla stepped out of her car, openly flashing Fred. She heard him swear in aroused surprise when she did not cover up her bare, hot pussy right away. 

On her way to greet him, she “accidentally” dropped her purse two or three times. It was only polite, in front of a man, to bend over at the waist to pick such a thing up. Her dark hair puddled on the ground when she did so. It was so long and thick.

“Hi there, Fred,” she purred. 

Everything Layla said these days was a purr. Her voice was velvet sound. She loved it.

“Hiiiii . . .”

Layla giggled. Just like the cop, he was eating her up with his eyes.

“Why don't you bring your handsome self inside? I'd love some company, all right?”

She trailed her finger across his chin. He followed happily.

Inside, she sat him down and set out to the bar to make him a drink right away. Men deserved a wonderfully hot woman doting on them at all times. Fred was so sad, because his wife Edna was such a drag. She was so old—like, fifty five or something! Fred needed a young, hot woman in his life, and Layla was that woman.

“Oh, none for me, thanks. It's a bit early.”

She slid onto the arm of the chair he sat in, couching the drink between her tits. 

“Oh, please have some, won't you? It's my special drink that I made just and only for my studly neighbor. Please?”

His hands shook as he reached forward and grabbed it. They slid easily over her tits tentatively at first. Layla moaned at his touch, drawing his hands on her closer and staring him in the eyes. She bit the corner of one lip and raised an eyebrow. Bulging out from Fred's pants was a thick, hard rod that she could not wait to wrap her lips around.

“What brings you over here today, handsome?” She giggled. “Not that a stud like you needs a reason to see me, of course.” 

She giggled again. Fred's eyes lit up, watching the little bounces of her cleavage. This was so much fun.

“I was . . . just wondering if you were home. If you . . . needed anything. So much . . . so many predators, you know. Wanting . . . wanting . . . taking advantage, you see.”

“Oh my, that's so brave and good of you Fred. You're such a strong, upstanding member of our neighborhood . . .” her hand fell on his crotch. “ . . . and you have such a strong, upstanding member, too.”

Layla had started to actively believe against wasting time. She had only been fucked like thirty minutes ago, and already she was hungering for more. Insatiable might have described her, except that Layla was sure if she was fucked hard enough, long enough, her happy little mind would be perfectly sated.

Fred stood up out of the chair, rattling his drink down on the table and stepping away.

“Gosh, David'll be home soon, huh? I better run. Let you two catch up. I wouldn't want him to think . . . to think . . .”

His voice trailed off as Layla's dress slipped down to the floor.

“Don't want him to think that I really need you to fuck me hard right away?” she offered.

“I . . . I couldn't . . . do that to him. He's my friend.”

One foot in front of the other, Layla moved forward. Her hips swaying enticingly. 

“That's why you'd be doing it to me, Fred. He'll understand. He's your friend. He knows what a hot wife he has.”

She slipped on top of the table in front of him and wrapped her legs around Fred's waist. 

“Go on,” she encouraged him. “Be a good neighbor. Give me the hot fuck I need, please? It'll be way better than what Edna can give you. I promise.”

“Shit,” he muttered. 

His pants dropped down to the floor. He was already hard, his cock standing up and staring her in the face. It was so beautiful and perfect. 

All cocks were so delightfully hard and throbbing, just for Layla. It was such an honor to inspire that sort of attention from men.

Her wedding photos were on the coffee table. She slid them off the table, letting them shatter. They were outdated, anyway. Everything about Layla looked way better than it did twenty years ago. 

Fred pushed up inside Layla. His cock thrust inside of her, so educated and knowing. He must have fucked his wife Edna so well. 

Of course, now he'd never want to fuck Edna again.

Unless . . . maybe she could let Edna borrow some of Hilary's clothes? That would be nice of her. Certainly the old dog could use a makeover.

Anyway, it was hard to focus on anything outside of the hard, forceful strokes Fred was delivering to her. 

Layla was just getting started on her third hot, wet orgasm when David busted in through the door. He held the doorknob in one hand, the door swaying on two broken hinges. He was getting so big and strong lately.

“What in the fuck, Layla! Are you fucking Fred?”

His voice was so deep now, so urgent and demanding her attention. 

Layla giggled, completely cumdrunk.

“Actually, he's the one fucking me. Aren't you, big fella?”

Fred nodded, apparently unable to stop himself. 

“S-soo close,” he grunted.

She could see her husband was getting upset. That simply wouldn't do.

“Come here, quick!” she reached out her hands. “Please, darling?”

David obliged her. Layla felt so gratified. Fred fucked her even harder, her tits jiggling wildly in the air.

Perhaps mesmerized by her bouncing tits, David came closer and closer. When in range, she grabbed her husband's pants and tore them down, immediately turning to the side with her incredibly flexible torso and wrapping her mouth around his thick cock.

Being filled at both ends felt like a neverending essay on orgasms. There was no reason to stop feeling good, ever. Her whole life, her beginning and her ending, her alpha and omega, was cock cock cock. 

There was nothing to think about, nothing to account for, nothing to plan for or wonder about except for more beautiful, sperm-heavy dick filling her up from either end.

Her orgasms continued without cessation. As soon as one ended, Fred or David would thrust into her again, and she would start to cum again.

Both men began to grunt and gasp. She could feel their muscles getting all tensed up. It was like Layla's hot body was coaxing them to orgasm at the same time.

They sprayed into her, their hot loads pouring down her throat and up into her cunt.

After several seconds of the cumfilling, she slid outward and had them spray her down, reaching around and grabbing both cocks to spray all up and down her big-titted bimbo body. Her face, her tits, her stomach, her hair, all of her completely covered with hot seed. There was much more of it from David than from Fred.

The warmth of it, the hotness was like nothing before. She made a mental note—although a thoroughly fragile one, given the state of her silly little mind—to fuck even more guys at once in the future.

After several seconds, she heard her husband and Fred both swear in tired tones, looking toward the front of the house.

Her daughter Hilary was in the doorway. On her arm was the cop who had pulled over Layla, openly pawing Hilary's enormous tits. One of his hands was deep within her asscrack from behind. She was wearing a tiny orange dress that made such a movement seem completely natural from a man.

When had Hilary become so big-titted and gorgeous? She was like some boob-lover's wet dream.

That was so fucking cool. Layla had never been prouder. 

Her daughter had seen the whole display between herself and Fred and David, presumably, including the hot cum shower that Layla had received. 

“Mom, were you like, fucking Dad and Mr. Banks at the same time?”

“Yes, dear. I'm fairly certain I'll be pregnant again soon.”

Hilary put a hand to her mouth, eyes wide. 

“That's totally cool. Way to go, Mom!”

Layla tittered, licking up a little more cum. “Thank you, dear.”

“We like, totally need to catch up. Especially because you're so hot and cool now. But first, like, I gotta help out this poor cop. He like, can't find his nightstick, can you believe it? I've like, got to like, help him stick it in me.”

Layla, watching as the cop took her daughter upstairs—presumably to fuck her all night long—was so happy to be a cool mom. 

She turned back to her husband and Fred, who were both panting and looking at her sensational curves with greedy eyes. If they weren't both able to fuck her, they would probably start fighting over her. That was too fun. 

They were both so generous to bath her like they did, but now she wanted seconds. Her hot wife life was just getting started.

# # #
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Paid & Laid – A Taboo Heir
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I was a hot, recently-turned-eighteen beauty, probably the sexiest girl in my entire town, and I knew for a fact that I would never, ever get pregnant. Being adopted at a young age, I knew that my adoptive mother Kimberly would never really like me for who I was, and I knew that I would always have a spineless wimp for a dad.

But, sometimes everything you know for an absolute fact can turn completely on its head. Outside of still being the sexiest girl in town, all of that was proved wrong to me over the course of just twenty-four hours, and it was all because of Jefferson. I had absolutely no idea that he would be the man who I would come to love calling Daddy, the man who would bring me closer than ever to my Mommy...and the man who would fill me up and make me totally preggo.

It was a bright, cool Saturday afternoon when Jefferson arrived at my house in Pine Hills, the most expensive neighborhood in town. It was the day of my birthday, and I was one hundred percent eighteen, and totally happy and ready to celebrate it with all my friends...but I couldn’t until the next weekend. Some idiot who had taken up the local posh community center where I absolutely had to have my party. Apparently, they thought that their wedding was more important than my birthday. 

Um, wrong!

I was of the firm opinion that basically nothing and no one could ever be more important than what I wanted.

So, I had to wait a whole other week to have what I wanted, which was total bullshit, but what could I do about it?

I mean, besides trading a lot of suggestive pictures with the groom and encouraging his cold feet, completely ruining the bride’s marriage. 

It may make me sound cold-hearted, but like, I told Shauna she wasn’t supposed to have her wedding during my birthday weekend, and she would not listen. She was practically asking me for me to take action. I can’t be helped if her husband-to-be wanted to proclaim his lifelong adoration for my body just because I sent him a few shots of my cleavage. It wasn't like I slept with him (no matter how much he begged).

I wanted that day to go out and celebrate my birthday anyway with my friends, but they were all going to Shauna's wedding, and besides, I had used up all of my parents' good will on the party next weekend. So, I—hottest babe in town, in case you forgot—was going to spend my birthday completely by myself. If I had a boyfriend, I would have called him, but frankly, none of the boys in my town were good enough to even hold my hand. Kimberly had taught me as much.

Anyway. It was the weekend, and I was bored, and then my adoptive mom, Kimberly, came home from work with her boss, Jefferson. I hadn’t been expecting anybody to come by. At home at that time, it was just my adoptive dad, Alan, and me. 

We were in the living room. I was chilling out with my tablet, scrolling through fashion news, wearing nothing more than a pair of sweats and a tight tee-shirt (most tees end up being tight on my tiny, slender frame just because of how huge my tits are). Alan was on the other side of the living room, trying to hide how much he was staring at me and touching his cock. That happened all the time; I had just gotten used to it at this point. I think the only thing keeping him from hitting on me was how much he already fetishized Kimberly.

“Hello, family!” Kimberly called out. Her voice echoed across the chasm-like entry of our huge house. “I’ve brought a guest home! Come say hello!”

I didn’t know it then, but my life was about to change completely. 

If someone had told me that was going to be the case? If someone had told me, “Hey, that guy with your mom? He’s going to rearrange everything you think is important and make your every last thought about his big, pulsing, potent, babymaking cock, and you’ll never want anything so bad as to suck him off and drain him of all his cum, forever.” 

If someone told me that? Probably I would have run away. It sounds sort of frightening, doesn’t it? 

The truth is...it’s just terrific. I love every second of it. Though getting there was sort of difficult. I had a lot of mind to change, you see. Because before Jefferson arrived that day with Kimberly? My life was pretty much perfect. 

In my whole town, Landon, which was pretty big? I was the hottest girl there, like I said. And it wasn’t that other girls weren’t totally sexy and hot too. If I was the hottest babe in a town full of cows, like, that would be nothing to brag about, right? 

Right. 

So yeah, Landon? It’s a rich, preppy little community on the outskirts of a huge city. All the rich families of all the executives and business owners and stuff live here. And you probably know as well as I do that rich people look the best. It’s just how it is: we have the best access to all the great food that makes our skin glow, and all the best personal trainers and all the best gyms and all the best make-up.

Not to mention that like, for most of the families, all the wives are totally trophies (who are raising their daughters to be much the same), so looking good and fit and sexy is what they make their lives about, as it’s the one thing they can control (rather than the wandering dicks of their husbands). 

So you can know, for sure, that when I’m telling you I was the hottest babe in Landon, that’s really something. I had thick, dark black hair that swept all the way down past my ass, each sexy silky strand hotter and shinier than the last. I’m pretty sure I have the type of hair that makes men just want to automatically start fucking and not even get into anything silly like small talk or thoughts of romance. It’s tuggable and thick; I think that makes it easy to imagine wrapping my wrists with it and tying me down until I’m helpless before a big, hot cock.

Not that I’ve ever felt one. A big hard cock, I mean. I’m a lot of things, and a virgin happens to be one of them, and a slut does not. 

I haven’t even seen a cock in person. A couple of men tried to flash me in the locker rooms of the local gym, once, but they just came all over themselves before their cocks were fully out of their pants. I winked at them as they trying to disrobe, and it just set them off. I guess that gives you a decent idea of how beautiful my face is? 

Other girls at the gym or around town, of course they get super fit or skinny or whatever, working hard. But no amount of hard work is going to be a replacement for just how naturally beautiful I was born to be. With thick full lips, deep green eyes, a smooth angelic nose, and elegant cheekbones, I was just designed all over to be admired. 

Anyway, my hotness doesn’t stop with my hair. Of course my legs are fantastic. They’re toned and tanned, like the rest of my body (um, if you haven’t yet? Start kickboxing! It’s great for your figure, and guys absolutely drool about what my abs do these days). And my tits are just enormously hot, nice big 36 double Ds, just like the tits of the hottest babe in town ought to be. 

So, bottom line, I did not get up to go meet Kimberly and her guest. I didn’t see the point. I knew they would come and see me, like good little subjects in the court that I ruled.

In our large house, I could hear Kimberly’s high heels click-clicking away as they came closer to the living room. Alan shuffled and stumbled about, clearly trying to hide his hard-on. I sat up slightly, fancy tablet in my arms still, knowing that I looked completely disastrously beautiful for whoever was with my mom. If it was a woman, I’d make her jealous and probably hate herself for not looking as hot as I was. And if it was a man, I’d make him want me. These were just natural settings for me at this point, and Kimberly had been the one to teach them to me.

It would be easy to think that I got my good genes from my mom. She was tall, toned, dark-haired and lovely. She even had green eyes like me. But no, she was my adoptive mom, just like Alan was my adoptive dad. Apparently they went through a lot of trouble to pick me out from a whole slew of potential kids, to make sure I was going to look something like them. And Mom, being the leader in our particular pack, made sure her new kid was someone who looked a LOT more like her than like Alan. She wasn’t exactly appreciative, ever, of the way Alan looked.

You see, my mom had Alan completely wrapped up in her. He would do anything for Kimberly. And since I was even hotter than my mom—who was totally young and hot to begin with—Alan was even more in love with me. 

I caught him once, jerking off in the bathroom. Or, I didn’t “catch” him—I didn’t bust through the door just to see him busting that nut to pictures of me. Rather, I heard him one day muttering while he was in the bathroom with the door just slightly open. I listened closer, ear pressing against the door, and I heard him muttering my name. Through the mirror on the wall, I saw he was holding a pair of my neon blue panties (which had been lost for several weeks now) against his face. 

After that, I knew I could ask him for any little thing I wanted, and just so long as I touched his arm or flashed some midriff, I’d get it. That’s how I ended up with a fifty-inch HDTV in my room, mounted on the wall, and a brand new sexy red convertible. Lots of other cool, expensive stuff too. I’m probably driving him deep into debt, and Kimberly won’t allow him to have any more of her money, even though she makes so much more than he does.

In fact, she gave him an allowance every month (Jefferson paid her very well), and so all of Alan’s allowance went into paying for stuff I wanted. And deserved, of course. I’m a totally hot superbabe, so I deserve every little last thing that I want. 

My mom Kimberly was only about twelve years older than I was. She was eighteen when she met and married Alan and they adopted me. When they first got married, Alan was the dominant force in the relationship, making way more money, and he had wanted a child right away. As Kimberly refused to get pregnant (she was so certain it would ruin her figure), they adopted instead. Lucky for me, I guess. If Kimberly had met Alan later in life, she would have realized what a pushover he was.

As time went on, Alan's stock in the business world fell and fell, and Kimberly's rose and rose as she climbed the ranks. About six months ago, she had changed jobs to go work for Jefferson's multi-billion dollar investment company, and she had never been happier.

Anyway, so now that I was eighteen, Kimberly was just thirty, even though she looked closer to twenty-five or twenty-four, like a young beauty fresh out of college, except for that slightly-more-mature, knowing look in her eyes. Years of healthy living and exercise had done wonders for her skin tone and youthfulness. She looked like more a match for a movie star than the old, broken-down lump of human that Alan was. 

He looked, most of the time, like a turd left out in the sun for way too long: dried-up white, shriveled, and ready to collapse at a moment’s notice. Kind of pathetic, really, except Kimberly had raised me never to pity anybody. It was a weakness. 

I was a superior being, she told me constantly, just like her, and pity was for idiots with too much time on their hands.

Kimberly and her guest, a large dark-haired man, stepped into the living room. She wore a tight business suit with a tiny skirt that seemed...disheveled a bit, like she had been in some sort of fracas. She leaned in hard on the hunk she walked in with, like they were old, glorious lovers. The man wore a form-fitting pair of slacks and a loose button-up that had the top few buttons undone to show off his dark expanse of chest hair and his thick, strong pectorals.

“Hello darling,” Kimberly said to me, quite cheery. “Hello Alan.” Her voice became much darker and more disapproving. “This is Jefferson, my boss. He heard it was your birthday, Audray, and insisted on stopping by to help us celebrate.”

“Did he?” I asked, becoming quite snide. “So he wanted to take up the entirety of my birthday for you instead of just part of it?”

Jefferson laughed at this. I saw Kimberly’s face become somewhat dismayed. “Come now, darling. Be nice. This is the man who pays your mother so you live so nicely. That pretty little gadget in your hands, for instance.”

I tossed the tablet down to the ground and walked out of the room. “Keep it! It’s stupid anyway.”

Yes, I was angry. My mother had told me just the day before that she was planning on working for the entire day of my birthday, which would leave me alone with Alan the whole time. And, god, if I wanted to be ogled all day on my eighteenth birthday, I’d go work at a strip club. Six or seven club owners had already propositioned me as I walked around the mall in town over the past several months. They backed off when they learned I wasn’t of age, but now that I was eighteen...well, I could do anything. 

And it was the way my mom had told me she was going to work. “It’s not as if I’ll be missing your party, dear. Today doesn’t really matter all that much does it?”

She said that to me!

She said that! To me.

Ugh. And that was after she was the one who didn’t reserve the community center in time for my perfect party. 

Kimberly walked after me into the hallway, leaving Jefferson to stare at our asses. “Darling, wait.”

I huffed, crossed my arms, and waited for her. In many ways, she was still like an older sister to me more than a mother. But she still could take that special motherly tone that all moms had, and she could make me wait on her if she commanded it.

“Jefferson really wanted to wish you a happy birthday.” She touched my arm. I felt the small, typical thrill from the feel of her fingers on my skin. “Now, won’t you let him?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “Fine.”

I walked back into the room, briefly. I looked at Jefferson, acting completely unimpressed with how mind-blowingly handsome he so clearly was. 

“You have something you wanted to say?”

“Yes,” he said, smiling. “Happy Birthday, Audray. I’m so thrilled that you’ve gotten a year older. Eighteen at last. Your mother has been telling me so very much about you.”

After a moment, I rolled my eyes and left again, running right back into Kimberly. She had been trying to follow me back into the room.

“Is that it? Can I go have my own birthday, now?”

“Come now, dear. We’re supposed to have a birthday dinner for you. Won’t you like that?”

I stamped a foot and clenched my fists, trying not to yell. They were being so frustrating! I was mad at everyone and I just wanted to be left alone.

Gritting my teeth, I said, “Fine. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, you have to kick Jefferson out first. So I’ll wait to come down until you do.”

“Oh, dear.” She laughed. It was a rich, beautiful sound. “I’m not doing that.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, I must have forgotten to say. I’m sorry, dear.” She touched my arm again. Thrill, again. “He’s staying for dinner! So, go get dressed.”

“Dressed?” 

“Yes. Wear something nice. Jefferson insists.”

Her eyes had taken a slight shine to them, almost like a kind of fervor.

“He insists?”

“Yes, dear. And because he does, I do. Jefferson thinks a gorgeous girl like you ought to dress properly for your birthday dinner. You will oblige him.”

I huffed. “I don’t think I will. I have things to do tonight.”

She raised an eyebrow, maybe amused with my protest. “You will do as I say, unless you want your birthday celebration canceled.”

“You...” I tried to keep my jaw from dropping down past my tits. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“I would. This is important to me. And therefore, to you. And I have to be cruel to get my way, I will. You know I will.”

I did know she would. She had trained me very well into being the same way. Nice girls got nothing. Gorgeous girls who were nice got quite a lot. And cold, cruel-hearted gorgeous babes got the most out of anyone on this earth.

“Fine,” I said. “But don’t ask me to have a good time.”

“Of course not, darling. But you will pretend, just like I've taught you.”

I sighed, knowing I would. Kimberly’s lessons in acting properly were nothing if not thorough.

* * * * *
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I CAME DOWN ABOUT FIFTEEN minutes later—taking my time—looking absolutely fucking smoking hot, of course. I could hardly do otherwise. With my body, everything looks scandalously hot, and the outfit I had chosen did not change this in the slightest. 

Jefferson wanted me to dress nice? He wanted that? Not Kimberly? Fine, then. Fine. 

And, oooh, I already know what you’re thinking. You think I was just so jealous of Jefferson, with my mom clearly doting on him how she was. You think that I was just so angry at him already because of the way she wanted to do everything with him, and talked about him all the time, and how she was desperate to dress me up to look hot not because she wanted it, but because he said so. 

Well, that’s just super gross, okay? I was not attracted to my mom. Even if I am adopted and it wouldn’t be like, totally unheard of or even really that gross, because we’re both completely hot. 

That’s just...not how it was, okay? I didn’t have the world’s biggest girl-crush on my mom, and I wouldn’t be deliriously happy if she asked me even just once to kiss her or touch her tits or lick her pussy, and my crush on her (which didn’t exist!) was not the reason I was always so, so excited to go shopping with her and show off my body in new arrangements. 

So don’t even think about any of that, okay?

Anyway, I looked hot. Kimberly would definitely notice. 

I had on the dress she gave me for my last birthday—a tight, form fitting orange dress. It had a swooping neckline to show off my terrific cleavage, and was extremely tight, so my tits were pressed up and together. Catching the eye in that magic boob-heavy line was a sparkling diamond necklace that I convinced Alan to buy me (sending him even further into debt, no doubt, for something I wore only like once before this). 

Tall, tall black high heeled shoes were on my feet, nearly five-inches. They were nearly as expensive as the gown, and the bottoms were bright red, though the buckles were gold. The bottom of the dress hugged my ass, showing off my long, perfect legs. I looked amazing. It was my birthday, after all, and I deserved to look good and turn some heads. Even if, yes, those heads belonged to Jefferson and Kimberly. 

And I guess Alan too? But no one was really counting him.

I was going to wear this dress next week at my party, but as Jefferson demanded that I look nice, I supposed I would have to give an honest effort. I knew Kimberly would send me back upstairs if I hadn’t.

“Oh my,” said Kimberly, as I finally entered the dining room. “You look lovely, darling.”

She gave me brief hug, and a kiss on the cheek. I felt my skin catch fire. It was the most affection she had shown me in ages. 

“Thank you very much, dear. I appreciate your effort.”

My chest swelled with pride. I don’t know what response I had been expecting from my mother—jealousy? 

Arousal? 

(No, shut up!) 

But, anyway, appreciation certainly hadn’t been on my mind.

“I concur with your mother,” said Jefferson. “You are the image of beauty.”

Still riding high from my mother’s approval, I giggled—actually giggled—and did a brief curtsy. My tits jiggled, and Jefferson let his eyes follow them as I tipped down and then up. I found myself enjoying his eyes on me.

Alan said something, but it was all mumbly and I ignored him, as was pretty usual.

We sat down to dinner. It was a heavy meal consisting of sweet potato casserole, honey-glazed turkey, and green beans. There was also a blueberry and walnut salad on the side, which was mostly what I was interested in. All of it was made by Alan—so of course, it was sub-par. 

Much to my chagrin, Kimberly started flirting openly with Jefferson. She laughed happily at all his little remarks, and sat directly next to him, rubbing her sexy, mature body against his in a very knowing way. 

He would say things like, “This was made by you, Alan? It shows.”

And Kimberly would giggle as if Jefferson was some kind of stand-up comedian. It was disgusting.

It was becoming more and more apparent that her relationship was much, much more serious than just a boss and employee, which I had already suspected. I didn’t really mind—my mommy was clearly better than Alan, and so totally deserved someone better than him to fuck whenever she wanted. And no, I don't just mean me.

But it was beginning to seem like much more than some hot, sexy fling, too. And whatever it was, it definitely did not seem like Kimberly was the driving force, which was making my mind reel.

At one point, I ran out of food on my plate, and asked for the only thing that was any good—the salad. I snapped my fingers at Jefferson, pointing to the bowl.

“Yes?” 

He was playing dumb. 

I snapped my fingers again. “Salad.”

“Pardon?”

“Salad?” I said, a little more forceful, pointing urgently.

“Is that a question? Yes, that's a salad.” He turned to Kimberly. “I thought you said she got good grades?”

“Hey.” I stomped my feet under the table. “Just give me the salad, all right? You know what I want.”

He leaned back, putting an arm around Kimberly's chair—and so Kimberly herself.

“Why should I?”

No one ever asked me “why” they should do the things I said. They just did them. This was completely unheard of.

“Um, I asked you to do it, so do it, okay?” I felt like I was explaining math to a child.

“I should do it just because you asked?”

“Yes?”

What wasn’t he getting? People did things for me. They did them all the time. All I had to do, at most, was smile a little and show a little tit. I leaned forward, letting him see my cleavage even more. It pressed hard against the tight fabric of my dress.

“Well, no, then.” He frowned. “You didn’t even say ‘please.’”

“I’m saying please now, okay?”

“All right. Say it, then.”

“Say what?”

“Please. Along with the full sentence.”

I sighed, rolling my eyes and crossing my arms. “Would you please pass me the salad?”

“No. I don’t think so. I don’t like your attitude.”

I huffed and then scoffed. A real huff-scoff. He was asking for it. 

“Alan, grab me the salad, yes?”

Of course, right away, Alan hopped to his feet to do as I said. In no time, I had the salad in front of me. He simpered for a moment, hoping for a thank-you. Of course, he didn't get one. Long ago, Kimberly had trained me out of the habit of thanking Alan for anything. It only encouraged him to act out.

My mother appeared quite scandalized at Alan's actions—directly going against Jefferson and therefore her—but Jefferson leaned over and whispered something in her ear. I could see his arm moving under the table, pushing up against her body. Whatever Kimberly was going to say slipped from her mind as Jefferson's fingers slipped further up her thighs.

Alan, sitting back down and still staring at me, waiting for some signal of gratitude, was oblivious. Such an idiot. 

“Jefferson,” Kimberly tittered, breath heavy. “I’m going to go into the kitchen and prepare dessert. Would you...would you lend me a hand, please?”

Alan started to get up, finally removing his gaze from my elegant visage. “I can help, dear.”

“No!” Kimberly was almost virulent. She seemed to notice her tone, and switched to a smile. “No, no, dear. You stay put. I need...Jefferson’s help for this one.”

Tits leaning heavy on Jefferson's arm, Kimberly pushed her hunk into the kitchen. I remained in the dining room with Alan still staring at me, sweating profusely.

Before long, I heard some pans clatter around in the kitchen. I was certain I could hear other noises through the door. Sounds of struggle? My mother moaned loudly.

You probably have already guessed the truth. But I suppose I still had some points of innocents left to lose.

Curious, I got up and pressed one beautiful cheek against the door.

“Oh yes!” I heard Kimberly cry. “Oh god, Jefferson! Baby! It’s so good, you’re sooo good! Fill me up, darling! Give it to me! Put a baby in me, oh fuck!”

Jefferson was...he was fucking my mother, right there in the kitchen!

Alan did nothing about it. Clearly, he heard, and knew what was going on. Instead he just smiled his stupid, vacuous smile at me, lecherously eyeing me up and down.

Want to know what the difference is between a lecher and a stud? A lecher looks at you like Alan does, and knows he’ll jerk off to it later. A stud looks at you like Jefferson does, and knows he’ll fuck you later, if he still thinks you’re good enough.

Beyond the door, I heard my mother cumming triumphantly, with Jefferson grunting as he emptied his load in her no-doubt-fertile body. For some reason, Jefferson just seemed like the type to refuse to use a condom, and I knew for a fact my mom wasn’t on birth control. She didn't like the mood swings it gave her. If my suspicions were correct, then he might very well have gotten her pregnant!

I sat back down, stunned at the implications. My own mother, fucking a new man in our own home! It was one thing to do it at work, or at a hotel or at their house...but to do it right in front of her husband! How distasteful.

The door to the kitchen opened, and Kimberly was there with dessert in her hands—a lemon tart. Her hair was disheveled and sexy, and she leaned hard against Jefferson. He had a hand perched high on her ass, and Kimberly ground her behind into his thick paw. Both of their faces were flushed from the intense, short fucking session.

“Now,” said Kimberly, smiling brightly and circling down to the table. “Who’s for dessert?”

* * * * *
[image: image]


ALL THROUGH DESSERT, I was just totally, completely shocked. I barely touched the tart that Kimberly put in front of me. When Alan and Jefferson retired to the living room and Kimberly started to clear the table, I made my move.

I pulled her Kimberly away from the table and into the hall. I told her we had urgent, urgent matters to discuss. Almost I dragged her into the kitchen, but it still stank of lust and spilled cum.

We ended up in the small reading room adjacent to the dining room. It was close enough to where the men were down the hall (if I could categorize Alan as a man, anyway) to where I had to do most of my talking through hissing whispers.

“What’s wrong with you?”

She smiled innocently. “Whatever do you mean, dear?”

Her face was still plastered over with the smiling bliss from Jefferson’s forceful fuck session. 

“You just fucked another man in this house, mother!”

She didn't even think of playing innocent. “Yes, I did. And not just another man, sweetie. A better one.” She paused, considering. “Or really, perhaps just a man at all. Your father isn’t much of one. And we haven’t fucked in years and years. Mostly, he just jerks off while I play dress-up for him. Did you know that?”

“No!” I shook my head, trying to clear the mental image from my mind. “Ick!”

“It is icky, I agree. That’s why I’ve taken up with Jefferson, dear. It’s a much better situation for everyone, trust me.”

I shook my head.

“I’ve lost all respect for you. This is ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous?”

“Yes. You’re flouncing about our home acting like some...like some tramp. Some slut. It’s reprehensible.”

And then she did something I did not expect at all, something she had never done in the entire time I had known her. 

She slapped me. 

Not playfully, either. Not in any sort of mistaken way—she didn’t flail about, hitting my shoulders and the top of my head with the meat of her arms. No, she slapped me right across one beautiful cheek. It was like an old-timey movie slap, hard and sudden. The sound echoed across the small reading room.

“You will respect Jefferson. He is...” she brought her hands to her chest, “unlike some men, a real man. He’s the man this family needs.”

I held my hand to my cheek, still stinging hot. “You...you hit me.”

I couldn’t believe it. 

Her lovely face softened.

“Oh, dear, you’re right. I rather lost my temper, there. I just can’t abide someone speaking out so harshly against my man, don’t you understand? He’s the kind of man I told you about. The sort who I thought didn’t exist. And now that I know he does...well. We have to take certain measures, you and I. To ensure that he stays with us, forever and ever.”

Her hands slid around my waist. Very quickly I felt myself lose whatever control I thought I had over the situation. I had no idea what was happening. She had just slapped me, my own mother, and now she was slipping her hands around my waist? Why?

“Wh-what are you saying?”

Her smile was slow and sensual. “Can’t you guess, darling?”

She kissed me then, slowly and passionately. Her plush, hot delicious lips slipped sexily over my own, our tongues moving against one another. When she finally drew away, I was trembling with lust. I thought I might cry. 

I had never thought Kimberly wanted...I never thought...of all people, I never would have guessed...Kimberly!

Mommy!

“I’ve wanted to do that for so, so long,” she whispered softly, nipping softly still at the thick area of my lips, the elegant lines around my chin. “Now that you’re of age, all sorts of wonderful things can happen, dearie.”

I whimpered slow. What was happening? I was so fucking turned on. My pussy felt molten.

“Compose yourself, and then join us in the living room. We have such a birthday surprise for you, Jefferson and I.”

She walked off then. I watched the womanly sway of her ass with brand new eyes.

Perhaps I should explain? I never thought anyone would have a grip on my mom the way Jefferson did. It was, indeed, contrary to the way she raised me. 

When I was much younger, and just starting to be interested in boys, my mother sat me down in my bedroom. All around me were little expensive stuffed animals.

“Don’t ever become attached to a male, Audray.”

“What do you mean?”

“No boys. No men.” Her voice was clear as crystal. “You can date them, of course, and even marry one some day. But you’ll always be too good for them. And because you’ll always be too good for them, you’ll always be in control of whatever relationship you’ll be a part of, dear,” she told me. “Always.”

“Always?”

“Always.”

“But what if the guy is like...really cute? Or rich?” 

I was only half-joking, but she didn’t catch any humor. She took my hands and looked at me very seriously.

“Always, always, always. Beautiful women always win. We’re at the tip-top of the tip-top. Powerful men get everything they want in this world, but if beautiful women are smart...and you and I most definitely are, we can always guide those powerful men to where we want them to be. They’re putty in our hands if we make it so. We just have to let them think they’re in charge. But they’ll always be doing what we want.”

I thought about this for a moment.

“What if there’s someone...strong? You know. Someone who really deserves to be in charge of you? Or me?”

“Such a man doesn’t exist.”

“What if he did?”

She frowned at my stubbornness. “He doesn’t.”

“But what if he did?”

“Then I’d do absolutely anything he asked of me. All right? I would give my whole life to such a man. And you should too. Because to deserve that kind of submission from you, or me...he’d never truly be sated with just one woman. You’d have to do everything you could to stay in his power. To remain interesting to him. But it’s a moot point anyway. He doesn’t exist.”

She looked a bit sad, now.

“But you want him to, don’t you?”

“I did once, sure. But then in wanting that, I projected others into that ideal persona, when they didn’t fit the ideal. That’s how I ended up with the joke of your father.”

“He’s not my father.”

Even that young, I hated Alan.

She smiled. “Yes, dear. Remember that. Not anyone to respect.”

* * * * *
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AFTER KIMBERLY KISSED me, I exited the reading room in a haze. Alan and Jefferson were in the living room, sitting across from one another. Alan was on a small loveseat by himself, a cup of water before him on the coffee table. Jefferson sat up straight, back in perfect posture. He was on the couch underneath the large windows. The light framed his titanous form, making him almost look like some kind of golden god sitting there in my very house. I was naturally attracted to him, of course—he was an attractive man, as I have said. 

But like, now that I knew what my mom thought about him...now that I knew that like, he was the one guy my mommy would ever consider submitting to, I found him instantly all the more attractive. 

And, get this, I felt bad for the way I had acted toward him before. All belligerent and gross and rude. I wanted to apologize, and I don’t apologize to anyone. But if it was going to make Kimberly happier with me...if it would make her touch me again, feel me again, kiss me again...

I floated into the room, my head buzzing with lust from the kiss I just shared. Kimberly arrived shortly after I did with a pair of small suitcases, each about the size of a cat carrier. Small little things. She set them down under the light switch at the edge of the room.

She strutted across the carpet and sat down next to Jefferson, making no mystery of how completely attractive she found him. One long, sexy bare leg slid over his thigh, and her hands stroked up and down his chest. I watched as she whispered something into his ear, giggling at me, her green eyes flashing. Jefferson's gaze roamed up and down my body, and then up and down again. I felt a slow flush rise up through my body. 

I sat down adjacent to the three adults, like an audience member at a show. Alan had trouble keeping his eyes off me, but the display that my mother was making with Jefferson gave him plenty else to think about. My hands trembled as they flitted through my hair, twirling and re-twirling the same thick, heavy lock of hair. My eyes were locked on Jefferson—the largeness of his muscles, the thick cut of his jaw, the sexy beard on his chin...

I felt unsure, unknowing, my confidence shattered. All from that kiss. I had never felt like this before in my life. I had never been so aroused in my life! 

This was how I made people feel, I realized. All the time, too. Wanting and wishing to do anything to please me. That was something to stow away for later—when I wanted to feel more powerful.

But, truth be told, I didn’t want to feel powerful right then—I was enjoying this lack of direction. It was kind of nice, knowing that my future was in the hands of the two strongest people I could possibly imagine—Kimberly, and the one man who could own Kimberly.

“Kimberly,” said Alan, hands squirming. “Come now. Please. Don’t...right in front of me.”

I was surprised—finally, a bit of backbone from my so-called father.

“Shut up, Alan,” said Kimberly, giggling as she nibbled at Jefferson’s chin. “You know you love it.”

It was clear that he did, squirming and sliding in his seat to hide his boner. If Jefferson weren’t staring him down, I would have thought Alan would start to jerk off right there at his own humiliation.

Jefferson, even as he looked sternly at Alan, seemed rather amused by the whole situation. Probably my mother's hand sliding up and down the massive bulge in his pants did quite a bit to add to his amusement. I don’t think he was enjoying Alan’s humiliation quite as much as Kimberly, who was nearly orgasmic, but it seemed like he did enjoy how much Kimberly was enjoying it. More than that, though, I could tell Jefferson was enjoying looking at me while Kimberly stroked his cock through his pants.

And wasn’t that a sexy, naughty, dirty, forbidden thought. The man fucking your mommy deciding he’d rather fuck you. Or maybe he’d pin you down so you couldn’t get away, and have Mommy kiss your face up and down, and only then it’d be okay because you couldn’t get away, there was no choice, no choice at all, you’d just have to give in like you’d always secretly wanted and let it all happen and just enjoy it...

From the nearby corner table, Kimberly pulled out a small manila folder and spilled its contents down on the coffee table.

“These are divorce papers, Alan,” she explained, arranging the papers neatly in front of her husband.

“D-divorce?” Alan was stunned.

“Yes. You’ll sign them, naturally.”

She leaned forward, baring her cleavage, and laid out a heavy gold and black pen. When she returned to her place against Jefferson, her excitement overwhelmed her. She once again started rubbing the thick, visible rod of Jefferson’s rod through his pants.

“Naturally? I’ve done everything you’ve ever asked! I’ve been...I’ve been the model of a husband! You can’t just...divorce me...”

“Of course I can.” 

She continued to squeeze Jefferson’s cock. Her nimble fingers had wrapped around the entirety of his thick shaft, sliding the soft material of his pants around the meat. Jefferson was enjoying cuckolding my father quite a bit.

“On what grounds?” Alan sputtered. “I don’t cheat on you, or cheat you, or hit you...”

He trailed off, noticing what her hand was doing in Jefferson’s lap. And, you know what? I’m pretty sure I saw arousal in his face. What a dirty man!

“I’ll have Jefferson slap me around a little, then.” Kimberly shrugged. “I’m sure I’ll enjoy every second of it. I do already when he slaps me during sex. I’ll just beg him to hit me a little...harder than usual.” She licked her lips. “Choke me harder. Hard enough to leave marks and bruises. They’ll heal, and he and I? We’ll both have a wonderful time, and then you’ll be facing jail time, and you’ll still be divorced.”

I could see the uncertainty in his eyes, and also the arousal. This was the ultimate humiliation for him. The ultimate emasculation. Being replaced, utterly, by a better man. The only way it could get worse for him is if he was the one to give Kimberly away at their wedding (which already I had begun to imagine. I had no doubt that marriage was what my mother wanted, but Jefferson didn’t seem like the sort to be tied down). 

Kimberly pushed the papers forward with her heel, still draped over Jefferson's lap. “This is the best deal you’re going to get, Alan.”

He hesitated, looking longingly at Kimberly's leg and shoe.

“If you sign the papers...I’ll let you lick my shoe. How about that? My five thousand dollar heel...I’ll let you have your disgusting tongue on it, if you just sign those papers, okay?”

The sight of her leather heel on top of the symbol of her disdain for him was too much for Alan to bear. He leaned forward, groaning, grasping at her heel. His tongue came out and he licked it eagerly, moaning, and I could see the cum stain instantly blooming on his pants. His cock was so small that I hadn't even noticed he had a hard-on—unlike Jefferson, who even restrained in his pants had an erect cock that dominated the room.

Breath ragged, Alan signed the papers. I found out later that one of the provisions he agreed to—knowingly or not—was that half of his income for the rest of his life would go to my checking account. It was never very much, the poor dear. I don’t know how he had enough to eat from month to month when he gave me so little as a half.

“Th-there,” said Alan, voice heavy with lust. “Now, can I please...can I stay? Just a while? To get all my things arranged, and...”

“No, actually,” said Jefferson. “You can’t. It’s right here in the agreement. You move out today.” Jefferson picked up the papers slowly and stuffed them back into the folder. “Unless you’d like to try and take this from me, see for yourself?”

“N-no, no sir,” said Alan. He stood up, wiping his brow. Sweat poured off him. The cum stain on his pants was pathetically small. “I suppose I’ll just...go and grab my things, then. I mean, if that’s all right?”

“It rather isn’t,” said Kimberly. “We have a lot of business to attend to with my daughter.” 

Kimberly smiled at me. Her smile was so hot, so predatory. My heart started beating immediately. Would...would both of them...would they want to touch me...together?

My mother continued. “That’s why I’ve already packed your bags. Do you see, there? Next to the door?”

She pointed to the pitifully small bags next to the door. Each no larger than the base of a table lamp, maybe.

“They’re...small. I have more than that, Kimberly.”

“Oh,” she hugged Jefferson gleefully, cuddling her head up under his jaw. “Not any more, dear. You gave it all up. You know, so that you could cum in your trousers and touch my heel? That’s all that’s left.”

“A-ah...” said Alan, slowly, licking his lips. “I...I see...”

Jefferson stood up, looking rather imposing. Kimberly slid down to a knee, hanging off his leg. They looked like an old fifties movie poster. 

“Time to go, Alan.” Jefferson’s voice brooked no more argument or protests. 

Alan slumped over to the bags. Apparently they were light. He picked them up with no trouble, and seemed somewhat surprised, and possibly disappointed, by their lack of substance.

“One bag is full of my old, used panties,” said Kimberly. “I thought I would be nice to you, you know. Give you a little something to remember me by.”

“O-oh...” Alan gulped thoroughly. His arousal, as ever, was evident. I could see some paltry signs of evidence of movement in his crotch, maybe indicated the hint of his penis, moving up from underneath the wet portions of his pants. Plans of burying his face in the pile of collected lingerie were no doubt already on his mind. 

Kimberly’s smile was positively triumphant as she watched her now ex-husband leave. He tried to say goodbye to me, to thank me or something, but of course I ignored him.

Instead I watched my mother and Jefferson. She continued to stroke at Jefferson’s body. Moaning happily, she crawled up his body and begin making out with him madly, staring up with obedience at her new lover. The expression on her face was sublime, blissful. Jefferson's cock through his pants was enormous. I felt drool forming in my mouth...and even so, I walked out of the room, not knowing how to process their erotic display just yet.

But I would know just what to do very soon.

* * * * *
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SHORTLY AFTER THE SIT-down with Alan, Jefferson sent Kimberly away with the divorce papers to have them filed with a lawyer. Jefferson had a whole fleet of lawyers, apparently, with some even working weekends. It was evening now, and crickets began to chirp outside. I could hear them if I stood close enough to the windows.

With Kimberly gone—and taking all my questions and my desperate need for affection with her—I was left alone in the house with Jefferson. We stood in the entry, the both of us still encased in the empowering smell of Kimberly's lust.

“I’m going to catch a lift before your mom comes back,” he said with a grin. “Wanna watch?”

With Kimberly gone, some of my arousal and respect for Jefferson had left as well. She was, in some ways, like a buoy for any affection with him, and without her, the rest started to sink.

Of course he was devastatingly handsome. I can't say that enough times. You could get lost just imagining the way your lips might slid up and down his neck, his chin, his mouth...but, he was also taking my Mommy’s attention away from me. 

He had also just kind of destroyed the life of my adopted father and broken apart that whole aspect of my family, but...eh. Alan was a loser. I was better off without him in my life, anyway. I had no complaints in that arena.

“Do I want to watch you lift weights on my birthday?” I rolled my eyes. “No, thanks. I’ve got better things to do.”

“Like what?”

I actually didn't have anything planned, but I wasn't going to let him know that.

“I’m just not interested in watching, all right?”

“You got something against weight lifting? You ever tried it?”

“I do yoga, okay? And it’s working fine...as you probably noticed.”

“Come and watch,” he said, taking my arm.

I didn’t feel like I had a choice. And besides, having a strong man like Jefferson lead me around, wanting me to watch him as he lifted weights—it turned me on, okay? He wanted me around. That was hot.

It occurred to me that the weight room had only been installed in our house in the past two months. That was about when Kimberly had started coming home happier and happier, always a smile on her face and big plans for the future. She had justified the weight room, at the time, by saying that maybe Alan would finally take it upon himself to get in shape.

Alan was about as thin as thin people got. I’m not sure how he ever managed to have the strength to move from one room to another. I think he spent all his time obsessing over how gorgeous Kimberly and me were, and just forgot to eat. Which is kind of hot, now that I think about it.

Anyway, I guess what I’m saying is that I should have known that something was up when Kimberly installed the weight room. It clearly wasn't for me or for her. At the time, I just wrote it off as her being odd.

It was a top of the line facility, more than three hundred square feet large. You could fit a whole football team in there, and it was all just for Jefferson, as far as I knew. The money he paid my mother going straight back to him, in other words. No doubt he had made the suggestion, encouraging her to install it as a way to get him to come over to the house more often to fill her up with his cum. A long line of mirrors was on one end, so that a man lifting weights could watch his form as he worked. There were three kinds of weight-lifting benches - regular, incline, and decline. In the corner, there was a tall, iron black squat rack, and a whole row of dumbbells from ten pounds to one hundred and fifty sat in front of the mirror.

As soon as he entered, Jefferson took off his coat and his shirt, stripping down to just his underwear. 

His body was amazing. Everything that the form-fitting cut of his suit advertised, and more. He was ripped. He was shredded. His muscles practically popped from his body, a complete chiseled god.

He turned his back to me and then took that off, grabbing a pair of shorts from off a stand next to the door.

The way he was positioned made it seem like he was trying to hide his cock from me...but then I remembered the mirrors on the other side of the wall. 

I could see everything on him.

I know that like, size isn’t everything when it comes to sex. But I also know that it’s not exactly a bad thing. And if more was good, then Jefferson had a lot going on in that regard. He saw me looking—the way his shredded abs were arranged, I couldn’t help but let my eyes draw down to his mammoth cockmeat, like an arrow of flesh—and smiled. I tried to close my dropped jaw, and failed. A bit of drool formed in my mouth, floating down my plush lips. I had to wipe it away to avoid sucking at my lips in lust.

Walking around, checking out the equipment, Jefferson casually picked up a pair of eighty-pound dumbbells and started pumping them. His biceps quickly began to bulge, veins popping, but the weight seemed like no effort at all for him. I gulped, my pussy beginning to twitch. I couldn’t lift that much weight with my whole body involved, probably. 

I mean, yoga was great, but it was all body weight...and my body weight considerably less than what Jefferson was tossing around. 

I felt weak in front of him. Completely vulnerable. Completely turned on. He was just the definition of a hulking stud alpha male.

In the mirror, I was almost painfully aware of how beautiful I still looked. How gussied up and hot I had made myself for my Mommy’s delight in my bright orange dress. 

But now, instead of Mommy looking at me, Jefferson stared at me while he lifted weights. Staring at my young, barely legal body, while he pounded away at thick, heavy iron weights that proved he could completely manhandle me whenever he wanted. There was something erotic about just watching him lift weights, dressed up in my finery. Like I was some harem girl, and he was an emperor, training for a fight. I felt like cheering him on to destroy something, or someone.

I wondered if Kimberly had done that—late at night perhaps, or one day when she sent Alan away. Bringing Jefferson in here and cheering him on to get bigger and bigger, so that when he finally destroyed Alan’s self-esteem, it was through being as massive a hulk as he could possibly be.

He set the weights down, posing for a moment in the mirror. I had to fight the impulse to lick the sweat off his biceps. Fuck, he was such a hunk.

“I’m not going to lie to you, Audray,” he said, stacking a nearby bench press with several forty-five pound plates. “Your mother is a sweet piece of ass.”

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well, she’s the nearest thing you’ve got, isn’t she?”

I couldn’t argue with that, so I stayed quiet.

“Anyway,” Jefferson continued, starting his bench press lift, “she’s a sweet piece of ass. And she wants me to get her pregnant. She’s told me as much. She told me she’s ready for a new baby girl. You know, a daughter of her own.”

My heart sank a little bit. I wasn’t expecting that to hurt so much.

“She said that? She said it...that way?”

“Yes.” His voice came out cool and collected, even though he was lifting over two hundred pounds over his chest. “She told me she wanted a real daughter for once. Someone that she knew was her own flesh and blood, who she could raise and be proud of.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “I don’t what she’s proud of.”

He continued lifting. I had almost lost interest entirely. My world crashing down—Kimberly wasn’t proud of me...?

Racking the weight, he sat up and wiped his brow.

“She does love you, you know. Don’t worry about that.”

I felt my chest fill in a little, the despair melting just slightly. “Really?”

“Oh, sure. Just...she views you more like a sister, maybe. It’s hard to imagine you as her daughter. You’ve always been so independent, she says, and never acted like you needed her.”

“Oh.”

I did need my Mommy, though. I needed her terribly. But I didn't know how to tell her. She was just so...distant, most of the time.

“You know,” said Jefferson, as if reading my mind, “there’s one thing that could still bring you two together. Closer, I mean. Emotionally and so forth.”

“What do you mean?”

My hands had come up to my heaving cleavage, anxiety running through me. In my tiny dress, my body was squirming, no doubt giving Jefferson plenty to admire.

“When two people share similar experiences,” he said, “they tend to bond if they talk about them. If they share the same life-changing experience at the same time, together? That’s a huge bond.”

Slowly, what he was suggesting began to register in my mind.

“No,” I said. “No way. No way! That’s sick! That’s gross! You want me to have your kid?”

His smile was as large as he was. “Why not?”

“You just said you were going to make my mom pregnant. That would make my kid and her kid...sisters and aunt and niece! Or something! That’s horrible!”

He shrugged. “Why couldn’t we just call them related? Family? Wouldn’t you like a bigger family?”

Apparently done with his lift, he re-racked the weights off the bench onto the nearby stand. God, he looked bigger than ever. Dripping with sweat now. The smell of his musk almost overwhelmed me.

“Look,” he said finally. He stood next to me. Even in my high heels, I barely came up to his chest. He was a large, imposing man. “I’ll make this simple for you. You do what I want, you carry my heir, and I’ll pay you.”

“Pay me?”

“Sure. I’ve got lots of money. Lots of heirs, too. You can talk to the other women I’ve made this deal to, if you like. But the end result is that you carry my seed to term, and I pay you one million dollars.”

I almost choked. 

“One...one million dollars?”

“Yes. That’s a one-time fee. The whole time you're pregnant, I get to fuck you whenever I want. You get more than some of the others, on account of how goddamn smoking hot you are. And after that? When you're done? You leave the baby in my care and never see it again. Or, if you’d rather...”

I crossed my arms. “What?”

“Well. You could also raise the child. I'd pay you less, at first, but more over lifetime. And also, I’d be happy to continue stuffing your hot little body with my cock whenever you wanted, even after you were pregnant. Hell...” he put his thumb to my chin, guiding it up and then down. He was so very strong. “...I'd even put another two or three babies in you. You're really beautiful, Audray.”

I scoffed. “As if that’s something I want.”

He let go of my chin and grabbed a large towel from the locker next to the door. 

“You shouldn’t do that.”

“What?”

“Scoff. It makes you look silly. It’s also a tell. Every time you do it, it’s because you’re trying to deny your own emotions, not the words I’m saying.”

I began to scoff, again, and stopped myself, looking guilty.

“Fuck,” he said, looking at me. “You really are gorgeous, you know that?”

I tossed my hair back, posing brilliantly. “I do.”

I wanted to turn him on. I wanted to have that power over him. But nobody held power over Jefferson. 

Letting his towel drop to the floor, he approached me and slipped his hand up my thigh. I batted at his arm, but then his other hand grabbed my chin. I stopped struggling. I could feel my virgin pussy pounding with need. I wanted this.

Every girl has this fantasy about the type of man who will be the one to take her virginity. For me, it was someone tall, dark, and handsome—I’m very attached to this cliche, thank you very much. And Jefferson was all of that, as well as rich, powerful, strong, and absolutely dominant.

And he was fucking my mommy...and making her beg for more.

He fucked her so well that she was all-but-begging me to join her as he pounded her pussy. This was a real man. This was a man who couldn’t possibly be denied, no matter what. 

“I’m going to fuck you.” He squeezed my chin hard. “I’m going to fill you up with my seed. I’ll get you pregnant. And by the end of it? You’ll be begging to call me Daddy.”

I whimpered in response. I was so fucking turned on. The thought of him fucking me...the thought of the two of us, such beautiful people, banging in wild abandon, my mommy cheering us on while I took her place under Jefferson's cock...

“Please,” I said quietly. “Please...I just...you’re making it so hard to think...”

He left me alone then, not touching me anymore. Grabbing his towel up off the floor, he stepped out from the weight room.

“Think about my offer,” he said, taking off. “It definitely still stands.”

I was barely standing after what he had put me through. It didn't matter that he had barely touched me to begin with—just my face and the inside of my thigh. My whole body was consumed with lust. I felt weak.

As I sat and tried (and failed) to compose myself, Kimberly came home. I could hear her sing-songing all through the house, delighted to at long last be rid of Alan officially. 

I couldn’t let her see me like this. I was too...too turned on. I waited until I couldn't hear her anymore, and then started my trek upstairs, intent on touching myself until I fell asleep. It was a dumb way to spend a birthday, but I didn't care. All I wanted was a good, honest cum, thinking about...well, whatever I wanted to think about, okay? Even if it was Kimberly, or Jefferson, or both of them, chanting for me to cum...

But, that plan was quickly stymied. On my way to my room, I walked past my mom’s room first. She and Alan had long ago partitioned off separate bedrooms in the house for one another. 

I heard them before I saw them. I smelled them before I saw them—thick, heavy, lusty, musky sex. It filled my body and made me even more desperate to cum.

Jefferson was in there, fucking my mother on the bed. Her back was on the bed, her heavy chest up toward him. She was almost completely clothed, her daringly brief skirt high up around her hips. I had turned Jefferson on so much that he couldn’t wait to fuck her—he had taken her immediately. She had arrived home only a few minutes before, and already they were in the middle of a full-on breeding rut.

“Yes Sir!” said Kimberly. She was...obeying someone, right before my eyes. Consenting completely to something he had said. “I want you to fuck my daughter. I want you to fuck my daughter! I want you to get her fucking pregnant! I want you to make me lick her pussy while you fuck my cunt! Please, Sir! Please, Daddy! Oh, Daddy, please!”

And then Jefferson, mid-thrust, looked up and saw me...and grinned. Then he started pushing in to my mommy again, fucking her harder than before. Her words cut off mid-sentence, replaced with blissful moans and coos.

I ran away, too turned on to think. I locked myself into my room and immediately fell into the bed, kicking off my clothes and burying my fingers into my cunt. I was going to cum until I forgot about everything in the world.

* * * * *
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I WOKE UP LATE THE next morning, around ten-thirty, to the smell of pancakes downstairs. 

Kimberly used to always make pancakes when things were nice with Alan. In other words, whenever he bought her something nice, or did some good work around the house, something like that. This hadn't happened in years.

So, that smell, plus the still-groggy head I possessed after such an intense round of orgasms from masturbating all night, made me think that somehow the previous day’s events were all part of some dream. Yes, some intense, strange dream that fulfilled all of my naughtiest fantasies...fantasies about my mom having the man she deserved, who was so fucking good to her that he wanted to fuck me too...

But no. It had all been real. I had missed my eighteenth birthday almost entirely, thanks to mommy and Jefferson. I slipped on a pair of sweats and a tight tee-shirt anyway, hoping that things had returned to relative normalcy.

In the kitchen, Kimberly sat down in the breakfast nook, smiling gorgeously. She wore a tiny blue silk robe that barely covered essentials. Her long legs were bare and sexy. In her lap was a gorgeous young brunette woman, her tits enormous and spilling out from her tiny white sweater.

“What's...what's happening?” I asked.

Why was my Mommy suddenly treating another girl the way she had been treating Jefferson? Was I so low on the list that she would go out and find someone else before she turned to me? 

Not that...not that that bothered me, okay? I'm not...I mean...I'm not some gross weirdo who wants to fuck her Mommy, okay?

I just...I just really wanted to make out with Kimberly all day long, that's all. Make out with her, and have her lick my pussy, and lick hers, and...stuff like that. That's perfectly understandable, right? We're two completely hot adults. Why shouldn't we fuck whenever we want?

“Oh, good morning, dear!” Kimberly stroked the brunette on her lap. “We were just talking about you.”

“I’m Katya,” said the brunette, turning a sultry eye toward me. “Jefferson’s consort.”

His consort? What the hell was this, Renaissance times? When did people ever have consorts anymore?

Not able to deal with the erotic overload those two were making, I turned to the food on the counter. Staying warm on a large heating plate were a variety of yummy breakfast foods—golden-edged pancakes, crispy bacon, thick sausage, and chopped hash browns.

I moved to take some of the breakfast feast, but Kimberly said sternly, “No, dear. That’s not for you.”

“You made all this food,” I said slowly. “And none of it is for me?”

Katya kissed at Kimberly's neck and chest while I watched. It was disgusting. I hated both of them.

“Of course not, dear,” said Kimberly. “Your breakfast is well in hand. All of that is for Jefferson. Katya will serve it to him later, while we attend him.”

“While we attend him? What are we going to do, take notes for him?”

If I wasn't so angry, probably I could have seen straight to what Kimberly wanted she and I to do for Jefferson.

“Dear, it’s very unseemly if you talk back to me. I’d hate to find out what Jefferson would do if he saw it.”

“I don’t care what he would do! Why don’t you just make out with other lady to impress him!”

I stormed out of the kitchen, full of rage and fury. Soon, I was in my room, down on my bed, kicking at the sheets and pillows.

After several minutes of pouting and coming close to tears, there was a gentle knock at my door.

“Dear? It’s your mother. May I come in?”

She had never asked me if she could come in to my room before. In the past, she would just barge right in. I think it was because of this, more than anything that I said okay. There was a shift in the air—things were different now. Kimberly was different. This wasn’t going to be one of her normal dress-downs.

She had a bright pink box in her hands—with a big note on it, saying it was for me.

“I’m sorry I made you jealous, dear.”

I sat up on the bed, turning away. “I wasn’t jealous. Don’t be gross. That’s gross.”

Kimberly slid down to my bed then, pressing her bare thighs against mine, stroking my back. All sassy, arrogant retorts slid from my mind. 

“It’s not gross at all, dear. It’s lovely. You want Mommy to kiss you, don’t you? You want me to touch you like I was touching Katya?”

“I...” 

Her hand slid down to my lap. I suddenly forgot how to use words. 

“Just...it’s like...I can’t...your hands...like...soft hot.”

She pushed her elbows past my shoulders and locked one leg around mine, bringing me in for a slow, sultry kiss.

“M-mommy...” I moaned, touching her body up and down.

“That’s right, dear,” she said happily. “Do what Mommy says. No more complaining, all right?”

All that was left in my head now was simple, lusty obedience. 

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Won’t you open the present I got for you, dear?”

Doing as she said, I leaned forward and picked up the box. Quickly, I unwrapped it, leaving pink paper everywhere. Inside was a full set of sexy, royal blue and white lingerie. Two corsets, two pairs of stockings, two pairs of panties, two sets of gloves, two elegant jeweled collars.

“I thought we could dress up together, you and I. I know it’s a day late...but I still thought you would love it. Do you love it?”

I looked over the lingerie that had been put out for me, and saw the tag. I gasped.

Mommy was such a sweetheart. She went out that morning and bought me the finest lingerie at St. Anthony’s, the sexiest store in town. And not only that, but she had bought herself a matching pair. We would look like such hot fucksluts for Jefferson.

It wasn’t sexy nymphet underwear, though of course that’s perfectly sexy when you want that sort of thing. But what Jefferson wanted was for me to be a hot woman. I was going to be a mother, a mother he owned, and he was going to fuck me like one. This was sexy woman lingerie.

“I love it, Mommy,” I said happily. 

“Oh, wonderful!”

She leaned in to me again, and this time I kissed her, giving in completely. My young, hot tits pressed hard against hers, our mother and daughter bodies pressing so lustfully against the other. I could feel the heat pouring off her body.

“Let's get dressed, all right? For Jefferson? He'll love it so much...” Kimberly squeezed my titties roughly as she spoke. “I'll love it so much.”

I was over the moon. I nodded happily, and started stripping down. The only thing keeping me from jumping Kimberly right then and there was the thought of seeing her in the new, hot lingerie...and her seeing me in the same outfit.

Slowly, we dressed one another. I had to help her with the tight nature of the corset, and she showed me just how to attach the garters to my new smoky stockings. Before long, the both of us were dressed up like lingerie models, mother and daughter in matching fuckpet outfits. My cunt was dripping wet just from looking at how hot my Mommy looked. We couldn't help but start to make out, tongues sliding together, gloved hands roaming over one another's bodies as we finally gave in to our long-held forbidden passions.

From the stairs outside my room, I heard heavy thumping. Jefferson. He was awake and going downstairs.

“Oh!” Kimberly clapped her hands. “Darling? Come with me. You’re going to have your breakfast, now. Jefferson will give it to you.”

With all the lust running through my brain, I didn’t quite understand—yet—how Jefferson was going to give me breakfast. Did he have it in his room? Was Katya going to give it to him and then he’d give it to me?

I would understand soon, though, that what my mother meant was what she said. My breakfast would be coming straight from what Jefferson's cock.

* * * * *
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KIMBERLY AND I CAME down slowly, holding hands, mother and daughter in matching blue and white lingerie. We both looked terrific—though of course I thought I looked better. I was younger and therefore sexier, after all. 

Jefferson, sitting on the couch just beyond the foot of the stairs, had a perfect view to watch us as we strutted down in our high heels in perfect unison. Our long legs completely synced up on instinct. It was Kimberly who taught me how to strut my stuff in high heels to begin with, after all. She had taught me everything I needed to know to be Jefferson’s perfect trophy girl.

Katya was on Jefferson’s lap, oblivious to our presence, cooing into his ear and kissing his neck in much the same way that she had done to Kimberly. Unceremoniously, after seeing us he dumped Katya to the side, who giggled helplessly. When she saw what was happening, she started fingering her wet cunt. Watching Jefferson about to fuck other women must have turned her on. Watching Jefferson do anything must have turned her on. 

“Fuck them, Daddy,” she moaned. “Fuck them both. Make them mommies just like me...”

Katya wasn't pregnant then, but she must have been at one point. It was a hot thought, knowing that Jefferson only fucked women he intended to breed.

“Good afternoon, lovely creatures,” said Jefferson, spreading his legs to open his white, fluffy robe. “Kimberly, you’re looking delicious. And Audray! How lovely. You’ve decided to take advantage of your new wardrobe.”

I bit my lip, posing with my Mommy. “I...I thought...it might make you...”

“Make me what?”

I didn’t want to say. I didn’t want to say how much I wanted him. How much I wanted him and my mommy to fuck me rotten.

He smiled, patting his lap. “Why don’t we show Daddy how good of a girl you can be, sweetheart?”

I hesitated. Calling him that—calling him Daddy. It did something to me. I never even called Alan that. He had never deserved the title. A wave of uncertainty hit me.

“I...Kimberly...I...”

I could see that calling her that—her name—disappointed her. 

“Mommy,” I said instead, drawing myself into her luscious body. “He’s so...soo big. I just...I’m scared.”

He was big. And I could see that me saying I was a little scared only made his cock all the bigger. His huge muscles pulsed as his erection grew.

“Shush, baby,” she said, kissing me on the forehead. “I’ll show you just how to suck Daddy’s cock. Don’t you worry.”

Kimberly took me by the back of the head, tugging gently on my thick hair.

“Get on your knees, dear. It’s better this way.”

I hesitated, once more, even as we stepped closer to Jefferson together.

“Your mother gave you an order, Audray.” His voice was stern. “Obey her.”

He grabbed my thick hair, tangling it in his hand. “Obey her, or obey me. Either way, obey.”

I swallowed deep, staring at him with weak defiance. Then I slipped down on my knees next to my mother. 

It felt good to give in.

“Now,” Kimberly said, taking Jefferson's meat into one hand. “It’s better to start off by stroking him, like this. You see?”

Her hand wrapped entirely around the half-hard shaft of his cock. Her perfectly manicured nails shone in the bright morning light. I could see on her face she was having trouble focusing on giving a proper lesson. She licked her lips in lust, wanting to suck him down like she had countless times before.

“Just stroking him might not be enough to get him nice and hard. He might need you to really prove you want it. So, it’s fun sometimes to lick your hand...”

She started to show me—but Jefferson stopped her. “Make her do it. Audray, lick her hand.”

Gulping, I did as he said. I was past the point of defiance now. I knew what was in store for me. My mother’s hand was soft and warm on my tongue...and coated with the scent of Jefferson’s cock. 

“Good,” Kimberly moaned. Her eyes had lit up as she watched me lick her palm. “That’s so good, honey. Now, when I take Daddy’s cock, like this...” she showed me. “I can stroke him even better. See?”

His cock responded right away, stiffening and re-stiffening, pushing outward. He was huge, and kept getting huger. 

“You see?” she said, licking up the trail of saliva that had formed on his cock. “Wonderful. Won’t you try, sweetie?”

“Yes,” said Jefferson, his breaths heavy. His cock pushed upward, toward my face. “Try, Audray. Be a good girl.”

Still, I hesitated. There were so many sensory overloads, all at once. My eyes kept darting to my Mommy's tits, looking so fetching in the lingerie. I wanted to bury my face in them. And I had...I had never sucked a cock before!

Kimberly pushed forward, her lingerie-clad tits sliding over mine. “My poor little girl,” she intoned softly. “You want a sample first, of his taste? I’ll help you.”

Leaning in further, she kissed me hot and slow. I moaned into my mother’s mouth, releasing myself to the terrible taboo hotness of the situation. There was no getting around how filthy and kinky this was. She was giving me Jefferson's cock taste with her own tongue. 

I didn’t even fight it when she slid my hand up around Jefferson’s cock. Still kissing Kimberly, I stroked obediently and was soon rewarded with Jefferson’s hard cock pushed against my cheek. A slathering trail of precum slid down to my neck from the motion. Jefferson grabbed us by our hair, pushing us forward, and soon my mother and I were kissing each other around Jefferson’s huge, bulbous cockhead. He slowly pushed his cock forward so that all I was tasting, kissing, and licking was the thick shaft of his cock. And then he pulled back, pushing Kimberly toward me again, so that I was in the warm kissing embrace of my hot mommy.

This went on for several minutes. Kimberly’s fingers slid down to my pussy, touching there with insistence. I moaned and nodded, urging her on. I wanted her fingers inside of me. I had wanted them there for so very long! I slipped mine into hers, pushing past the thin luxury panties. She was as wet as I was—she wanted this as much as I did!

Kimberly switched gears then, sliding up behind me and slipping her fingers up into my cunt. Her hand pushed on the back of my head, forcing my mouth forward onto Daddy’s...onto Jefferson’s cock.

I wanted it. I wanted it. Oh god, how I wanted it! His dick was so big and sexy and perfect and huge, and oh fuck Kimberly kept flicking away at my clit, and I wanted to suck on his cock so bad!

His meat pushed hard past my lips, so well-lubricated, and straight into my throat. I took it easily, gagging some, but that only seemed to make Kimberly push my face harder and for Jefferson to fuck forward with more gusto. 

Beside us, Katya was just cheering everyone on. “Take it, Audray. Oh yes, Kimberly! Hold your daughter's head like that! Daddy loves that. God, Daddy, it's so hot. They're so hot just for you!”

Groaning and slapping his arms down on the chair, Jefferson’s body twitched wildly.

“Are you ready, good girl? Are you ready for Daddy’s cum?”

I was—oh god, was I ever! He was pumping hard now, and my own pussy was dripping lust, like lava down from a volcano.

The thick strands of his potent jizz barreled down my throat, layering against my esophagus and piling quickly into my belly. He flooded my throat and then my mouth, the cum pouring down my chin. Mommy leaned in and licked me up, cleaning me as she kissed my young eighteen year-old body.

I swallowed down as much as I could. It tasted so delicious. My first taste of a man's cum, and it was fucking wonderful. I couldn't believe I had never done this before.

Kimberly reached up and kissed Jefferson slow on the mouth. 

“Won’t you fuck her now, Sir?” Kimberly asked, stroking Jefferson's still-twitching cock. “Please, Daddy? Fuck her? She told me she wanted your cock...she wants it so bad. She wants your babies inside of her. Give her twins. Give her triplets.”

I hadn’t said any of that—but I was in no state to dispute it now. Jefferson was hard somehow. I thought men got soft after they came, but not Jefferson. He was more than a man—a fucking Daddy god. I whimpered, suckling down more of his cum. I wanted to feel him in my pussy so bad.

“Of course,” he said, magnanimous. “But we’re going to do this properly. First...” he grabbed my cum-stained chin. “I want to hear you say it. I want you to call me Daddy.”

I didn't have any hesitation anymore. I wanted it. I wanted everything these sick, hot, nasty people wanted, and I wanted to give them even more.

“I really, really want to be your good little girl all the time,” I said heatedly, needing to cum so bad. “I don’t want it to be pretend. I want...” I gulped. “I want to call you Daddy nonstop!”

He grinned. This was exactly what he had wanted to hear, apparently. 

“Good girl. Then we'll make this proper.”

Scooping me into his arms like I was as light as a feather, he carried me up to the master bedroom. The same bedroom where he had fucked my Mommy all night just the night before. I necked him all the way, loving the feel of his strong, manly arms on my slender, sexy body. Katya and Kimberly trailed after us, giggling excitedly.

When we got to the bedroom, Kimberly held me down on the bed, kissing my mouth slowly. I luxuriated in the feel of my Mommy's lips on mine once more, still not quite believing that it was all real. I could feel Jefferson’s cockhead pushing gently against my pussy. He wanted me, and I wanted him.

“Are you ready, good girl?”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Please, Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

He plunged inside of me.

The very first man inside of my virgin cunt! He was so fucking huge. His cockhead was enormous, easily breaking through whatever virginal resistance I had, and filling up the chamber of my womanhood with ease. My pussy walls stretched to fit properly around his enormity, and I knew I was the tightest cunt he had ever felt.

“Fuck!” He moaned. “God, you're fucking hot. Never felt one so tight.”

I wanted to grin, to brag, to show-off, but I was too busy being overwhelmed by bliss. I had never felt anything so good before in my life. As Jefferson kept pushing in and out of me, slowly building up speed, Katya fingered her pussy with one hand and with the other, pushed on Jefferson's hips. She wanted him to fuck me. She wanted him to fuck every beautiful, fertile girl there was.

Kimberly was hovering next to me the whole time, chanting in my ear. “Good girl for Daddy. Mommy’s good girl. Daddy’s good girl. You’re going to be so fucking pregnant for Daddy, baby.”

“Yes, Mommy!” I moaned. “Oh yes, Daddy! Oh god, Daddy! Mommy! It's so good!”

My mind melted. His cock pounded into me again and again, his hands ripping away my lingerie. I was completely bare before him—and I didn't have any protection at all from his babymaking batter that he was going to flood my womb with. I'd get pregnant for sure. 

Jefferson moaned, “I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes, please!” I moaned. “Put a baby in me! Oh god, do it please!”

I had forgotten all about the money. I didn't give a damn about it. I just wanted his baby inside me. I wanted to be pregnant from this hulk's seed. Pregnant side-by-side with my Mommy. That was so hot.

He unleashed into my womb. I came when he did—in fact, we all did. Katya and Kimberly fingering their cunts seemed to get off just from the possibility of watching their man impregnate a new girl. And I came from the enormous rush of cum barreling against my g-spot. 

When my mind returned to itself, I was surrounded by the three of them. I knew our fucking had only gotten started. Even so, I had little doubt I was pregnant—and if I wasn’t, then I would be soon. I was determined to get fucked by Jefferson twice as much as any of his other girls. I knew I deserved it more than they did.

He'd pay me for all the sex, no doubt, but I think I would have loved it even if he didn't.

I had never been happier in my whole life, knowing I had my Mommy and Daddy close by to fuck me whenever I needed.

# # #
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Unprotected Fun – His MILF & More
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Nora was nearly packed. She walked downstairs to the entry, bending down to sort through the massive pile of shoes next to the back door. In Alder City, they would need some good walking shoes. It was difficult to sort through her stepbrother Charlie’s various boots, sandals, work shoes, dress shoes...how did a guy have more shoes than her? 

Only he didn’t, not really. He just kept them all in a pile down here next to the door, so they seemed like more. Her own shoes were kept in her closet, neatly arranged on a stand. Except for her walking shoes, apparently.

Their house was a tall three-story, located far on the outskirts of town. Her stepfather, Archibald, didn't trust city living or city livers. As a result, his family—his stepdaughter Nora, his son Charlie, and his new young wife Annette—lived far from anything truly interesting. All the restaurants and stores were chains, and all the concerts were smooth jazz or holiday symphonies. 

In the kitchen, she heard her stepbrother Charlie and their stepmother Annette preparing food. The swinging door to the living room, and then to the kitchen, were arranged just so, and Nora could see clearly as Annette strutted toward Charlie from behind. She wore a tight white tee shirt, her glamorously sexy body on display in tiny blue shorts.

“Do you think these shorts are too short, Charlie?”

Charlie turned to look. He was a tall young man, muscular and handsome. Annette clearly was tugging her shorts up at him. She did a short turn and showed off her behind—tight and bubbly—and then even bent forward a bit on the counter.

“I just...you know? Do you see? Like, I’m afraid they show too much leg.”

“They show quite a lot,” said Charlie.

Annette was everything Nora wasn’t. Blonde. Busty. Beautiful—or hot, really, in the way pornstars were hot. That was what her stepdad had wanted—a new hot babe to keep at his side. At twenty-three, Annette was only about five years older than the eighteen year-old Nora.

Nora herself was slender, short. Her bust always felt too big on her short frame—with big 36D breasts that felt like they were going to topple her over in a strong wind. But boys seemed to like them; or at least, they did whenever she bothered to show them off, which wasn’t often. She didn’t like the attention of other men, really. Their attention always invited comparisons.

Not comparisons of her to other girls. That wasn’t so bad. Men were always doing that. Nora ranked well enough, with her lovely blue eyes and thick, dark hair. But no, Nora’s problem was that the men who looked at her never were quite the type of Real Man she wanted to look at her. And the only Real Man she knew was absolutely, completely off-limits to her. 

The only Real Man she knew was her brother Charlie.

From her position in the entry, Nora could see Charlie’s eyes eating up Annette’s form. Flashes of jealousy sparked in her chest, powering through the darkness of her mood. She tried to put them down, extinguish them somehow. What did she care who Charlie looked at? 

Even if it was their stepmother. 

Their beautiful, ex-glamour model stepmother who had only married Charlie’s father for his money. And in an obvious way, too—but Charlie’s dad didn’t seem to mind. He had plenty of money to pass around. Not that Nora ever got much of it. Nora’s mother, Jean, had died when Nora was quite young and Charlie’s father, Archibald, always seemed to take his frustration and grief out on Nora. She, Nora’s mother, had died right after marrying Archibald, in point of fact. Nora had leaned on Charlie for all those years afterward, needing someone to hear her, to help her soldier forward. 

Charlie never complained when Nora would show up in his room in the middle of the night, needing someone to hug or snuggle up against in the bed. He never complained when Nora would empty out her feelings at him, or let off the pressure from a long day when she saw too many things that reminded her of Jean. 

Charlie never complained. Not once. 

“Could I ask you to do something for me?” Annette went on. “It’s a little weird.”

“Sure.”

“Could you...would you mind feeling how short they are? I just...I keep feeling like there’s something caught up right underneath the edge. Like some grime or dirt or something, but I know they’re clean. Could you feel for me?”

Charlie laughed. His broad, eighteen year-old frame was lean and ruggedly hard from years of playing lacrosse. “Are you serious?”

Annette nodded. Her hands were on his chest now, stroking up and down. Breasts, thick and round, were barely contained inside of her tiny half-buttoned sweater.

“Please? I need your help. You’ll help me, won’t you?”

The excuse was flimsy as anything. Surely, Charlie could see that. Surely he would see that Annette just wanted to take advantage of him like she had done to his father...wouldn’t he?

Think without your dick for once, Charlie!

Of course, when it came to Nora, Charlie had never thought with his dick. And how did she feel about that?

But Annette had already pressed her bum back against Charlie’s thighs, bending over slightly. The barely-covered crack of her denim-clad ass rubbed intently over Charlie’s crotch. Charlie, for his part, looked rather amazed at the entire situation. Annette was a one-of-a-kind beauty, and even if she was his stepmother, she was still drop-dead gorgeous. It was hard just to ignore that type of beauty practically begging you to touch it. It was especially impossible if you were an eighteen year-old male with no real attachments to any kind of girl in the world. At school, before they graduated last spring, Charlie had been notoriously single, despite every girl he came across basically drooling all over him.

Nora always held out hope that maybe...just maybe...

“Annette, seriously. This is...I mean, this is a little weird.”

His hands floated over her perfectly tanned skin. Her golden hair was thick, like a soft blanket, and slowly his fingers sank down into the silken locks. Annette moaned just slightly in response. 

“Why is it weird? I just want your help.”

“But you’re...I’m not stupid. You’re asking me touch your ass. And your nipples are hard. And the way you look at me...I’m not stupid.”

Another woman, confronted with her own lack of subtlety, might have fled from the scene. But Annette doubled down. She pushed her ass completely back into Charlie and then rose up from the hips, sliding her slender waist and back into his broad, muscled torso.

She giggled slowly. “You found me out. Such a smart man.” 

Grabbing one of his hands and sliding it up her bare midriff, she began to tilt and turn into his hard body.

“I just think...I think you’re a really, really attractive young man.”

“Oh.” Charlie shifted slightly. “Thanks. I guess.”

He preened slightly. Nora had trouble not rolling her eyes. He preened. 

“You look so much like your father. Like a younger, sexier version of him. You know?”

Annette’s hands slid Charlie’s grip upward, onto the soft balloon of her tits. They were real. Annette bragged about how they were so big, so buoyant and perfect, and yet still real. She did this at the dinner table, admonishing Nora for not showing off her own healthy bust. 

“Oh...god.”

Nora's hands slid into Charlie's pants, wrapping tight around his bulging manhood.

“I want us to really get along on this trip, Charlie. I think that would be so great. I want you and to understand each other. You know? We’re family now.”

Nora couldn’t help herself. She had to stop this. It was...it was all so wrong. The way that Charlie’s head rolled back as Annette stroked him so urgently through his shorts. Annette’s tight, hot ass bouncing slightly with every little stroke as her weight shifted from one long leg to the other. 

On her own body, Nora’s hands drifted against her crotch. Heat, palpable and wet, grew outward from there. It was so hard to ignore. Why was her body doing that? Watching...watching her mother and her brother, doing that terrible act...

Her fingers were so close to her pussy. They were on her pussy, in point of fact, with just that stupid denim in the way. And it was nothing, a nothing movement, nothing at all, to let her fingers slide across the brass button of her shorts and let them pop down.

But the best part of her—or at least she hoped it was the best part—kicked her bag down on the ground across the lobby. It made a big crash, sliding over and into the other gathered bags and shoes in the hall. 

“Oh, crap!” she said, trying to make herself loud.

From the kitchen, she heard a sudden scuttling. The doors banged and Charlie was there, face flushed. He leaned against the doorway. In other circumstances, his pose would have been positively normal. But now, Nora knew that he was simply hiding his boner.

“Sorry,” said Nora. “I just...knocked over my bag, is all.”

“Oh.” Charlie gulped slightly and nodded, looking back over his shoulder at Annette. The brilliant young blonde smiled devilishly. 

“Are you guys ready to go?” Nora asked. “I’m ready. Whenever you are.”

* * * * *
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IN LESS THAN AN HOUR, they were all packed, and just waiting for Annette to finish up a quick video chat with Archibald, Nora’s stepfather. The newlyweds were, as far as appearances went, crazy about one another. It wouldn't last—so far it had been just about four months, and Annette was ringing up bill after bill as she bought bigger and better wardrobes full of clothing, cars, helicopter rides to her favorite restaurants, and even a yacht. But they were happy, now. Annette got to have whatever she wanted, and Archibald got to make the beautiful young woman smile. 

Charlie and Nora were in the large living room. Charlie sat languidly in one leather couch, while Nora sat at the edge of her seat, one foot bouncing restlessly. In her hands, she fingered the small silver locket that her mother had left for her. It was a simple thing with the shape of a shell on one side. Nothing special by itself, other than that Jean had left it for her. 

“Something is wrong,” said Charlie. “What’s up?”

Nora sighed. She couldn’t hide anything from him. 

“I...I don’t know. It’s nothing.”

“Something. Come on.” He sniffed. “Yeah. I can smell it. You’re worried about something.”

God, he was like a fucking wolf. His sense of smell was preternaturally sharp, and so he could sense all kinds of emotions—terror, happiness, worry, anxiety...just not how desperately turned on he made Nora, apparently. Or if he did, he ignored it. She would have liked to say that she didn’t know which would be worse, but she knew exactly which of the two she would prefer. Better a smell-blind hunk brother than one who didn’t think her arousal was worth capitalizing on.

“It’s just...” she shook her head. “Annette sort of rubs me the wrong way. Right? She’s very...pushy. And I think...I don’t know how attached she is to your dad.”

And she fucking gave you a handjob!

But Nora couldn’t say that part. That would be revealing too much. Too big of a secret. And if there was anything that was absolutely true about Nora, it was that she couldn’t reveal the inner-workings of her head. It was all too dirty, too filthy. Charlie would hate her forever. He would disown her, never speak to her again.

Charlie shrugged. “Those two can work out their own problems if they have any. It's not up to us to solve anyone's lives but ours.”

“I guess so.”

He stood up and approached her, putting a hand on one shoulder. 

“You look really good today,” he said. “Let me get a look at you.”

Taking her by the arm, he stood her up. He twisted her this way and that, using her arm to piroutte her. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Really good.”

She blushed furiously, not looking at him. “Thanks.”

“No, really.” His hands guided her eyes up to his. “I mean, you look beautiful, Nora.”

She paused, clearing her throat. Trying to source out where this came from. “Oh. That’s, I mean...thank you.”

His hands fell on her waist. “God, I love looking at your hips. When you wear tight shirts like that. And your legs in those tight pants.” He shook his head. “It makes you look so fuckable.”

The artillery fire landing is just my heart. The artillery fire landing is just my heart.

“I don’t...why are you saying this to me?”

“Because I’m tired of lying about the way that I feel, Nora. And I think you are too. I’ve seen how you look at me. You’ve seen how I look at you. Why do we need to keep pretending? We’re going to be in a brand new city. We could pretend in a new way. Wouldn’t that be nice? We could act like we’ve been boyfriend and girlfriend for ages.” His lips came to her ear, brushing just slightly. “No one would know anything about who we were. Just us. It would be our secret. We ditch Annette, and then I take you out on the town. We make out in the back of cabs. I fuck you silly in our hotel room...”

“Stop it!”

Nora pushed him away. Charlie was caught off-balance, and tripped across the nearby coffee table.

“Fuck,” he clutched his knee. “Fucking...gah.” 

For several moments, he worked the leg back and forth, staring with heavy annoyance at Nora.

“Fine,” he said at last. “Lie to yourself. See if I care. You’ll know where to find me.”

He walked out. Nora was left alone with her locket, staring at the unpolished surface for several minutes. It needed a good work over. A secret needed a good polishing every now and then or else it lost its luster; it lost what made it worth keeping. 

Less than an hour later, they were on the road, out of the city, and well on their way to Alder City. From their location in California, it would take a solid eight hours of driving to get there before nightfall. But that was all right. Charlie and Nora were both excellent drivers, mindful of others in their lanes and of the speed limits, and they had no qualms about trading out every few hours to rest. 

When Nora and Charlie drove together, they hardly needed to talk at all to communicate when to trade off. Once, they had made their way all the way down to the Mexican border without saying a word, just smiling and nodding and laughing and listening to the radio. Their relationship rested in each other, not in words, and they liked it like that for the most part. 

And Annette—beautiful, flawless, bimbo Annette—was a big loud stain all over their perfect, silent communication. Nora struggled with the urge to strangle her dead. 

Not really. But sort of. 

“Oh gosh,” Annette might say. “Look at that big stupid sign there. Who writes that? Why would anyone advertise a cave that’s sixty-eight degrees cool?”

“In the winter,” said Charlie, “it’s advertised as sixty-eight degrees warm.”

“But we’re in a car already,” said Annette. “Why stop at a cave? What a bunch of hicks.”

Her attitude—so insufferably superior, so clearly thinking she was in the right about everything, so unwilling to tolerate any newness that wasn’t in the form of an alcoholic beverage or some beefcake passing by her sight, only intensified Nora’s deep-seated resentments of Annette.

If ever there was an evil stepmother, Annette was it. Although, even Nora had to admit, Annette was decent enough to Nora herself. But that was clearly only because Annette saw Nora as on her own level in terms of class and perhaps even attractiveness...which was its own particular kind of sick. 

Nora longed to simply bask in the sweet, gentle glow of her brother’s quiet admiration for a time. That was supposed to be what this road trip was about, spiritually, before Annette butted her stupid beautiful body in.

She and Charlie had known each other their entire lives, almost. Now, with both of them eighteen, they had grown up with one another, fought with one another, needed one another, helped one another. 

Nora did her honest best to not think about what sort of man Charlie had become. 

It wasn’t that he was a bad man—quite the opposite in fact. Oh sure, he had his rough qualities—decisiveness to the point of stubbornness, an occasionally quick temper, a personality so introverted that it was sometimes hard to tell (for people who weren’t Nora) whether he liked a person or despised them. But despite these quirks and flaws, he was still a good man. Charlie loved helping others. He spent his spare time at the local recovery center, offering informal counsel to the destitute and homeless folks who walked in, looking for help. Mostly, this informal counsel just consisted of him listening. 

“It’s a great gig,” he would say. “I get to just sit and listen, like I’m not even there. And at the end of it, they feel better than they have in ages.”

But there was something distinctly off about his interactions with normal, everyday people. Those dwelling in the middle-class and above always confused him. Everyone searching for some crazy dream fix that they would never quite attain. He dealt better with machines. 

That was, in fact, part of the reason for the roadtrip. They were taking an SUV that he had spent years investing in. Equipping it with his bare hands. An engine that he had pieced together himself. The transmission and radiator found from salvaging through junkyards for weekends at a time, sometimes with Nora’s help. 

Machines were simpler. They worked or they didn’t. If they didn’t, there was always a cause. Always a solution. The lack of most people’s clear agendas threw him. 

Sometimes, late at night, when Nora was deeply unable to sleep well, when her body positively boiled with the need of her brother’s cock filling her from every conceivable position, strange hot justifications for his behavior came to him. That he liked machines because then he was clearly in charge. That he disliked those in the middle class and above because he knew that their superiority was false, that truly, he was the superior one. That he and he alone deserved to have his will heard. And she would cum, biting her pillow stop from screaming out his name, hips bucking hard to the dreamy, lusty thought of her brother as some kind of king or emperor. Her on her knees before him, her fully pregnant belly pushing up and down on his calves, hot lactating tits rubbing out on his knees while her beautiful young mouth sucked away at his cock in front of rows and rows of other, lesser women who were all jealous of her place before her king brother's mighty impregnating cock. 

The orgasm-fueled dream would subside, and then she would drift into real sleep, thinking of what a silly girl she was for thinking all those dirty thoughts.

So, all of that affected how Nora saw her brother Charlie.

And then of course...there was how he looked.

Of course there was how he looked. Sometimes it drove Nora wild. If he was just the brother to her that he was, with all his idiosyncrasies and oddness and goodness and hypercapability as a problem-solver, and he was schlubby, that would be no problem. If he was even regular, that would have been fine. 

But Charlie was hot. Charlie was fucking dreamy—literally, she had dreamed about him—and over the past year, it had started to drive Nora wild. Twisting in her sheets, her lithe young barely legal body covered in sweat, she would masturbate to progressively more unlikely scenarios like those thoughts of him being a king or emperor. Often the fantasies took feudal themes, Nora thought perhaps because then her desire to be her brother’s property—actually legally his living object—would be fully indoctrinated into the society by law. And then, if he got her pregnant, filled her with his unprotected seed, why, they were just protecting the family line.

And so, fantasies assailed her constantly.

Like maybe she was caught alone in a castle, somehow, and there’s a knight to come save her...all the while his helmet is on, but right as she comes, when all her walls were down, invariably the knight would strip his helmet away and it would be Charlie underneath. 

She had taken to idolizing other people in his place. Celebrities. Male models. Trying to push his image down so that he wouldn’t pop in her mind while she came. But every time, as her nimble young fingers pushed up hard into her g-spot through the folds of pink pussy, as she thrashed on her bed, moaning with orgasm, it was Charlie’s face she had to push down and push away. 

And of course this only made his unknowing grip on her all the more solid. 

Though sometimes, of course, it did not feel so unknowing. Sometimes it felt like he knew what he did to her very much indeed. 

The three traveled on, and she fell asleep, more troubled than ever, her thoughts filled with Charlie filling her.

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE LANDSCAPE STRETCHED out before them in long mountainous hills and deeply folded valleys filled with trees and wildlife. To the one side of the road there seemed always to be only sparse amounts of life. More rocks and hills, more long plateaus filled with nothing but air and minute insects and lizards that could not be seen from the travelers' quickly shifting placement on the concrete. And to the other side always there was more lushness. Intense greens and fertile rivers flooding, long canyons beneath them were upon deer hopped from one side of a stream to another, playing in the afternoon sun. 

They stopped at a gas station not far outside the state border. Nora was asleep when they pulled in, and must have been for some time, for it was the cessation of motion that woke her; the same way that someone might finally notice they had been in pain because all of a sudden it stopped.

It took her a while to actually open her eyes. In that nice, half-dreamy stage, she was thinking of the way Charlie’s body looked in that sky blue shirt he sometimes wore, the one that contrasted so nicely against the color of his skin, and she imagined what it might be like if he were to strip it off in front of her. Those abs, so chiseled and perfect, right there in front of her, oh fuck...

Her eyes snapped open. Fingers had found their way past her tight pants and into her pussy. She started upward, laughing strangely and looking about—but there was no one around. 

There was...really no one around. The gas station was located on the side of the road, positioned underneath a rocky outcropping. There were two pumping stations, and no kind of clerk seemed to be manning the store. Was it all automated, somehow?

Through the SUV window, Nora scanned the area—there, behind the store. Movement. No, more than movement.

She saw Charlie and Annette having some kind of argument in the shadows, out from the heat of the midday sun. His hand was around her throat. He slapped her once, and then did it again. Her knees buckled before him.

And weirdly, Annette was nodding and smiling through it all, her look that of...arousal? Encouragement? Whatever it was, she wanted him to keep doing what he did.

Fuck, but Charlie was so much bigger than Annette. It was hard to remember sometimes because of the force of her personality, and the quietness of Charlie’s, but he was a big, big man. She looked up at him with pleading, gentle eyes. He raised his hand again, and she slipped her own hands around it, bringing it to her plush mouth. Kissing him deeply on the knuckles. Licking them. It was so twisted. Like she was worshiping his hand for striking her.

That was...that was inexplicable for Nora. Why was this happening?

Annette kissed him then, nodding fiercely into his body. He pushed her away and then down, raising her skirt up. In a few short, brutal movements, his pants were down and his hot manhood thrust up into Annette from behind. 

She took one hand and wrapped it around her throat. Nora gasped.

That explained it—all of it. Annette wanted him to choke her. To slap her. She was some kind of sick masochist, and she was the one in charge. Nora felt, in a way, relieved. Charlie was being taken advantage of, that was all.

She really couldn’t blame him. He was a dreamy hunk teenage stud. She had little doubt that he was completely virile. Certainly the vast musculature of his build attributed to that hypothesis. And Annette wanted him, and had somehow used her feminine wiles to seduce him completely. Seduced him so completely, in fact, that he fucked her right there in the open, where practically anyone could see. 

From her strange, hot dreams, Nora was already turned on. It took almost no effort to slide her fingers back down to her pussy.

Purchase there was found immediately, her body shifting and giving until pleasure began spasming hard, frequent, and intense from the rotations of her fingers on her clit. God, Charlie was just giving it to Annette. The blonde's face pushed into the side of the building, her features orgasmic. Surprised, even, shocked and sort of destroyed by how much pleasure was pumped into her body stroke by stroke.

Nora found it all so fucking arousing. How her hot young brother was just fucking her stepmother to heaven and back. His hands sliding up and down that tight, model-hot body. Her fingers rotated faster and faster around her clit. Nora was going to do it, for real. She was going to cum to her brother. She was going to cum to watching her brother fuck someone.

She was...she would cum to watching her brother fuck her brand new Mommy. 

That thought, all by itself, made hot jolts of pleasure zap through her body. 

“Oh god,” she moaned softly. “Oh, big bro...big bro...M-mommy...Mommyyy...”

Hot, helpless whimpers exited her mouth again and again. Charlie’s hands closed harder around Annette’s throats. Intense wonder filled Nora, and she took her own hand, positioning it by the elbow against the side of the automobile, and felt what it was like to have her breath taken away—literally—as she stared lovingly at her massive hunk brother’s domination of Annette’s beautiful, tiny body. 

After several violent, hard thrusts into Annette’s body, Charlie seemed nearly spent. Annette nodded and crowed, begging for his cum inside her. They didn’t care who heard. 

One hand wrapped in the thick blanket of blond hair, Charlie yanked back on Annette and gave himself to her, spasming deep into her body. It was so easy to believe he was in control—though Nora knew for certain that wasn’t the case. Annette was too powerful, too seductive. But Nora wanted to pretend, just to pretend...

Slowly, he slipped out of her, giving Nora her first real look at her brother’s cock...even if it was from a distance. Huge and shiny. Dripping with cum. With Annette's juices. 

Nora’s own fingers were driving her mad. She came, hips thrusting hard against the seat. Her big green eyes widened with intense, unknowable pleasure, her thoughts filling her own body with phantom brother cocks at every angle. She wanted to be filled by him; taken by him; bred by him.

And as she imagined her own brother breeding her, her pleasure redoubled and she collapsed on the floor of the SUV, high-pitched little moans leaping from her mouth. Her body convulsing in blissful seizure. 

After some time, she managed to slide back up—to see if the two had been caught, perhaps. Or if she herself had been.

But no. Annette had dropped down on the ground to her knees—an what would have seemed like a gesture of obedience if Nora didn’t know better—and eagerly cleaned off Charlie’s cock with her mouth behind the gas station.

* * * * *
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THE HOTEL WAS NOT IMPRESSIVE at first sight, and nor did it begin to impress upon continual second, third, fourth and subsequent sights thereafter. The main edifice squatted between two large steel office buildings, one with a small bakery and bar on the bottom floor. The hotel was painted solid white, or at least it had been long ago. Now the paint flaked off in long strips, leaving strange yellow or gray or sometimes even less-white patches beneath. A parking lot sat between all the rooms, gated in with barely enough room for the cars to maneuver into parking spots. 

The office seemed somehow older than the hotel itself and smelled of spoiled tapioca pudding, a smell Nora knew well from her own stints with charity work. Sometimes, people gave away food that wasn’t good anymore, and sometimes, those cans of food were busted open on the concrete during unpacking. The proprietor was an old, brown man with a thick horseshoe of gray hair, his expression dubious as he showed the three to their room.

“Are you sure it’s just the one you wanted?”

Annette had made all the arrangements. She insisted she was correct, of course. As if the thought of her being wrong about something was just as unthinkable as her not being found attractive, or her tits not drawing men’s eyes. Certainly the propreitor was looking at her expansive cleavage. After her rut with Charlie behind the gas station, she had changed into a tiny blue halter top and a tight, sexy black skirt. She didn't give a reason, explicitly, other than “those clothes were starting to smell like car.” 

But Nora knew it had something to do with Annette's seduction plan of Charlie. The blonde babe was too devious by half. That was why she doted on Charlie for the rest of the ride, staying quiet and deferent, her hands gliding on his thighs and admiring the thick muscles of his triceps and deltoids as he drove. 

Their room was barely enough to be called that. A tiny bed space, and then a small bathroom behind that. Thin walls. Next door they could hear the television blaring. The carpet was centimeters thin and had long patches stained with something—hopefully just dirty water. There was a chair next to the bathroom door. When Nora put her bag on it, it shuddered under the weight, nearly collapsing. The bathroom itself had a door that didn’t shut, a shower that was not much wider than even Nora’s slender body. 

And, worst of all (best of all? Nora had to wonder), there was just one bed. It took up most of the room. A foot of clearance on either side, maybe, and in front of it the television. 

The proprietor, after opening the door, gave Annette the heavy key and walked back to his office.

The three young family members stuffed themselves into the room. Nora slipped on top of the bed, trying to not get too close to Annette. Like she would catch on fire if somehow she managed to touch the blonde’s beautiful, sparkling soft skin.

“I don’t mean to like, try and swim in our privilege or anything, but...” Nora looked around the tiny room, wondering how they would fit. “...we are rich people, right?”

Charlie chuckled. “It’ll be a tight fit, that’s for sure.”

“No, Nora’s right.” Annette squeezed her shoulder. Nora struggled not to roll with discomfort. But whether it was discomfort but distaste at Annette, or distaste for her massive arousal for Annette's gorgeous body, about this she refused to think. “We have to take care of this. It’s not right for us to be all packed up like this. Why don’t you two try to get comfortable and I’ll step out to make some calls?”

On her way out, Charlie had somewhat blocked the door. Nora watched as Annette made a display of herself, rubbing her heavy tits on Charlie’s broad chest and then slipping back around to squeeze her ass between the huge muscular thighs he possessed—all “just to get through the small space.” As if it really had to be so blatantly erotic. 

Nora sneered openly. Annette wasn’t even trying to hide it anymore. It was like after fucking Charlie, she didn’t think she had much left to hide at all. Her hips, wide and delicious, practically popped out of her tiny black skirt. Her heels had blood red bottoms and pushed her thighs up and apart, positioning her ass cheeks high for gripping.

God, but she looks fertile.

The thought came unbidden, but now that it was there, she couldn’t get rid of it. Annette did look fertile. Like some kind of Greek Goddess, with wide hips and overflowing breasts, long hair that bespoke entirely of a tradition of hot, animal rutting to breed out heroes and demi-gods. Her body oozed growth and fruitful multiplying. 

Perhaps that’s what this was all about—with Charlie. Trying to get herself pregnant and pass it off as Archibald’s heir to keep the old man in her pocket. Yes...yes, that seemed like just the sort of thing a bimbo like Annette would do. 

Charlie, for his part, seemed to greatly enjoy Annette’s attentions. After she left, he looked out the window to admire her tight ass in her scandalously tiny outfit. 

Then, slowly, grinning low, Charlie turned to Nora. 

“You still look really hot in those pants, sis.”

Immediately, Nora’s heart thumped fast, up and down from her throat to her stomach. 

“Oh.” She gulped. “T-thank you.”

She was all alone. All alone in this tiny room with this big, big man who, at any time could just decide to hold her down and take her and have his way with her and oh fuck, fuck, why was that so incredibly hot to her? 

Pinned. That's the word she was looking for. He could wrap her arms around her body and pin them there. And then his hand could slide around her throat, keeping her in place, completely under his control and oh fuck—her cunt was dripping wet.

He reached forward and took her arm. Something he had done all his life. And yet this time, it felt like a stranger was doing it. Something terrible and dark and forceful had happened to Charlie, this young stud who she had grown up with. 

It was Annette, thought Nora, allowing herself to be pulled forward. She had corrupted him somehow. Changed him. It was all Annette’s fault.

“And that little shirt.” He played with the edge of her collar, tracing it down to where the first button was actually buttoned—right above the line of her cleavage. “God, your body is so tight. I feel like I could just...” He shivered slightly, sliding one hand down her side.

This was more than just the touch of a brother. That was a lover’s touch. 

“Charlie...hey.” She giggled, trying to give him an escape route, that maybe this was all in good fun. “I’m um...tired...so let’s not do this, okay?”

“I want to do this.” His hand gripped hard on her hip. “I want it right now.”

He pushed her back on the bed. Nora fell back helplessly. Her legs floated together, locked in place only by the frail notions of her timid, insincere resistance.

“No, Charlie, please, I don’t want this...”

“Yes you do,” he growled, pushing up underneath her skirt. Her cunt dripped wet down onto his fingers. The sex there pulsed with urgent, aching need. “I can smell how you want it. I’ve smelled your lust for so long, now. You want it. You just don’t want to want it, do you? You wish you could have some stupid, normal little life where you get away from me and no one ever asks you about why you want to fuck your brother so bad. Don’t you?”

Nora nodded slow. “Y-yes. I’m sorry, Charlie. But...I just can’t. I want it, I want it so bad, but i-it’s so wrong...”

But despite her words, she urged her hips forward into his touch. Actions betraying her true wants. His fingers slid further into her folds. Almost all the way into her entrance.

“It’s not wrong. It’s right. Nothing is more right. I want you, Nora. I’ve always wanted you. And we can both have what we’ve always wanted. How is that wrong? How could that possibly be wrong?”

She didn’t have an answer. 

Slowly, her hands came up to his handsome face, her sex pushing up into his fingers...

“I...I j-just...I’m so confused,” she said. Her fingers tugged down at his collar. God, his skin was so hard. “I feel so strongly for you, Charlie. But it’s all so very...” she struggled not to say ‘wrong.’ “...so irregular.”

“We don’t have to worry about being regular, Nora. That’s for the fools. Now, kiss me.”

And almost she did—but then Annette opened the door.

Nora gasped, withdrawing from Charlie in shame. But he just smiled, staying on top of her and stretching up slow, like a panther on the prowl. The almost-act would have been no secret at all to Annette. She smiled indulgently, blue eyes glimmering heatedly. 

Somehow, her twisted, sick plans included Nora and Charlie getting it on. Nora didn’t understand it, but it drove her wild with sudden, intense rage that the heat that she felt for her brother, the mad love that she wanted so badly to be swept away in, was only nearing possibility because of her taboo-obsessed stepmother.

“There’s a chess convention in town,” said Annette.

“A what?” asked Charlie.

“A worldwide chess expo. The biggest of its kind, ever. And its in Alder City this weekend.”

“And you want to see it?” Charlie shook his head.

Nora rolled her eyes. “She’s explaining why this is our room. And...why we might not get another. Aren’t you?”

Annette nodded. “I’m afraid so. I did find out why this room sucks how it does though. You see, when I was making the reservations, I asked for The King’s Hotel, which is what this is...but I wanted The Kingsland Hotel.”

“God,” said Nora. “You really are just a fucking ditz.”

It was a brutal, mean thing to say. Annette acted like she hadn’t heard it at all. “I suppose we ought to get comfortable how we can. I’d like to walk around town. Show off my lovely new family, yes? What do you say?”

Nora set her jaw and glared at both of them. “I think I need a shower before I do anything else. There's a lot of filth floating around.”

* * * * *
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IN THE SHOWER, NORA tried her best to feel clean. The constant sensation of the hot water on her skin—and thankfully, there was hot water to be had in that horrid place—was almost enough to take her away from the insanity of the last several hours. 

Almost, but not enough. Her mind kept polishing over the perfect feel of Charlie’s fingers on her pussy, like a curator perfecting some display piece at a museum. She wanted that sensation to be with her forever. And she wanted, more than that, to have it separated from the stark, sure knowledge that Annette had arranged all of it. That Charlie didn’t really feel that way for her.

Stepping out of the shower, she left the water on and opened the door slightly. She told herself she didn’t have a reason for it—but she did. She wanted to spy on the two outside. If she opened the door just right, she could catch their reflection in the mirror posted in the minuscule hallway in front of the bathroom door.

The two were already halfway into a conversation. Annette had Charlie’s hands sliding up and down her slender sides and rubbing over the thick globes of her dress in hertiny skirt and halter top.

“—and then, we can shove Nora out of the picture entirely, hmm? Leave her here in the city alone. Crying. Sad. Who would be a stupid ditz then, huh? God, I’d love to see her face when we break her little heart like that. How fun—”

Charlie’s voice was hard and immediate. “You cut that shit out.”

Immediately, Annette’s entire demeanor changed. The haughty, vapid arrogance that so defined her suddenly melted away. Left behind was only a pretty girl desperately vying for the attention of the man she loved. 

“I...I’m sorry, baby.” She got up on the bed, sliding her arms around his waist. “I really am. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said all that. I like Nora. I do. I promise I do. I was a little...a little annoyed, that's all. I'm sorry, baby. Sir. I'm so, so sorry...”

This was incredible. What happened? Why had Annette changed so completely? Nora knew her as a manipulative bitch, willing to do or say anything to get her way...but now it seemed as though she genuinely needed Charlie’s approval just to keep breathing in the world. 

“I can...I can make it up to you,” Annette continued, desperate now to make Charlie happy. “I really can. I promise I can. I take it all back. I’ll...I’ll apologize to Nora? We can work out our differences. We’re adults, after all. It’s only natural that—”

Charlie squeezed her tit, hard. Annette’s speech trailed off, biting her lips to restrain a soulful moan of desire. 

“I’ll...I’ll do anything to make you happy, Sir. Please. I promise. Just...j-just please. Let me feel it again?”

Her hands went down to Charlie’s bulge, squeezing it tight. That clearly wasn’t the only kind of feel she wanted.

“Nora’s in the shower.”

Annette kissed him softly around his face. “She doesn’t ever have to know. We can make it quick. Just if I can feel you again...”

She took Charlie’s hand and put it on her throat, eyes lighting up. Charlie shifted, straightening his position. Now he was very interested. With his other hand, Annette gave herself a slap across the face. The shot reverberated through the small room.

“Maybe you want to teach me another lesson about being your good girl, huh? You made me cum four times in a row, Charlie. I-I-I...please, I need that again...”

Hand still on Annette’s throat, he pushed her down onto the bed, pulling up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties. 

What a slut, thought Nora.

But Nora fingered her wet, slippery body as she watched, unable to help herself. Annette was so fucking pretty, and watching Charlie bang her was so intimate and perfect.

In seconds, Charlie’s pants were down around his ass, and he was thrust deep inside of his Mommy. Nora bucked slightly against the door, mewling softly as she witnessed their forbidden coupling. Wishing she was Annette. Wishing she was hot enough to make Charlie so uncontrollably aroused.

Charlie pushed Annette down on the bed so that she was on all fours, her tits hanging down. He pushed his cock inside of her, and instantly Annette screamed in loud, explosive orgasm. It was unmistakeable. Her high-pitched voice became a mixture of giggles and heated moans; she sounded almost insane.

And then they started talking dirty to each other. Nora’s heat level went off the charts.

“You want to fuck Nora too,” Charlie growled to Annette, slapping one hand down on her ass.

“Oh yeah, baby. I want to fuck your sister.”

“You want me to fuck her, don’t you?” He gripped her throat, leaning over her tight, hot body. “You want me to fuck her.”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes, please...please baby, I want you fuck your little sister sooo bad...”

Nora couldn’t believe her ears. Not only was Charlie in control, but he was absolutely in control, no room for questions anymore. And more than that, he was fucking Annette full of dirty, filthy ideas about what he wanted to do to his sister! His fucking so good, so furious, that Annette had no choice but to accept his views as her own. Annette appeared to cum again, her moans choked through thick fingers of pleasure and her voice choked by Charlie's hot, hard hand. 

Charlie thrust more furiously inside of Annette. Her thick, hot tits smashed down on the bed, ripples of pleasure sliding out from their hot contact on the sheets. The beautiful tanned curves she gave to him were trapped entirely underneath his thick, densely muscled chest, mashing her tits even more.

“Oh yes, do it, Daddy. I deserve it. I need it, please! Please...oh my god, I need your cock so—much—!”

God, that was so filthy and hot. Annette calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. And yet somehow, it seemed right. It felt like...it felt like Charlie deserved it somehow, though why exactly Nora could not say.

Nora could call him that, she realized. She could call Charlie anything, and “Daddy” was one of them. 

She tried it out. “Daddy,” she moaned softly, her clit instantly thrumming with newfound pleasure.

The petite young beauty felt herself getting closer and closer to cumming—and then she noticed for the first time that the two were fucking on top of her bag. 

Her bag, with her mother’s locket inside. 

“Hey! No!”

Nora ran out from the bathroom, hands waving. Her gloriously naked, beautiful virgin body barely covered by her slender arms.

“You are not allowed to do that!”

“What?” Annette giggled happily, and then moaned with sudden empty, vacuous need as Charlie left her body. 

The hulking youth turned to Nora, his cock hard and dripping with Annette’s juices. 

“If you’re not going to fuck me, then she is,” he said, voice hard.

“I don’t care who you fuck,” Nora lied. “But you will not do it on my things.”

She pulled her bag out from under them. Deep inside the third pocket from the top, wrapped in a sock...she let out a breath. Good. Her locket was safe. Good. She took it and slipped it around her neck, not caring that they saw her do it, or that they saw her naked. The sick bastards would probably wind up seeing it anyway, and making it all...all twisted and wrong like they were doing to everything else.

But not her locket.

“Nora, don’t be like that,” Annette slid her hands around Charlie’s erect cock, jacking it slowly. “You can join us...anytime.” Still stroking her son, the seductive blond beauty slid backward on the bed, her hands slipping up toward her pussy. “You can have everything you’ve ever wanted here with us, darling girl...your Mommy and your newer, better Daddy, your Big Bro hunk...”

Thoughts of insanity filled her mind. Taking everything she had ever wanted or needed from these two. In moments of blinding, furious passion, filling up her every last whim and desire with the sensations of their flesh upon her flesh, their lips upon her lips, their fingers up and down her sumptuous young curves. Her hands stroking muscles and tits alike, her face buried in a hot cunt or impaled on a perfectly erect shaft. 

But all of that, every last bit of it, was far too real to ever accept.

Nora dressed hurriedly, and once clothed, fled the scene.

* * * * *
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NOT KNOWING WHERE ELSE to go, Nora simply walked next door to the bar and bakery. She sat down at a booth in the corner and ordered a pastry and a coffee, and tried to think. So wrapped up in her own thoughts was she that the way her gorgeous body delighted the evening patrons of the establishment was lost on her. Her skin was still flushed and a little wet from the scene in the hotel. Her tight leather pants clung to her hot legs, and her sweater, barely buttoned up, showed off the long line of sumptuous cleavage she possessed without her bra. In her rush, she forgot to put on any underwear. Luckily her tits were buoyant enough, and the sweater tight enough, to make it not that uncomfortable. But at the same time, it certainly created a lot of attention at her expense. 

Not that Nora noticed. Her mind raced with uncertainty at the taboo actions of her family members. 

What was happening with those two? 

Just the fact of them fucking was kinky enough. But Annette had gone above and beyond. Calling Charlie “Daddy” like that. How was that manipulating Charlie? How had that factored into making him crazy enough that he’d do whatever she wanted?

And certainly, if Annette was manipulating Charlie, and Nora was still desperately trying to be certain she was, what was the aim of it now? They were fucking wholeheartedly. Like a cheat cardshark who had emptied his sleeves of aces, Annette was out of hands to play, wasn’t she? She couldn’t tell Nora’s stepfather what was happening without indemnifying herself as well. Did she think somehow that she would be solidifying her position once old Archibald died?

But no. That didn’t make sense—the idea of Annette trying to solidify her own position after Archibald passed. She was firmly situated in the will. Arch had sat them down and had a talk about it, so there would be no misunderstandings. They would all be well compensated when he left the earth. More than Nora might ever knew what to do with—though she would get far less than Charlie and Annette.

If Annette was trying to get pregnant—and god, why wouldn’t Charlie get Annette pregnant, she was so clearly fertile and he was so clearly virile, the two of them the perfect breeding couple if there ever was one—but if she was trying to get pregnant, why carry on with all that strange incestuous dirty talk?

So no, it had to be just fun on Annette’s part. But then...why did it seem like she had stopped setting the terms? The submissive look in her eyes when she looked at Charlie. The way she doted on him, showered affection on him, waited for him to order her around, wanting to be slapped and choked by him...

It had to be some kind of strange long con. Something Annette knew about intimately that Nora did not. That was the only explanation. 

As she was lost in thought, her pastry and coffee had arrived. She hadn’t even seen the waiter put it down. It was almost like they had appeared from nothing. She was so surprised, looking at the sudden presence of the food and beverage, that she did not notice Annette enter the establishment until she sat down in front of her. 

The beautiful young blonde was dressed hot, now, ready for a night on the town. The eyes that had previously been fixated on Nora’s braless sweaterbound tits were now firmly situated on Annette’s incredible curves. Her dress was red and tight and just barely went past her ass, so that when she sat down, the lip of her cheeks was clearly visible resting on the leather seat. Her tits were shamelessly shown off with a wide scooping neckline, a sparkling golden pendant resting in the deep valley of her enormous breasts. Tiny jewels sparkled on her tall heels, catching the eye. 

“I think you and I ought to talk,” she said. Her hand reached forward to touch Nora’s, but Nora drew away and crossed her arms.

“I don’t want to talk to you at all. I want you out of my life.”

“Come now, darling. Your life will be very long. Are you sure there’s no place for me in it at all?”

Annette’s phone buzzed. She looked down and smiled, raising one perfect eyebrow. 

“Oh my. Charlie’s so forceful. He just hates the thought of some other man looking at me while I’m out and he’s not around. Do you know what he said just now?”

“I couldn’t even begin to say.”

“He said that if I saw anyone looking at me, to tell Charlie, so that if we came across that man again he could beat the hell out of him.” Annette sighed happily, crushing her phone against her substantial chest. “Isn’t it just lovely to have a man like that in your life? He’s so protective.”

“You’re making him sound insane.”

That certainly wasn’t the Charlie she knew. What had Annette done to him?

“Maybe he is, a little.” Annette giggled. “Nothing wrong with that. So long as he’s insane about me. I’ll just stay out of his way and cheer him on. You can’t tell me that you wouldn’t enjoy watching him beat the shit out of someone, just for you. Not even a little bit?”

Charlie, her perfect knight, covered in blood of battle, having destroyed his enemies just to take his princess bride in the most perfect of possible ways, to fill her with his incredible seed, make her pregnant and hold her up as a trophy over the battered remains of the army he defeated single-handedly...

Nora shook the thought away. No. No, that was wrong. This was all wrong. 

“You’re...why are you doing this to him? He’s done nothing to you.”

Annette just laughed at her. For nearly a minute. Finally, the waiter came by, and asked what they wanted, and Annette struggled to maintain her composure long enough to place an order. He was a short man, the waiter, with a small paunch and a bowl haircut.

“I think we would like...gosh.” Annette clicked her tongue aimlessly, looking over the menu. “What’s your most expensive tequila?”

“That would be the Pangito Limited, ma’am.” The waiter shifted. “Our bar isn’t that great, I’m sorry. But that’s what we have.”

“No, that will do well enough. I’d like...” she eyed Nora up and down, “...eight? Shots. Shall we say? Yes. Eight.”

“I’m afraid I have to ask for some ID, if she’s going to be drinking.” He looked at Nora. “If you are, I mean. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. I won’t be drinking.”

“Oh, yes you will.” Annette tossed her hair back. Suddenly, the simpering bimbo that was eager to do anything Charlie said was gone. Returned, now, was the authoritarian bitch who had somehow connived Archibald Stendler into believing that his best move would be to marry a young, hot model wife who cared close to nothing about him.

“Really, ma’am, I’m sorry, but if she’s drinking, I have to see IDs. I can’t serve you otherwise.”

“Of course you can. You walk on your legs back behind the bar. You grab eight shot glasses—you can count to eight, yes?” she held up eight fingers, thumbs down. “And then you fill them up with that horrid tequila you have. Then, you walk back here. You put them on the table, we drink them and pay you for the privilege. It’s all very straightforward. I don’t like this talk of ‘can’t’s.”

“It’s...you know what I mean, ma’am.” The waiter’s pale face was pained now. His eyes kept shifting down to Annette’s cleavage. His hard-on was growing quickly. “I just...there’s laws.”

“Laws.” Annette rolled her eyes. As if never there had been anything intrinsic in the law to ever give her pause. And why would there be, when every part of the law seemed ready to split for the wealthy and the beautiful? Like wet soil moving before a spade. “I’m the legal parent and guardian of this lovely young lady,” said Annette, “and I’m paying for her drinks. Now, line them up.”

As she spoke, she slid over the booth next to Nora, pushing her body into her daughter’s. Nora felt pinned, trapped, even though she wasn’t really.

It was just that Annette felt so incredibly good against her. It was unfair. She was too pretty to resist properly.

“Ma’am, you can’t be serious.”

“We can talk all day about how serious I am. You can make me go back to my hotel, grab my papers, and then go out to another bar where they’ll be nicer to me. But then, you won’t get to stare at me all night from the bar like I know you already want to. Or my daughter there. Isn’t she hot? And you won’t watch us get drunk. And you won’t wonder...what might happen if I give them a few free drinks? What might happen if...they get a little sloshy? Will Mommy and Daughter start to make out, in their drunk lusty frenzy? Will they offer to suck some waiter’s cock in their wasted gratitude? Anything at all could happen, couldn’t it?”

Annette leaned forward, her cleavage showing. Slowly, she took a fifty dollar bill and pushed it into her cleavage.

“Or,” she smiled brilliantly, “you can take this token of my appreciation. And maybe some more later on in the night if you want. And we just see where the night takes us. What do you think of that?”

The barkeep now trembled with lust. His fingers slid into Annette’s cleavage and he grabbed the money. Annette’s fingers wrapped tight around Nora’s thigh, lust in control. 

“Good boy.”

The waiter walked to the bar and returned shortly with their drinks. Annette lined up six in front of Nora, taking two for herself.

“I don’t require so much. And you really need to loosen up.”

“Where is Charlie?” asked Nora. “Why isn’t he here? What have you done with him?”

Annette began to laugh again, sipping slightly at her shot glass. “It’s more like what has he done to me. Fuck, I can’t remember ever feeling the way about anyone or anything the way I feel about him. You were talking about insanity? He’s driven me insane with his cock, I’m pretty sure. And I don’t care in the slightest. You won’t either. Have a drink, there.”

“I don’t want a drink. I want to know what your game is. Why are you doing this to us? Why are you...” her voice became a heated whisper. “...Why are you fucking my brother?”

Realization dawned on Douzten’s beautiful face, as if she thought herself stupid for the longest time.

“Is that what you’re getting your panties all twisted up about? Oh, darling.” She reached across the table and slid her fingers over Nora’s hand. “He’ll fuck you too. You don’t have to worry about that in the slightest. He wants to fuck you. Horribly. It was all I could do to make him not scream your name when he’s filling me up. And god, does he ever fill me up.” She giggled. “I think I’ll be pregnant before this trip is done. You can be too, if you like.”

The thought was so fiercely arousing, and delivered by such a beautiful vision of a woman, that Nora’s vision went sideways for a moment. Filled by Charlie. Like that. Filled until she was pregnant. Her body could barely stand having that many perfect words inside of her mind. She couldn’t imagine what it might be like to have that much cum in her—her brother’s cum. His hot, alpha, stud seed pouring into her body, loading her up with a special taboo baby made just by him and her. 

“Oh yes, he’s far, far too much of a real man to not take you one way or the other. I thought I could manipulate him, it’s true. I thought I could wrap him around my finger. Have a little fun, like back when I was modeling. Keep it secret, something to keep my busy. God, I got into this life with your stepfather to make everything easy, but I didn’t realize how boring easy was. So...” her eyes glinted sharply. “I went after Charlie. But he...mmm. God, he...”

She drifted off. Nora took a long sip of the tequila, draining a shot glass. Hot now. Interested.

“He what?”

“He made me cum. Harder, faster, more times than I can count. And we’ve only fucked twice now. He...he...” A tear began to slide down Annette’s face. She finished her liquor shot. “I need him, Nora. And he needs you. So I need you to fuck him so I can have him happy.”

“But I...I thought...you were...”

“Only in it for the money? Trying to take advantage of you two?” She shrugged. “That’s how it started. But god, once I got a proper dose of Charlie’s cock, I learned how properly wrong all of that was.”

“You...you what?”

“What I can I say?” Annette giggled. “I tried that. I really did. But Charlie fucked all those thoughts out of my head. I think this is what I really wanted all along. To just be fucking owned by a man like him. An alpha male. I don’t care about taking advantage anymore. Besides taking advantage of you, I mean...or anyone else he wants me to.”

Annette’s hand rose up her thigh again, squeezing even tighter now. She crushed her beautiful body against Nora, sighing softly. Nora took another long drink of tequila. She was getting drunk, now. Letting this happen.

“You see, he works so, so hard to hide his impulses. Threw himself into charity. Tossed away that promising athletic career to devote himself to school activities. Didn’t you ever wonder why?”

Nora took another long drink and finished another shot glass. Only three shots left now. Her thoughts were fuzzy, her body warm. Annette felt so nice. Her voice was so soft. 

“He said it was because...because he liked to...liked to help...people?”

“Don’t be stupid. Nobody likes to help people that much. He could have been at a university by now, training in their best camps. Instead he’s here. With you.”

Slowly, it began to dawn on Nora.

“He...he’s doing it all for me?”

“Well, he knew you weren’t that impressed with sports. And that you really seemed to like charity work. So that helped. But he was also afraid of what he would do on the field. If he gave in to that hot, masculine edge he had...that thoroughly combat-driven urge to conquer and destroy. Once he gave into it, even just once, he was certain he’d give in all the way...and then he would conquer you.”

“And now...now he has given in. Now he’s...he’s...you made him.”

“Well,” Annette bit her lip. “It’s more like he made me, at this point. I’m fucking crazy about him. I can’t explain it. His cock is my everything. I think I’m in love with him, isn’t that crazy? I've never been in love with anyone. Not your stepfather, God knows. But Charlie? Ugh.” She squeezed Nora's thigh hard. Their tits touching over the table. “I fucking worship him. He might be God, for all I know. Or care. All I really know is he wants to fuck you, and that means I’ve got to help him fuck you. By any means necessary.”

Nora gulped and took another shot. Two left, now.

The thought of Charlie having such absolute control over Annette simply because of the way that he fucked her was mind-meltingly hot. In truth, she had only told Charlie that she didn’t like sports as a way to avoid watching him crush his opponents at his games. If she saw him do that, then she didn’t think she would be able to contain herself for very long. If she had to see him covered in a manly sheen of sweat, the blood of the opposing players on his hands or face, his muscles burning with the exertion to exhibit his massive dominance on the field...

For fuck’s sake, she was only a woman. How was she supposed to resist that kind of temptation? 

So she said she didn’t want it. And then he ended up being perfect anyway. Her cunt was on fire with these revelations from Annette. It took everything she had not to whimper and curl up into a ball on Annette’s lap, to have her Mommy (and oh fuck wasn’t it hot thinking about her like that) stroke her hair and tell her it would be all right, that Big Bro would take care of her, that her Big Bro Daddy Charlie was going to fuck her mind right. 

Instead, she got up. Her stance wavered. God, she was really drunk already. That tequila went straight to her head.

“I...I have to go.”

“Where are you going to run, little one? We know where you’re staying. We have all your money.”

“Don’t be silly, love. I know what you want.”

“Shut up. You don’t know anything. You’re...you’re a third-class gold-digging bimbo who couldn’t think her way out of a burning paper bag.”

Nora walked unsteadily out of the bar. But Annette was right behind her. 

The blonde’s soft hands came up on Nora’s back and then around her neck. At first, Nora thought the gesture was to calm her...but then Annette had herlocket in her hands, unbound from Nora’s neck. 

“Wha—hey!” She lunged at Annette, but the drink had slowed her reflexes. Annette was too fast for her.

“This was from your old Mommy, wasn’t it? Charlie told me.” She held it up, sniffing. “It’s not that nice, you know. She probably got it at some junk shop, thinking it would be ‘classic.’ As if.”

Regret and sadness filled Nora. She had thought the same thing herself many times, but tried to quell the thought. “Why...why are you saying that?”

“Because, darling,” Annette drew Nora in, sliding the locket over their shared cleavage. “You’ve got a new Mommy now. A better one.”

Nora whimpered. She couldn’t touch the locket without touching Annette’s hot, perfect tits. And so she did...and her touch lingered, loving the feel of the fertile hot blonde on her fingertips.

Annette walked Nora to the nearby gutter, guiding her hand out with the locket held loosely therein.

“Let it go, sweetling.”

“I...I can’t. It’s all I have of her.”

“And what has she ever done for you, except make you sad? Give it up. Let it go.”

Annette held Nora tight to her fertile young body. Their female forms so alluring under the lamp light of the street. Annette's fingers pressed hard against Nora's clit now. Fingernails sliding into her juicy pink folds. 

“B-but I...I...my mother...”

“Shh, darling. Mommy’s here. Mommy is right here. Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of you. I’ll make sure you feel good all the time. Won’t that be nice?”

Nora’s breath caught. It would be...be so wrong, so naughty, but so good, too, to have a Mommy who was there with her. Who was young and pretty and encouraging and 

“Mommy could bathe you later. Once we get a nicer hotel. Would you like that? Swathing you together in a warm towel after we’re done. Holding you tight in my lap. And we could bring in Charlie to lick away happily at your pussy. Wouldn’t that be just terrific?”

“You’re just...j-just saying this because Charlie wants you to.”

“So what? We should do what he wants. He’s a hunk.”

“I know he’s your big bro...but he’s been more like a Daddy to you than anyone else, hasn’t he? Don’t you want to help me make your real Daddy happy?”

Daddy. 

The word that set her world on fire. Even more than Mommy or Big Bro, Daddy did...things to her.

She’d never had a real, loving Daddy. Archibald was always so distant and cold. Charlie was the closest thing she had to one. If...if he wanted her to call her that, then she would. Unreservedly. Her pussy felt soaked with the thought, juices dripping all through Annette's fingers.

“I think that you want Charlie to be all those things for you. I think you want him to be your big bro. I think you want him to be your lover. I think you want him to be your boyfriend. And I think you want him to be your Daddy. I think you want Charlie to be that all-male for you, everything that has a cock and everyone who can fuck you beyond belief.”

Nora was sopping wet now. The smell was thick and hot. Her thighs slid together, trying to hide the hot liquid heat of her lust from escaping into Annette’s nose.

“Please...”

“Please, what? Please stop saying all the things that you’ve always wanted? Please stop telling you that it’s perfectly okay to want what you want? Let me let you in on a secret, Nora darling...” she leaned forward, her lips pressing against Nora’s gentle earlobe. “...everything you want from Charlie, I want too. And so does he.”

Nora moaned, hips bucking slightly. Wanting so badly to meet Annette’s fingers. They were right there, not far at all. She needed to feel them so badly.

“I tell you what, sweetheart. Let me lick you, okay? Let me lick that soft, hot little virgin pussy of yours. And if you’re not turned on enough by the time Charlie comes back with drinks for us, then I’ll drop the whole thing. I’ll buy you a taxi and a plane ticket tonight, and you’ll be able to go back to your normal, boring little existence.”

“And if...if I am that turned on?”

Annette giggled. “Then he’ll fuck you stupid. And me. Both of us. Because he’s that big of a stud.”

* * * * *
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WHEN THEY RETURNED to the room, Charlie was nowhere to be found. Annette didn’t seem to notice or care. She tossed the drunken Nora down on the bed and immediately ripped down the young beauty's tight leather pants. In seconds, Nora had her bare legs wrapped around Annette's beautiful head, pulling her in to her pussy. 

Annette's tongue was perfect. Taking its time, licking Nora slow. Nora's juices were already everywhere by the time they had gotten into the room. Now they slicked up against Annette's lovely face, her virginal arousal evident. Annette licked up and down her clit, sliding the gentle press of her tongue muscles right where Nora needed it most. Keeping her directly at the edge of orgasm. It was so brilliant. Her body wracked with need.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh god, Annette, please...please keep going...”

As if Annette had any intention of stopping. Her experienced, sexy tongue continued to work on Nora, raising her arousal still. 

Nora felt only seconds away from cumming finally to her new Mommy's touch. She abandoned herself to the idea. She wanted it. And just as she was so, so close, just as it was a mere few seconds away from sliding into the unstoppable torrent of orgasm, Charlie showed up. 

In the midst of her pleasure, Nora had no idea where he might have been. Outside. In the bathroom, maybe. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he was there now.

There, and naked. His massive muscular form was godlike. Every part of him chiseled and ripped with strength. His abs a veritable eight-pack, like a ladder of lust down to his mammoth cock. His biceps pulsing with strength. Shoulders so broad, his thighs so dense.

Annette removed herself from Nora's pussy, her cheeks glistening wet with Nora's juices. Somehow, just looking at Charlie's hulking form was almost as good as getting licked by Annette. He was so perfect—and Nora knew she was going to finally have him inside of her. 

Smiling, Annette moved up to Charlie, pulling him on the bed.

“Get him hard, Nora. Here, I’ll show you how.”

Taking Charlie’s cock in her hands, Annette slid her luscious mouth around the big meat, moaning blissfully as she took it in her body. 

“Gosh,” said Nora. “She’s just...just sucking you.”

“Mmmhmm,” moaned Annette. Slowly, she slid off. “Now, you try.”

Nora approached the cock somewhat uneasily. 

“Go on, sis,” said Charlie. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

He took her by the back of the head and began to guide her in. Inch by inch, Nora approached the cock with her tongue out. The first taste she got was that of Annette’s saliva—it tasted like the bittersweet tequila she had at the bar mixed with Nora's own hot pussy juices. It was...tangy. Sweet. Yummy, even. Curious, Nora tried more, trying to lick it up. Her mouth moved up and down the long shaft, wanting to taste more and more of her Mommy’s taste. Softly, she began to moan with each new taste. After a minute of licking and kissing like this, she noticed that Charlie had become hard.

The cock stood before her totally erect. Totally proud. Long and thick, glorious throbbing veins on its side. It was so beautiful. Had she been licking that? How lucky was she?

Had she been scared of that?

How stupid could she have been? How could anything so incredibly masculine and perfect be bad? 

“Now, take him into your mouth.”

Slowly, Nora obeyed Annette’s order. But she wasn’t slow because of hesitation anymore. No, she was slow because she wanted to luxuriate in this feeling. She wanted to be taken completely over by the sensation of feeling her big brother alpha male’s cock sliding slowly through her thick, warm lips for the first time. Her virgin mouth and his experienced, forbidden cock meeting. Her cunt pulsed with hot pleasure, practically singing at the perfection of thisentrance. 

On the back of her head now, Annette’s hand guided her back and forth. Charlie’s hands were up behind his head, flexing as he pumped slowly into his sister’s mouth. He filled her mouth and then her throat, pushing in deep. Nora gagged slightly, but Annette calmed her body, gently massaging and relaxing her throat. Each new inch a struggle, but a pleasurable one. 

Once far enough, Annette moved Nora backward, letting Charlie's cock gently slide outward, until just the tip was inside. Wrapped tight by Nora's hot lips. And then, Annette pushed Nora back in, guiding her daughter's head on Charlie's hot, taboo dick. They continued like this for several minutes, Nora getting her first real taste of what it was to be a proper good little girl for her big brother. 

But eventually, Annette pulled Nora off Charlie’s cock.

“B-but...” Nora’s face was pure, hot, aroused disappointment. “Isn’t he supposed to...you know, cum?”

“He is, baby...but he’ll do that in your cunt. Won’t you, Daddy?”

Charlie leaned down and kissed Annette on the forehead, nodding gently. “That’s right, baby girl. Put her down on the bed for me.”

But Annette’s deviousness wasn’t entirely fucked out of her yet. Her eyes sparkled mischievously.

“She should see someone get fucked up close before she’s finally fucked, shouldn’t she? So she knows how good it can be.”

“What do you suggest?”

“I think you should fuck me while she sits on my face, Sir. That way, I can lick her...and you two can kiss...and you can empty inside of me and make her watch.”

Charlie smiled. “That’s a good idea.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Nora knew better than to object. The man had made the decision. She couldn’t interfere now. She felt so weak, so lightheaded. It was so much easier just to go along with everything they said. 

Annette guided Nora down onto her beautiful face so that Nora faced down on Annette's body, toward her legs. The thick, blond hair Annette possessed worked almost like a cushion for the virginal beauty. Slowly, Annette began to lick—but it was more intense than it had been before. No longer with the gentle, light thrusts into Nora’s nub. No, now the licks were long and luxuriating, putting hard pressure on Nora’s body again.

She watched, with amazement, as Charlie’s thick, magnificent cock entered their Mommy’s tight cunt.

“Ohhhh fuck,” Nora moaned. She didn’t know if it was from the pleasure of having her clit licked or from the amazement of watching that perfect entrance by Charlie into their mother. She didn’t care. All her pleasure was one now. There was no separating it. What was the difference between the white and yolk of an egg after it was cooked? You couldn’t take them apart no matter how you tried, and Nora was cooked now, thoroughly. Her mind scrambled specifically just for her Man. 

“Cum in her,” Nora whispered, needing to see it. “Please do it? Please cum in her, Big Bro. Please? Please let me watch you fuck another woman. Get her...g-get her pregnant, please?”

Charlie just grinned. As if he could cum on command. As if he had just been waiting. He furiously increased the pace of his thrusts. Before, he had been fast but steady. Now, he became close to brutal, his fingers digging in tight on Annette's tits, on Nora's hips.

“Fuck your cunt,” he grunted. “Fucking...own your little body...”

Nora nodded, eyes wide. “Yes, you do! You own her, Sir. You own her.”

Finally, Charlie came inside Annette. Nora leaned in and kissed him hotly as he did, pulling him tight. God, she wanted him. Annette's tonguing efforts became completely unrestrained, hot moans exiting her mouth. Nora felt herself cumming at the same time, finally kissing her brother, Annette's tongue wild and hot on her clit. Her body thrummed with pleasure.

Charlie pulled out of Annette, still cumming all over the place. Spraying onto the sheets, onto Annette's body, the warmth globbing even onto Nora's form. Charlie took her by the shoulders and pushed her down, wasting no time. Staying hard. His cock finished cumming, but it stayed hard. God, how was that possible? 

His cock felt huge, throbbing against her entrance. And then, with no warning, he was inside of Nora. Charlie finally, finally entered his sister. 

The same time that he thrust his hugeness inside of her body, he tugged back hard on Nora's thick hair, pushing his length almost all the way inside of her virgin form. Her virginal resistance was like nothing to him, just like every other kind of resistance he encountered would be piledriven through.

“Oh fuck, Big Bro!” Nora moaned. “Oh god, oh god! You're so fucking big!”

Annette nodded wildly, wiping her sweaty, hot form into her man's. She had recovered, at least bodily, and was actively encouraging Charlie to fuck his sister harder. Cooing in his ear, pushing up against him as he fucked deeper and deeper. 

“God,” grunted Charlie. “Even...tighter...than Annette.”

He fucked her harder and harder, unable to restrain himself.

Nora reveled in this hot feeling of perfect release. Never before in her life had anything felt so very right. She had been terrified, even in the moments leading right up to this, that she would feel violated somehow. That it would feel wrong. But it didn’t. It felt terrific.

“Oh god, yeah!” Nora cried. “Please...please give me your load, Sir.”

“You want it? You want my fucking cum in your belly?”

“Yes, big bro! Oh god, yes!”

“You want me to put a baby in your belly? Is that what you really want?”

Oh god. The thought drove her suddenly wild. Her pussy began clenching harder than ever before, the soft glove taking a firm hold of her love’s incredible cock.

“Yes, oh my god, yes! Give me your baby! I want you to fuck me pregnant, oh my god yes!”

“Do it,” Annette urged him, pushing on his back. “Fuck her pregnant, like she said. Fuck her as pregnant as you got me, baby.”

He wrapped his hand around her throat hard.

“Call me Daddy. You know it’s true. Tell me who I am.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Nora moaned. “Fuck me, please! I need it! I need your daddycock! I need your fucking daddyload filling me, oh my god please Daddy!”

The first thing Nora felt was warmth. Heat. It was perfect, so incredibly perfect, so much more than she ever could have dreamed. It felt almost intangible, like she was being flooded with someone else’s emotion, spraying up and down in her tight, tiny virgin canal. And then she felt all the hot stickiness of it, the stubborn gobs sliding up and down inside of her body. It was so right. Her body came instantly, and for a moment she felt her mind removed from the sensation because it was so intense. And then finally her brain caught up with the pleasure, and her mind blinked on and off, on and off, as pulse after pulse of intense waving pleasure struck through her body.

Charlie held her tight, their hips spasming together, bodies writhing in perfect unison that only kin could ever know. 

Her brother’s cum in her. Her Daddy’s cum. Finally. Finally. She felt complete.

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, AFTER they had fucked themselves into a state of exhaustion, after they all came down from the high of their shared lust, Charlie lay back in the hotel bed with Annette and Nora snuggled up against him. 

The bed beneath them felt broken in half. They were definitely going to have to get a new hotel room. They could go to a new city. It wasn't like this one mattered, really. All that mattered was the three of them being together.

Charlie sighed, stroking the hair of his ladies. “I want to see you both with swollen bellies. Lactating together. Sliding your preggo bodies all over my cock. You got that?”

He sounded like he was just musing. Fantasizing. But of course, Annette took it seriously.

“Did you hear that, Nora?” Annette leaned in and grinned, kissing the dark-haired beauty briefly. “We’re going to raise our babies together. It’ll be so hot. We’ll be pregnant together, and your new Daddy will make sure to take care of us right.”

Nora kissed her back, finally. Sweet and hot. Giving and taking. “Thank you, Mommy. For making me understand what my big bro, what my Daddy...what he needed.”

Annette smiled, stroking her head. “Of course, darling. Mommy loves you.”

“I love you, Mommy.”

Then they snuggled back into Charlie’s massive form, their hands cradling around his cock. Hoping that maybe, just maybe, they could coax him to another hot ride.

# # #
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Bust Ray – Sleepover
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Blair took a long breath, arranging herself in the kitchen in her thick flannel pajamas. She floated around the snacks she had spent all day preparing—the tiny prosciutto and flat bread sandwiches, the layered lemon-and-berry tarts, the fizzy orange drinks she had whipped up from scratch. Blair enjoyed entertaining for guests—her father frequently had business partners over and she made it her business to keep them occupied with her cooking, so that they readily agreed to whatever deals he put on the table. He was her “secret weapon” and she was proud of it. 

One thing she had always been rather resentful of towards her stepmother, Margaret, was her inability (or just plain unwillingness) to help Blair in this regard. In fact, once Margaret had entered the family some three years prior, she’d become the other secret weapon. It wasn’t every day that a regular businessman was in the presence of an honest-to-god gorgeous, beauty queen blonde, after all, and Margaret fit that description to a tee. 

And now, just when Blair could really use a hand in bringing the treats and drinks up to her hopefully-new-friends, Margaret was nowhere to be found. Probably exercising on her goddamn stair machine. 

Blair swallowed the huff that was rising in her throat and tried to reflect on what to do next. Charades? Board games? Put on a movie? 

Something had to be done. So far, the sleepover had not been going well. 

Blair was eighteen. She had graduated high school a month ago, as had her adopted brother Leonard, and she was hoping to make her first year at her new university a great success. And she knew the key to that was to surround herself with people she really loved. Failing that, she wanted to surround herself with people she connected with, one way or the other. Everyone had their strengths, everyone had lovely idiosyncrasies that made them valuable and lovable.

What she had hoped for when arranging this get-together was for her and her two future roommates, Coraline and Gabrielle, at Bloomingdale Heights University, to really get to know one another and learn each other’s best qualities. They had traded emails in the weeks leading up to tonight, but those weren’t really indicative of how people actually got along—as she was finding out tonight. 

Take Coraline, for instance. In her emails, she had been eloquent and chatty, happy to hear about Blair’s proposed major in kinesiology and to provide plenty of details about her own pursuit of a biology degree so she could study bats for the rest of her life. 

In contrast, Gabrielle had been laconic and dull, not adding much to the email chain and when she did it usually some trending meme or gif that she had picked up off from twitter. She came across as the type who largely formed her political opinions based on the half-analyzed tweets from her favorite celebrities. 

In real life, however, up close and personal, the dynamic changed considerably. 

Coraline was withdrawn and quiet. After even the slightest offering to a conversation, she withdrew behind a thick layer of overlong hair that made her look like a scary girl monster from a horror movie. Gone was the bright, enthusiastic young woman who wanted so badly to communicate about mammalian flight patterns and echolocation. Instead, there was a pale young woman who seemed in horror at the fact of her own acne and didn’t want to speak lest she actually be noticed for more than the two seconds it took to walk past her.

Gabrielle, on the other hand...

Well.

You could take one look at Gabrielle—her designer wrist-watch, her expensive purse, her luxurious sweater-dress, her silky tights—and you could tell that she was well-used to being the richest girl in a small town that wasn’t used to having anyone as pretty or as cultured as she was. Diamond earrings sparkled in her ears, with more diamonds glittering on her anklet and bracelets. 

“Daddy got them for me,” she had explained. “He’s a very important lawyer for a law firm upstate.”

Furthermore, Gabrielle was—bluntly—completely gorgeous. Her hair was an effortless angelic sweep of chestnut locks, perfectly coiffed in beach babe style. Her eyes were bright and green, her face like a beautiful doe given human form. No doubt she was the sort who didn’t even have to watch her diet to stay in her sensationally slender shape with its thoroughly large breasts, tight ass, and teensy waist. Coraline, no doubt, felt intimidated by this clear picture of feminine beauty—and heck, Blair did too. 

Blair was somewhere in between the gestational thickness of Coraline and the almost unnerving skinniness of Gabrielle; she watched what she ate and worked out frequently, but she also had severe hankerings for pizza every other week or so that couldn’t be denied. Her hair was blond and short, and she was a lovely young woman. Men often mistook her and Margaret for a biological mother and daughter, though Blair could not help but think that when they said this they were inwardly wondering how the apple had fallen so far from the tree. 

Margaret was painfully, obtrusively gorgeous. It stuck in Blair's mind frequently that she would never live up to the standard of beauty her stepmother created.

She made her way back upstairs, carefully balancing the precarious load of treats and drinks. At the top of the stairs, she heard voices—and inwardly cheered. They were talking to each other! So far only Blair had been the conduit for opinions, trying to forcefully toss the ball of conversation through the girls' nets.

But when she opened the door to her room, she saw instead her mother Margaret and Gabrielle comparing pajamas. Both were dressed in soft, form-fitting silk with plunging v-necks. Blair’s own were heavy cloth, and Coraline’s didn’t even match—a thick sweatshirt drooping low over a pair of stained sweatpants. 

“Hello, dear!” said Margaret. “Your new friend and I were just talking shop about materials. Did you know her father was a lawyer? And a lawyer at a big law firm. Preston, Preston, and Markson, wasn’t that right?”

“Yes,” said Gabrielle. “He’s the Markson, obviously. A full partner.”

“She had.” Blair gritted her teeth, trying to smile. She had made it very clear to her stepmother that she wanted this to be a night exclusive from her interference.

“Well,” said Margaret, clearly reading Blair’s expression. “I’ll leave you girls to it.”

She walked out, giving Gabrielle a brief hug as she left. It was just like pretty girls, wasn't it, to group up like that. To know their own kind, no matter their age. 

Gabrielle had a greater ally in Margaret after ten minutes of talking than Blair did for three years of living. 

She stifled the need to huff, presenting the tray of treats. “I brought us some snacks,” she said, gesturing with the tray and setting it down on her table

Her room was large—bookshelves and a small television set on one side, along with her computer desk. A big open window at the far end, complete with balcony. Next to that was her bed, a queen-size, which she loved and could never go less than. And then there was her make-up table and a small craft station back closer to the door. That was where she set the treats.

Coraline sat on the floor, one arm wrapped around the pillar of Blair's computer desk.

“I don’t really eat in the evenings,” said Gabrielle, pacing and taking long struts across the length of the room. “I’m on a pretty dedicated fasting diet. Nothing from seven to seven, you know?”

Coraline looked at the treats with obvious hunger. Blair could hear her tummy rumbling. But Blair could also see the wheels turning—Coraline had been around pretty girls before—mean girls like Gabrielle who would take Coraline’s hunger as a sign of weakness. She shook her head, looking sadly at the gathered food.

“Well,” said Blair, taking a sandwich. “It’s right here if anyone wants any.”

Gabrielle smiled generously at Blair. “Well, we can't have willpower, I know. It's kind of a curse, really, being able to turn things down. People think I'm such a bitch sometimes.”

Only sometimes? Blair thought. 

“I'm sure you're just misunderstood,” said Blair. “So, what do you guys want to do? The night is still young. I can pop in a movie. Or I have some board games...”

“Ugh,” said Gabrielle. “I'm already 'board' with them.” 

She laughed tremendously at her own joke. Coraline let out a nervous little titter. Her voice was squeaky and oddly high-pitched. 

“Why don’t we play truth or dare?” suggested Gabrielle.

“Sure!” said Blair, eager to do anything to get them to get along.

Coraline shrugged and mumbled out an acquiescent sound. Very quickly, they sat in a small circle. Originally, Blair sat on the corner of her bed, but Gabrielle sat down there and edged Blair out until she was on the floor with Coraline. This was done in silence. 

Gabrielle was establishing herself as top girl. It was just what she did, like a lion stealing a lioness's kill.

Gabrielle turned to Blair. “You go first, Miss Hostess. Truth or dare?”

“Oh...” She put her hands on her hips, sitting down on her bed. “I never know what to say. Truth, I guess?”

“Lame.” Gabrielle huffed. “Whatever. Truth it is. Have you got a crush on your brother?”

“Wh-what?”

Blair was taken aback.

“What?” Gabrielle asked, smiling wickedly. “I saw him. He’s totally cute. You could probably fuck him if you wanted. It’s totally legal. Not like, approved, or anything, but there’s nothing against fucking your adopted brother.”

“I...that’s really inappropriate, and...well, no, I don’t have a crush on him. Jeez.”

Gabrielle rolled her eyes. “Whatever. You’re just lucky I didn’t dare you to go kiss him. You’re next, Coraline. Truth or dare?”

“Isn’t it my turn to ask?” asked Blair.

Gabrielle shrugged. “I like the game better when I’m in charge. Truth or dare?” she asked again. 

“...truth?” Coraline croaked.

“Come onnn.” Gabrielle shook her arms. “Don’t be lame like her. Do a dare. Please?”

“Uh...sure. Okay. Dare, then.”

“Dare! Yes!” Gabrielle shot up, walking around Blair’s room, looking for ideas. 

Blair’s heart beat very fast. She wasn’t sure what Gabrielle was up to, but she could tell it was absolutely no good. She shouldn’t have agreed to this game. She should have brought her own game to play—something fun and light. Something that didn’t involve a girl who was clearly some kind of sociopath daring the two of them to do anything. 

“Oh, let’s start off small. I want you to shoot yourself in the face with this gun.”

She picked up a shiny orange and green gun from off the floor. 

“What’s that?” Blair asked. “That’s not mine. Where did you get that?”

“It was just on the floor here. You can have toys, it’s not a big deal.” Gabrielle winked. “My little brother has this same thing, I think. It shoots out a soft little orange ball. It won’t even hurt that bad, promise. We’re just getting started, after all.”

“I...” Coraline took the gun in her pudgy hands, her mouth twisting. “You’re sure it’s just some toy?”

“It’ll smack you in the face pretty hard and that’s it.”

Coraline sighed, placing the gun against her cheek, winced, and pulled the trigger. 

But it wasn’t a soft little ball that hit her in the face. Blair could feel it. It was a hard, reverberating wave of lust, thumping through Coraline’s body and sending her flat on her ass down to the ground. 

She was unconscious. 

* * * * * 
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CORALINE FELT good. 

She had never in her life felt as good as she did in that moment. She didn’t even know anything could feel this good. Her entire body felt like it was singing some incredible hybrid of all the favorite songs that had ever been stuck in her head for her entire life—every atom joining in on the chorus, chanting and moaning and adoring at the top of their little atomic lungs.

But moaning for who?

There was someone. A him. No—not just a “him,” a HIM.

But who was it? Did these girls know?

They just sounded angry and confused. Gathering all the strength of her limited brainpower, Coraline listened to Gabrielle and Blair going back and forth. 

“What did we do?”

“What did we do?” Gabrielle put her hands on her hips. “What did you do? Why didn’t you tell me you had some weird self-defense stun gun thing in your room? You saw me pick it up!”

“I thought you brought it or something! You said your brother had one like it. I’ve never seen that thing before in my life!”

They were red-faced, standing, their hair all out of sorts.

Coraline rose up onto her elbows, giggling. “You guys are like, so freaked out. Do either of you want me to lick your pussies so you can chill?”

They turned in one motion, looking at her and staring in shock. 

Gabrielle in particular looked offended. “What the fuck did you say, lesbo?” 

“I wanted to know if you wanted me to lick your pussy.”

Her voice sounded different. That was funny. She giggled. It was soft and melodious, every last sound feeling feminine and free. 

“Wh-what’s happening to her?” Blair asked. “There’s something happening, right? You see that, right?”

“See wazzat now?” Coraline asked.

Her voice, though smooth and silky soft, was a bit slurred. That only made sense. She felt drunk, like someone had mainlined a liter of vodka straight to her cerebral cortex. 

But yes, she could see something happening. 

Taking a look down at herself, she saw her skin rapidly becoming less and less pale and more and more beautifully tanned—bronze in color, the shading perfect. Not too much, not too harsh—just enough to make her entire palette look sun-kissed and blessed with a natural vigor that even the rich people living in coastal cities would pay a fortune to attain. She giggled, looking at it all.

Once upon a time, she had a bad problem with acne on her shoulders, her arms, even her thighs and belly. But now, as she examined herself—there was nothing of the sort. Her skin was smooth, blemish-less, completely without a flaw. Amazed at this result, she ran her hands up and down the changed skin—and collapsed again, feeling an uncontrollable urge to touch her pussy at such direct human contact. 

Even a touch from herself was too much to handle. 

Fingers stuffed up into her panties, she kicked off her sweatpants, finding it rather easy. Her legs were longer and stronger than they had been before. Not even five minutes ago, she had looked like a fried chicken drumstick, complete with crusty skin. Now her form was rapidly looking more and more like a supermodel’s—svelte, curvy, and graceful. 

Very curvy, she noticed, fingers still stuffed inside her cunt. Her hips were twice as wide as her waist—and her waist was narrowing constantly. 

“Stop fucking touching yourself, you fucking perv,” said Gabrielle. But her heart wasn’t in it. She too was too amazed by what she was seeing to actually be bothered to try and really stop Coraline from doing what she was doing. 

Because the most amazing changes were still happening. Coraline’s hair had always been long. She didn’t take terrific care of it—not washing it enough or combing it ever—but there was some anime-loving part of her that wanted long hair just because. 

She was a fucking nerd, obvi. Every girl like her was.

Now, though, she suddenly realized there was an even truer part of her that wanted long hair. She didn’t want it just because. She wanted long, sexy, vibrant, healthy hair just because it attracted men. Men wanted a bimbo babe with thick, long hair that advertised her body as something to be admired and adored. They wanted a trophy’s hair to play with as their cocks were sucked dry. 

They wanted something to grab a hold of and whip around while they had their way with a woman whether she said yes or not. Men wanted to know that women were nothing but eager, helpless, happy decorations, every part of herself made pretty to please Him.

And that’s why her hair was long. And that’s why—though she watched with delight—she was not exactly surprised when her hair became thicker, shinier, and more vibrant before her very eyes. The color had been a ruddy, almost pukish brown before. Now it was a vibrant, hot walnut color, bright and delicious, so thick that it ran through her fingers like soft water. On its very own, it styled itself down her back into a long waterfall of tresses and locks, each one brighter and more voluminous than the last. 

“God,” said Coraline, standing up with her fingers still in her snatch, feeling the hot current of orgasm running through her tight young teen body. “I’m so fucking hot.”

And she really was. Coraline tore off her thick sweater, standing up naked between Gabrielle and Blair. She was on her tippy-toes; she couldn't help but walk with her heels up. Maybe her calf muscles had shortened? She needed to put on some heels to help her. 

It was then—only then—that they noticed that Coraline hadn’t been wearing a bra.

She hadn’t needed one, really. Though she had been overweight, her breasts didn’t exactly come as part of the package deal. Her mother had practically zero tits, and the same with her mother, and her mother, and so on. But now, Coraline’s tits grew rapidly, ballooning out first to the size of baseballs, then fists, then heavy, ripe melons. The flesh jiggled and shook, every current of air sending a spike of pleasure through her bliss-saturated system.

Her nipples progressed until they were hot little brown raspberries, ripe for picking. She flicked one, a flood of pleasure flooding her.

“Oh fuck, oh cool,” she moaned, meanwhile forgetting everything she had ever learned in her life about biology in a matter of seconds. That sort of knowledge wasn’t needed for her future life as a bimbo fuckslave. If she could have been made aware of such an event happening, she would have wished the braincells farewell—before locking the door on them to ensure they never returned. 

Her cunt gushed.

What finally made her double-over in mind-bending orgasm was seeing her face on Blair’s desk mirror. Once so plain and acne-scarred, painfully vanilla, Coraline’s looks were now exotic and delightful. She had gorgeous brown eyes and thick cock-sucking lips, a cute button nose and a certain elegant mystique that would mean that guys wouldn’t know what an airhead she was until well-after she opened her mouth. It was hotter that way—she could look more elegant and regal for Him that way when he paraded her around town. 

Dropping to her knees, rapidly sliding her fingers across her clit, bliss cascading through her form, she let out a long happy moan of complete sexual rapture. 

“I-I'm s-so so hot!” 

Gabrielle and Blair just watched, dumbfounded, jaws agape, as Coraline vibrated and shook with pure sexual pleasure. Her body was covered over with a thick sheen of sexual sweat. 

As her orgasm subsided, she could see that Blair and Gabrielle were both blushing furiously. Their bodies were covered in sweat. They were so pretty. Girls were so fucking pretty.

How had Coraline never noticed how fucking pretty girls were before? She thought she'd been asexual. How stupid was that?

“Can I like, lick your pussies now?” she asked the two of them. 

Blair and Gabrielle exchanged horrified looks, hesitating briefly. Then, without saying anything, they pushed her quickly out of the room. 

Coraline was totally confused. What was their deal? Did they think she wasn’t any good at licking pussy?

Because Coraline knew she was fantastic at licking pussy. She knew she was fantastic, as a matter of fact, at every part of sex, despite being a complete virgin in even the most liberal usage of the word. Before tonight, she had hardly ever stuck her fingers into her cunt, let alone kissed a boy (and god forbid, a girl). 

But now, sitting outside the closed door of Blair's room, sex was all she could think about.

Sex was all she fucking was. She needed it. She needed a lot of it. 

Someone needed to help her out with it. And soon. She felt like her body was going to burst, even though she was thinner than she ever had been before. 

She held her head to the air, sniffing. There was...something nearby. Something she wanted. Someone she wanted. 

Giggling and skipping down the hall, she approached the door that belonged to Him. She already knew He was there. It only made sense.

She didn’t even have to knock. It was so perfect. He could smell her, she knew He could.

Instead, he opened the door. “Hey, Blair? Are you all...right...?”

His words trailed off as he saw Coraline there on her knees before him, looking up with a plaintive look on her face. She thought very hard about the most important sentence she would ever say in her life.

“I like, really really, super duper, totally need to suck your cock.” She licked her lips, drooling heavily. “Can I, pretty please?”

* * * * * 
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LEONARD COULDN’T QUITE believe what was happening. 

The whole day had been a bit of a surprise, really. First, he’d been rejected from Mountain State University, his number one choice for college. He had a few back-up schools still in the works, but that was the big one and he was properly devastated from not being able to go. They'd had the number one engineering school in the state.

He hadn’t told anyone—not even Blair, whom he usually shared everything with. The two were close—not properly close as brother and sister might be, but still close enough that they were good friends. She was a good listener, but she had enough on her plate with this party thing she was doing, and he didn’t want to bother her with his troubles.

The second thing that had been unbelievable was Gabrielle.

She was every sort of woman who got his cock hard. Rich, snobby, and gorgeous, every part of him wanted to fuck her until she was screaming his name and begging to be allowed to breathe. 

Gabrielle hit his buttons so hard that he had been watching her from the banister above the entryway, covertly stroking his cock while she snootily picked away at his house’s furnishings and design choices. 

It wasn’t that he wanted to fuck the snobbery out of her. He just wanted that snobby look to exist for everyone but him. Was that so much to ask? Was it so much to ask to want to fuck the everloving shit out of a stuck-up cunt who only existed for his pleasure?

As she quietly and deliberately tore down his sister and his home, he got harder and harder. Her elitism was the definition of erotic for him.

Like, obviously it was too much to ask to fuck the everloving shit out of a stuck-up cunt who only existed for his pleasure. Obviously. He knew that. He wasn't stupid. He also knew he wasn't the type her type went for—he wasn't rich, tall and muscular, or famous.

But it wasn’t too much to ask to jerk off to it—and so that’s what he had been doing for the two hours since Gabrielle had arrived and he’d gotten a good, long look at her. The thought had crossed his mind—repeatedly—to try and interrupt Blair’s sleepover somehow, though he wasn’t sure quite how to do it and still look cool. 

It was imperative to look cool, because if he looked like a geek for even a second, then Gabrielle would jump on him and all that amazing power of her beauty and cruel analysis would be turned on him. Then, he’d probably have trouble getting it up for like a month, and that whole section of his weird kink would be ruined probably forever. He'd have to re-align his kinks, and he fucking liked his kinks. 

It was just too scary a thought to actually talk to her. So long as he didn’t, he couldn’t see the disapproval in those heartbreakingly hot green eyes. He could just keep seeing her gorgeous, snide elite looks, and he could insert those looks right at his side, with his hand sliding up that tiny dress of hers...

So, there were those two things—those were a weird mixture of surprising and bad, being rejected and the fear of being rejected.

And then there was this—with Coraline, on her knees right in his room.

Sucking his cock.

Sucking his cock amazingly well. Like, porn star good. She spat hard on his shaft to keep it lubricated, stroking it urgently and looking up at him with deep reverence. They were in his bedroom in the corner of the upstairs. The floor was carpeted, lucky for Coraline, who insisted on traveling everywhere on her knees—and the walls were covered with posters of all his favorite alt-rock and prog-rock bands. 

His computer set up was in the corner alongside a guitar he barely knew how to play and a thick stack of books that were in desperate need of a good shelf. His bed was close to the ground and so his legs were splayed out, pants still awkwardly hanging at his ankles, and Coraline obediently and dutifully sucked him off. 

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Jesus. You’re fucking amazing at that,” he said.

“Mmmph.” She just sucked him harder, puffy lips sliding over his rod, loving his praise. 

His orgasm was close. He didn’t know what had happened to Coraline—when she had arrived, she seemed like such a fat, ugly mouse, especially compared to Gabrielle—but she was a fucking rocking pornstar goddess now. Long locks of her brilliantly brunette hair licked against his feet, sliding across her body and down between his legs. 

“Shit,” he grunted. “I’m gonna cum. Gonna...gonna cum...”

The ball of white hot need erupted inside of him and he let it all go with a thick shudder. He shot his heavy load down her throat, groaning as she swallowed every last drop. She smiled at him, drool and cum splattered all over her chin and lips, and she was gorgeous. He stroked her hair, and she nuzzled her hand into his hand like a dog.

“Fuck, you’re so pretty,” he said, stroking her face.

“Thank you, Master.”

He let that sink in for a moment. He was short on breath—she had given him a hell of an orgasm.

“What does that mean,” he asked, “this Master thing? Why are you calling me that?”

“Because you are my Master. You are Him. Are you not, Sire? Should I not have sucked your cock?”

Well, he certainly wasn’t going to suggest that, but...

“Where did this...I mean, how...” he shook his head. “Help me out, here. A couple of hours ago you were...you were...”

“Ugly. Unattractive.” 

She sneered while she said it. He felt his cock—somehow, amazingly—twitching with excitement.

“Yeah, I guess. And now you’re fucking smoking hot.”

She tittered happily. “Thank you, Master.”

“And you’re calling me Master, asking to serve me and all of this. What happened?”

Her face scrunched inward. “It’s hard to recall, Sir. Thinking is not my best skill.”

“Try.” He lowered his voice. “I...order...you to try.”

“Yes, Sir.” She put a hand to her head, licking her lips. He had to resist the urge to slide his half-hard cock against those plush love cushions and feel her suck him again. 

She did this for a long while, thinking and thinking, her face squirming. 

“I remember...I remember...waking up in Blair’s room. Blair is pretty. Gabrielle is really pretty. They both could service your cock like I do, if you really wanted.”

Her hands landed on her tits and she began to rub them intently. The room began to fill with a soft, erotic scent—like raspberries and cream and sex. Thick droplets of heavy, delicious-looking milk dripped through her fingers. 

“Coraline,” he said, looking down.

“Mmm. Master.”

“Coraline,” he said again, more urgently. “You’re dripping.”

“Dripping?” She looked down. “Oh. Would you like some, Master?” She slipped up a fingerful of her milk and slurped it down, moaning rapturously. “I taste delicious.”

The smell of her milk was like heaven. He inhaled deeply, feeling a spicy, intoxicating mixture moving around in his belly and mind. It felt like there was an electrical dynamo operating in his belly. 

His cock was hard again. Why was his cock hard again?

More importantly, how was his cock hard again? She’d just given him the orgasm of a lifetime. He didn’t think he would have been able to cum again for at least a day or so. And yet there he was, hard as hell and looking at this lactating, willing beauty as she offered him every single part of herself. 

He gulped, standing up. 

“I think...” he licked his lips slightly. “I think we need to have a talk with Blair about this.”

In moments, he had his pants back up around his waist—the crotch area stretching around his eager boner—and he knocked on the door of his sister.

“Blair,” he said. “We have to talk. Something...something’s happened.”

She opened the door, just a crack, frowning deeply. “Sleepover, dude. No boys.”

Blair was sounding tough, but looked scared.

“Come on.” He was exasperated. “Something’s happened to Coraline. We need to talk about it.”

“Yeah,” said Coraline, suddenly at Leonard’s side. She leaned into his arm, softly kissing his shoulder, her tits docking around his bicep. “Something’s happened to me and we should talk about it. It’s super weird. I haven’t had his cock in me for like, five whole minutes? And it’s freaking me out.”

Blair flung the door open wide, enraged. “You put your cock in her?” 

“I didn’t have...”

He was about to say he didn’t have a choice, but then, if Coraline was his slave—as she insisted—and he was her Master, then he supposed he really did have a choice. Then he looked at her body, so trim and tanned, so toned, so fucking busty, with hot milk dripping down from her tits making her all the more shiny and wet. He didn’t really have a choice, unless you were to say a starving man had a choice to not eat a hamburger that was passed under his nose. Maybe he had a choice, but it wasn’t exactly a fair one, was it?

“I didn’t think it through,” he said. “She just...fucking offered herself to me. And look at her. For god’s sake, Blair, she’s hot as hell.”

Blair did look. She looked for a long time. Leonard felt his cock bulging at that. 

What the fuck was wrong with him? That was his sister.

His really, really attractive sister.

“But that’s not...that’s wrong,” said Blair. “She’s been changed.”

“I didn’t know that! I just knew a hot babe wanted to fuck.”

“He’s got a point,” said Gabrielle, examining her nails on the bed. 

“Thank you,” said Leonard. “See? I have a point.”

Blair huffed, tugging both he and Coraline into the room. “It’s still weird.”

She walked to her desk and gingerly picked up a plastic-looking toy gun and waved it in Leonard’s face. “Somehow,” said Blair, “this changed Coraline. We don’t know how or why. But Gabrielle shot her—”

“Excuse me?” Gabrielle stood up. 

Leonard had to shift, hoping he could hide the boner growing even harder in his pants. She was even hotter when she was standing up—and now she was angry. Her cheeks flushed. Her legs were like the stems of some beautiful flower. He seriously wanted to fuck her, and even more now that he had broken his blowjob cherry with Coraline. 

“I didn’t shoot her,” said Gabrielle. “She shot herself with that thing.”

“Well, you dared her to do it.”

“And you had it in your room! We can go down this rabbit hole all night long, bitch.”

Blair huffed, giving Leonard a look—you see what I’m dealing with?

Leonard really did. To be honest, watching Gabrielle verbally rake his sister over the coals was incredibly hot for him, and he liked Blair. 

Briefly, an image flashed in his mind—Gabrielle in sparkling black lingerie, staring at him with love and adoration in her eyes. The kind that Coraline already had. Her hand was on Blair’s head, with Blair kneeling before Leonard. Blair was apologizing, sorry she wasn’t as pretty as Gabrielle, but she was still bimbofied and hotter than ever thanks to the same thing that happened to Coraline. And Gabrielle, telling Leonard she needed so bad to be his girlyfriend loveslave, forced Blair’s head forward onto Leonard’s thick shaft, her cunt aching as she watched Leonard’s blond sister making love to his cock with her mouth, calling her a bitch, such a stupid, stupid bitch for not sucking his cock her whole life already...

The image faded quickly and Leonard had to look away, blushing. He coughed, hoping his boner wasn’t that evident—but it was evident enough that Coraline, right next to him, found it necessary to stroke his bulge through his pants. 

Gabrielle took a long look at that and then—very minutely—licked her lips. Then she rolled her eyes, turning away.

Leonard felt his excitement grow—physically and emotionally. What was that about, that little lick? 

There was something in the air. It wasn’t just the sex stench he had carried with him from his room. It was something more. Something tangible. 

Something was happening. He fucking liked it.

“Whoever is to blame,” said Blair.

Gabrielle huffed again. “Not me—”

“—whoever or whatever,” Blair said, through gritted teeth, “we can’t just let it stand. We have to do something about it.”

Leonard gestured for Blair to give him the gun. Coraline, at his side, clapped gleefully as his palm fit over the handle, his finger resting on the trigger. It was a strange device. A little dial on the back with strange indicators and a receptacle at one end that was about half-drained of a thick white fluid. 

“Weird,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re telling me, you just pulled the trigger and, voila, Coraline was transformed?”

To illustrate his point, he pulled the trigger. He thought it would be safe—he pointed it toward the door, where there was no one. Something exited the gun, something dense and invisible, a shockwave stiffening Leonard’s arm as he struggled to keep the gun steady. He was already thanking his goodness that he hadn’t actually fired it at someone, as he didn’t quite believe beforehand that it would fire at all. 

At that very moment, though, Margaret entered the room through the very door that Leonard had just fired at. “Hey girls, just wanted to check in on you. I know you’re not twenty-one yet, but I figured, what the hell, I’m cool, and—oh.”

The wave of lust hit her slowly. She had a bottle of whiskey in one hand and glasses in the other. Her knees buckled and she dropped to the ground, the whiskey rolling one way and the glasses in the other. A moan, long and pleasured, exited her mouth, and she rolled her neck long around like she had just received an amazing massage. She stared up at Leonard, licking her lips. 

“Oh.” She said again, rubbing her hands all over her body. “Oh...Master. How may I serve your greatness?”

Leonard looked at Gabrielle and then Blair, both of them looking at him with horror in their eyes. “Ohhhh...” Leonard groaned. “...shiiiit.”

* * * * *
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IT WASN’T IDEAL. IT wasn’t even goddamn close. But if Margaret and Coraline weren’t allowed to slide their mouths up and down Leonard’s cock—if they weren’t allowed to adore him somehow—then they started crying. They got morose and loud, and their bawling was so high-pitched and giggly and weird that none of them could stand it. 

It was Gabrielle who said for them to just suck his cock. 

“If it keeps them quiet, I’m fine with it. I don’t give a shit if it’s weird. Just fucking stay quiet, for god’s sake.”

And yet, was that hunger she had seen in Gabrielle’s eyes? Was it need? A need to get down on her knees and service her brother just like Blair refused to admit she herself was feeling? A need to see his cock out? To see it serviced?

Because Blair was feeling that, try as she might to ignore it. 

It was the gun, she insisted to herself. She had taken it back from Leonard after he hit Margaret with it. She didn't trust him anymore.

Didn't trust all the weird, wet feelings she had when she looked at him. 

Its effects weren’t like a bullet, hitting one target and then sticking inside. They were more like a bomb, or a gas, filling up an area. She had felt it before when Coraline had hit herself, and now that Margaret was changing, she felt it even more.

And oh god, was Margaret ever changing. Her stepmother had always been positively gorgeous. Blair rather resented that fact, and resented it more now that she saw how utterly erotic her every movement was as Margaret worked her beautifully puffy mouth up and down Leonard’s cock. 

Like Coraline, her body had become sleeker, sexier, longer, and more busty. Her tits hung heavy, dripping milk into a puddle around Leonard’s feet. Precum and milk, instead of staining her body or making her some ungainly sticky sight like a pinecone trapped in a beehive, rubbed into her skin and made her appear even shinier and wetter. Everything about her new body promised youth, vigor, and hot wet dirty sex. Margaret was thirty-six years old, twice Blair's age. Now, though, Margaret easily could have passed for an eighteen year-old beach bunny.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, as Margaret pushed Coraline aside, sliding in and working her magic on Leonard’s cock. “Mom, that’s...that’s...that’s so good, Mom...”

It was disgusting. It was wrong. It was unbearably hot and Blair didn’t know how she was going to last the night without stealing away to the restroom so she could finger herself silly. 

“I...really think I should go,” said Gabrielle. “This has been...crazy and weird? But I’m going to leave before any more accidents happen. I should have left right after the thing with Coraline. But...yeah. Going. Now.”

“N-no,” said Leonard, standing up. Margaret scooted backwards with ease as he moved, keeping her mouthy grip on his cock. “Fuck.” He swallowed, sliding a hand through Margaret’s thick, incredible expanse of long blond hair. It seemed to be producing its own light in the already brightly lit bedroom. “You can’t go. We have to figure this out first. You’re part of this.”

“I am not part of this,” said Gabrielle. “In fact, I should probably call the cops. They’re going to find out eventually, and if they do, I want them to know I didn’t have anything to do with it.”

“No!” Blair and Leonard cried together.

“No,” said Blair. “We can fix this, somehow. We don’t have to involve the cops. We can just...”

Her mind drifted. She thought of Gabrielle in a cop’s uniform, except a sexy parody of one with a deep plunging neckline. And then she imagined her bending over, her wrists wrapped in cuffs, moaning for Leonard’s dick to be shoved inside her.

“...just put it right in her,” said Blair.

Gabrielle looked at her quizzically, but then her own eyes went distant, those green emeralds going glassy and glazed. 

She's thinking about the same thing I was, Blair realized. Or if not that, then something very close.

Leonard looked different. He seemed taller. More built. His cock looked enormous in Margaret's mouth, and it wasn't just because she had become smaller while somehow becoming taller.

“...no.” Gabrielle shook her head, as if trying to clear a fog. “Something is wrong here and I’m going to have the proper authorities get to bottom of it. My Daddy is a very important lawyer, and he’ll know what to do. My Daddy...”

She licked her lips, watching Margaret take an especially slow suck down Leonard’s cock.

“...Daddy...”

Blair watched with her. Her hands ran over her tits. They felt swollen somehow. She echoed Gabrielle. “...Daddy...”

Gabrielle shook her head again, breathing in deep. “I’m calling the cops!”

She lunged for the door. Blair lunged after her, tackling her to the ground. The gun went flying across the floor. 

“No!” said Blair, promising herself that she was ignoring how amazing Gabrielle felt. “This is my whole family! We can’t be some fucking circus show for the press! What will they say? Incestuous household holds sex party, corrupts promising high school grads? I won’t have it.”

They rolled on the floor, jockeying for position. Blair thought she had the better of Gabrielle a number of times, but each time, Gabrielle’s superior strength and length in limbs won out the encounter. She was just too flexible and too strong to keep in one place for long. 

Just too superior of a specimen. Blair felt weak before her. Weak and inadequate. 

Leonard wasn’t helping. It was like he was getting off on it. She could see him fucking Margaret’s mouth urgently from the corner of her eye. His hands closed on Coraline’s, and together they forced Margaret’s willing mouth at rapid pace up and down his shaft. 

Margaret, for her part, seemed to love it. The puddle between her legs grew and grew. Her body—entirely naked—was covered in hot wet milk from her own tits and Coraline's.

Blair had no idea if it was that sight or Gabrielle’s hot, slender body rubbing so hard on her own that was making her wet. She accidentally—very accidentally—rubbed her forearm across Gabrielle’s crotch in the melee, and could feel that it was hot as well. They were gasping. This felt less like a fight and more...more like something else, all of a sudden.

Gabrielle wound up on top. She grabbed a lamp from the nearby desk, holding it above her head like a club. 

“You fucking bitch!” she screamed. “Nobody touches me! Nobody!”

Everything in her face was utterly serious about it. She was going to smash Blair’s face in. 

Leonard grabbed Gabrielle’s wrist at the last second. It was like Gabrielle’s momentum was nothing. He was strong. How had he gotten so strong? 

He lifted Gabrielle up and grabbed her by the arms, his hard, wet cock sliding against the back of her legs.  Blair saw his cock pushing against the gap in her legs and felt her heart skip. Struggling to keep her mind focused, she picked the gun back up.

“Coraline,” he said, “Tie her up. We’ve got to figure this out.”

* * * * * 
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“OKAY,” SAID LEONARD, Margaret softly and slowly returning her mouth to his cock. “Let’s think about this.”

Gabrielle was now tied up. They used Blair's bed sheets to do it. Coraline stood right next to her, softly squeezing her own tits and giggling at all the milk spilling out of them.

“Now you want to think about it,” said Blair, full of bitter venom. “After fucking Margaret's mouth.”

Leonard shrugged. “...I don’t know. You guys said for me to fucking let her suck me off, what was I supposed to do?”

Be a Man. Take charge.

The thought came unbidden to Leonard’s head. He knew that’s what Blair really wanted, what every woman really wanted. They wanted a big, strong man to come into their life and take control of them. Order them around. Toss them this way and that. Smack them around a bit if needed—just enough to teach them their place and teach them not to give any lip. 

Girls had to be taught what they were, that was all. Pretty pieces of property. Trophy decorations for a strong man to show off around town whenever he wanted everyone to know what a fucking stud he was compared to the rest of the dickless losers out there. 

These feelings were coming on strong...but he knew they were real. They were True.

He was going to fuck Blair, soon. He had fucked Margaret. Why not Blair?

It wasn't like they were really related. He was adopted. He could fuck her and not think twice about it.

He let the notion settle in his mind. It felt Right.

“Fine,” said Blair. She was covered in a fine layer of sweat. It made her look sexy. He wanted to stuff his cock into her until she shut up forever. She tapped the gun impatiently against her leg. “Fine. Let’s work together. What do you think we should do?”

He held out a hand. It was thick and calloused. There hadn't been callouses there before tonight.

“Gimme the gun, first of all.”

“I don’t know,” said Blair. “I mean, I’m the only one who hasn’t made someone transform so far, so why don’t I—”

“Give me the fucking gun, Blair. Now.” 

His tone brooked no disagreement. He made it that way. Blair gulped and nodded, handing it over. He could see in her eyes that she was hoping she did the right thing. 

“That’s a good girl,” he said, looking at it.

She tittered nervously, smiling and toying with her hair. Was it just him, or was it getting longer? She didn’t used to have locks in her hair, did she?

Whatever. She looked hotter, that was for sure. Like a woman should when she was around a stud like him. 

He had made his will known, and she had obeyed. That was Right. That was Good. That was how Good Girls Behaved. His cock pulsed in Margaret's mouth.

How was he still fucking hard? He had lost count of his orgasms. He kept having them. His balls felt thick and full. He'd done away with pants long ago. They only got in the way. Thick, dark hair was growing on his legs. It was Masculine. It was Right.

He looked at the gun, thinking hard. Thoughts were slow. Pleasure was constant from Margaret's attentions. It was an effort. 

There was a dial on the gun. Lots of settings. Default, Nymph, Bimbo, Trophy, and Queen.

The dial was covered over with a thick, mostly transparent substance. He let out a small appreciative sound, thinking. After a second of tinkering, the dial came loose from its sticky covering, and he could change the setting as he pleased. But its ammunition was empty. A little receptacle on one side, like a vial.

It had been full of jizz. He could smell it. He Knew.

“We have to use the gun,” he said, nodding. This was the Path. He had Decided.

“What are you talking about?” said Gabrielle. “That fucking gun? That caused everything.”

She had long ago stopped asking to be untied. She knew Leonard wouldn't do it. He had said he wouldn't, and what He said, Was.

He was the Man. That was all there was to it. The gun's effects were making it easy to just revert to basic biological roles. To put everybody in the places they belonged. 

The gun was a gift, Leonard knew.

“We have to fill the gun up,” he said. “It's out of juice.”

“Fill it? Why?” said Candice. “It's caused everything. Don't you understand? It's—”

“It can reverse the effects,” he said. It wasn't a lie. He just wasn't telling her he had no intention of doing that. 

“What? Reverse them?”

“There’s this dial here,” he pointed at the back of the gun, showing Blair and Gabrielle. “I think if I can refill the gun’s ammunition, or whatever, then I can turn the dial back and make Margaret and Coraline back into what they were.”

Again, he could do that. Would he really?

Coraline began pouting. “I don't want to be normal again. I'm so fucking hot now. Don't change me back, Master, please?”

Margaret momentarily moved off his cock, nodding. “Yes, Master.” She still stroked him. “I'm so happy being your bimbo slave. Don't make me change.”

Leonard's ego swelled. It would be wrong to do his girls wrong like that. They really, really needed his strength. His Power.

A single, solitary, moral voice inside of him screamed and shouted, telling him to stop, that this was wrong. That this was horrible.

Margaret slid her mouth back onto his cock, looking up at him with big blue empty eyes. He forgot about any kind of right or wrong except for the sensations in his body. 

And what he felt now was entirely Right.

“She’s been sucking your cock for like...a while, man,” said Gabrielle. “Are you sure you want her to return to normal? What if she remembers it all?”

Leonard shrugged. “It'll work out.”

She wouldn't remember, he thought. She would only remember his cock. Service to him.

Just like you, Gabrielle.

“How do you really know this will work?” asked Blair. “Every time we've used the gun so far, it's only caused more shit to happen.”

Leonard let her see the gun, holding it out. Why was he toying with them so much? If he wanted, he could just have Coraline and Margaret hold her down.

Some familial obligation, perhaps. To set her mind at ease? 

“There’s different settings,” he explained. “It’s been pretty well set on ‘Bimbo.’ I think it was like, crusted there or something? Like, dried jizz glued it there. But it came loose when I pulled at it.”

“Gross,” said Gabrielle, sticking her tongue out.

Leonard thought heavily about how he was going to coat her tongue in jizz.

“What are the other settings?” asked Blair. Her gaze kept drifting down to Margaret sucking his cock. She kept biting her lips and moaning softly.

He peered at the gun under the light, turning it this way and that, making sure of what he read earlier. “It’s kind of faded, but it says default—I guess that’s just normal. Then nymph. Then bimbo—where it was. Then trophy. And then...queen.”

“Queen?” asked Gabrielle, suddenly interested. 

“Oh my god, don’t even think about it,” said Blair. “It’s not like a real queen. It’s probably whatever pervert who made this, it’s their version of a queen. It’ll probably make you like, some sexy version of the evil bitch from Snow White.”

Leonard’s breathing became heavy and heated. “You really think so?”

That would be so fucking hot. Goddamn.

Making Gabrielle a Queen. Making Gabrielle his Queen.

Her fucking hotness stroking his cock while she sneered at Blair, Coraline, and Margaret. Cooing in his ear about how she was better than all of them. Making that hot fucking “fuck you” face to them while she looked back at him with total adoration.

Shit. Shit. That was so hot.

He came, jerking and spasming, down Margaret's throat. She moaned in appreciative orgasm—but he was still hard. He still needed it.

He still needed to fuck Gabrielle hard.

“Sir...” Blair coughed, slowly. She grabbed Leonard's arm. He saw her neck layer with heavy flushed skin. “Leonard. You need to...”

She nodded at the gun, its empty receptacle.

Watching his sister while he continued to come, his orgasm massive and long, Leonard smiled and pulled his still-spurting cock out of Margaret and over the gun, filling it up with one explosive eruption. His cum sprayed across the gun's surface and then down on the floor.  

Margaret, cum dangling from her lips, watched with happy glazed eyes and then bent over, lapping up the cum from the strands of the carpet. 

“My boy is so powerful,” she said, licking her lips with a tongue turned totally pink. “So strong.”

Blair stepped back from them both, clearly having some kind of moment of clarity. Perhaps she sensed what was going to happen. The gun was ready, now, and so was Leonard.

He looked at Gabrielle with lust in his eyes.

A Queen.

Fuck. Yes.

“You're going to change them back now, right?” Gabrielle asked, shifting in her bindings. She was doing her best to look bored, even though Coraline was sucking her own tit right in front of her face. 

Blair shifted, her steps mincing this way and that. Sweat poured down her brow. Her nipples were completely erect. She knew which way the wind was blowing. She could see the way he was looking at Gabrielle—saw how he changed the dial all the way up to Queen. 

“Leonard?” Blair said. She put her hand back on his arm. It slid up his bicep, squeezing there. Tightening her grip. “Just...just leave me out of it, okay? Leave me out of it, and do whatever you want. Okay?”

He smiled, coming close to Gabrielle, grinning deeply. “Sure, Blair. Whatever you say.”

It was easy to lie to a woman. It was the easiest thing in the world. By the time she figured it out, it would be too late.

Gabrielle's mouth dropped. She was finally figuring it out. She was gorgeous when she was upset. She was gorgeous when she was everything. Her mouth—so precious and perfect—turned into a perfect O-shape, her eyes wide and furious.

“You piece of shit!” she shouted at Blair. “You fucking slime! You ingrate cunt! I’ll fucking kill both of you! I’ll murder both of you in your fucking house and I’ll still get away with it because my Dad is—”

Leonard aimed the gun at her face and fired. “I’m your Daddy, now.”

Gabrielle shook, her head lolling backward, a deep moan leaving her body. Leonard enjoyed watching this—the process. He hadn't seen Coraline's, and he had been horrified for some weird reason when it happened to Margaret.

But with Gabrielle, it was sensational. He witnessed her every single feature become more perfect. Her eyes, already emerald green, became bright shining beacons of erotic delight. Her lips thick, permanently wet and shiny. Her hair grew an extra two feet, easily stretching down to the middle of her thighs—which elongated with the rest of her legs, her torso shrinking while her tits expanded and her hips slowly advertising a more and more fertile self—a wide pair of babymaking hips that he knew he needed to fill up immediately. 

Gabrielle looked up at Leonard, smiling, grinning wide, easily breaking free of her bindings and standing up. Her pajamas—formerly sexy—were now downright pornographic. She tore off the leggings, leaving her in lace boyshorts and a shirt that was now little more than a tight crop-top clinging to her thick, buoyant tits.

Where Margaret and Coraline were almost cartoonishly sexy, though, Gabrielle made it all work. She looked like she could belong in an underwear catalog. She made it look classy. Elegant. Regal.

A Queen.

“My Adoration,” she breathed, pushing her tits against Leonard's chest and sliding her arms around his neck. “Oh, my King. I didn't...I didn't know. Forgive me?”

She leaned in slowly for a kiss, hoping, aching. He took her by the chin and indulged her, sliding his tongue between her lips, welcoming her tongue in his. Her body melted against his, her soft thighs sliding urgently against the sides of his gigantic cock as it streamed out layers and layers of precum. 

Slowly, with some regret, he ended the kiss.

“You’ll be my perfect girlfriend from now on,” he instructed her.

She nodded. Her hair framed her face perfectly. She was an angel. “Your perfect girlfriend from now on.”

“You’ll seduce your dad to get more money out of him. You’ll give it all to me. I’m the one who really deserves it.”

“You’re the one who really deserves it,” she gushed, kissing his chin. The way she ground against his body had trapped his cock between her torso and his; it felt heavenly. “Please. I’d be so happy to give you all of it, Master. My King. Truly, I would.”

She slipped down from him, letting him go. His cock was hard and wet against her pajamas. A long slimy trail was left on her clothes, her body.

“Darling? Master?” Gabrielle's voice was becoming a sexy contralto. “What are we to do with her?”

He looked with Gabrielle over toward Blair, who had started backing up toward the window. Her hands were wringing in her shirt. It was obvious the last pulse of the gun had gotten to her a bit. She was drenched with sweat from head to toe, pulling off her clothes, giggling and swatting her face, trying to stay alert. 

Coraline got in front of the door to the bedroom, blocking her exit, anticipating her Master's need. Margaret began circling to one side, strutting slowly, smiling with great indulgence at her stepdaughter. 

“Blair, you know...” He put a hand on his cock. Gabrielle quickly pushed it aside and replaced it with her own, stroking him eagerly. 

“Tell her, Master.” Gabrielle’s eyes sparked with clear eagerness. “Tell her what you need from her. She’ll have to obey. She won’t have a choice.”

“W-hat the hell is s-she talking about?” Blair gulped “We h-had a deal, Leonard. We...you took care of Gabrielle, and I—I—I...”

“I never agreed to a deal,” he said. He rolled his neck this way and that, smiling deep as Gabrielle sneered righteously at Blair's confusion. A living fantasy.  “I just did what you couldn’t do. But now that all our ducks are in a row...I can’t just let you tell other people about this. It has to be a secret.”

Gabrielle, tall and perfect, nodded against his head. Her nimble hands stroked across his hard chest and she made a deliberately gorgeous pouty face. “She’ll ruin all our fun, Master. Don’t let her. Please? Let us keep being so fun for you. We’re so eager to please you...make her like us. Make her breed for you. Girls with babies don't turn on their Man.”

Blair backed up against the wall, or tried to. Her bed was right there and she tripped down onto it. In less than a moment, Margaret was there on top of her, holding down her arms. 

“N-no!” Blair cried. 

It was too late. Leonard already had the Bust Gun in hand, ready to use on her in a moment's notice. He shoved it onto her head and pulled the trigger, hard, the dial set to Trophy.

He could have made her a Queen, sure. Or a Nymph. Even a Bimbo. But he set it on Trophy.

As hot as it was to think of Gabrielle being so far above all his bitches, it was hot too to imagine Blair being just almost as good as Gabrielle. 

She transformed beneath him as he climbed onto her body and ripped off all her clothes, sliding his cock against her virgin cunt. She looked somewhat older—more mature. When her eyes flipped open, they were sultry and full of lust.

“Yes,” she moaned, stroking his chest. “Yes, my Love. Please. Enter me now! Fuck me, Big Brother!” 

He needed no more permission than that. His cock, hovering right over her soaking wet entrance, slammed into her tight, virginal cunt, breaking all resistance. Beneath him, her body shook with a tremendous wave of orgasm. His thrusts were immediate and piston-like, vicious. He fucked her brutally, ruthlessly, animalistically.

He needed to breed. 

“Fuck!” moaned Blair. “Oh fuck, Big Bro! Oh shit, Master! It's so good! Your cock is so fucking good inside me!”

He Knew it was. He was the Man. His Cock was always good. That was just how the world worked. Leonard took a grip around her throat and pulled Gabrielle close—lifting her up off the ground with one arm and crushing her against his body on the bed. Gabrielle whimpered with appreciation for his massive strength, her tongue melting against his while his thick, gigantic cock violated his sister's cunt. 

“Cum in her, my Love,” Gabrielle moaned. “You have to. You have to, soon.” She tugged herself tight against him, thick milk sliding down her tits. “You have to so you can fuck me.”

That was enough to send him over. Leonard looked back down at Blair—her beautiful new, tit-heavy body, her elongated torso, her wide wide birthing hips—and he emptied out another load. It was the fourth or fifth or tenth or twelfth in the past hour, but it was just as potent as all of those countless shots—thick, hot, white syrupy loveseed blasted into her and filled her whole.

Almost the second that he came in her, Gabrielle pushed him off Blair and exposed his cock so she could wrap her tight young mouth around it. Her hair was thick and shining, like CGI in real life, pushing across his wet torso and thighs. Gabrielle took thick loads of his cum into her mouth—he couldn't stop cumming—and then removed herself from his cock, jacking him slowly while she swallowed his seed down and laughed with glee. 

Leonard was in shock at how hot she was. “Fuck, but I’ve wanted you.”

Gabrielle smirked wickedly. “I know.”

She pushed back from Leonard and spread her legs on the bed, pushing Coraline, Margaret, and Blair aside. They were all cumming, still, feeling the after-effects of the aura of their Master's orgasm. Blair especially was mindlessly raving, mouth opening and closing like a lost fish.

Leonard climbed on top of Gabrielle and entered her right away—another virgin deflowered, and easily. Her cunt pulsed with quick, nonstop orgasms as his cock filled her up. She squeezed him like a glove down there, unending in her need to please him. 

“Tell me I’m the hottest one,” Gabrielle moaned. “Tell me you want me even more than you want your fucking sister.” She pulled him close, whispering hot in his ear. Her milky tits crushed against his chest. “Tell me you want to fuck me more than you want your mommy.”

“I do.” He pulled her even tighter against his body, and then spun around, crushing her into the wall above the bed. With ease, he lifted her legs up over his shoulders, feet knocking behind his head. “I want you more than either of them.”

“I’m your queen.” Her words stretched out longer as he thrust into her more virulently. “Your only queen. The one you need.”

Coraline, Margaret, and Blair all rose back up next to Leonard, sliding their hot, young, perfect bodies against his legs as he drilled Gabrielle into the wall. Their tits, so heavy with milk and leaking so profusely, leaked endlessly, soaking his skin with their liquid and also soaking the bed. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Margaret moaned. “Fuck your Queen.”

“Fuck her, Master,” said Coraline. “Fuck her because she's better than us.”

Fuck. They knew. They knew. Even they knew the lay of the land. His thrusts became frantic, out-of-control. This was the biggest orgasm yet. He could feel it building, unstoppable, his willpower crumbling—they all fucking knew that Gabrielle was their Queen, shit!

He emptied inside of her—truly emptied, his balls draining as he fucked her full of every ounce of seed he could carry. In perhaps an hour, he might be able to go again, but that cum took everything out of him. 

Slowly, he let Gabrielle back down on the bed. All the girls were licking his dripping seed from her legs and his balls. 

“God,” said Gabrielle, giggling and rubbing her belly. “I'm fucking pregnant. I can feel it already. Aren't you, Blair?”

Blair nodded. “Mmmhmm. Our Darling is so fucking virile. What a God he is.”

Leonard turned. Maybe he would make Blair into a Queen after all. That was hot, wasn't it? To have two Queens. Didn't he deserve that?

He shifted on the wet bed, milk squishing underneath him into the sheets, and looked over the edge of the bed. The bust gun was there, but as he reached for it, it dissolved—disappeared right before his very eyes.

He couldn’t say for sure, but he felt like it hadn’t been destroyed. It was more like it had disappeared—teleported, maybe. Transported itself to some other lonely man in need, surrounded by beautiful, rudderless women who were in desperate need of a fuck and a strong sir to guide their feckless, directionless wills to a noble cause—serving a Master’s cock with all their heart and soul. 

That was Right. That was Good.

He slid back into bed, kissing Gabrielle hotly and whispering in her ear about all the ways he needed her to sneer and rule superior for him. She listened intently, nodding with excitement at each one, stroking her God's cock, eager to take him to higher and higher levels of erotic delights.

# # #
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Demon’s Deal – Corrupting Her MILF
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“P-please...” she moans. 

I watch the virgin beauty, floating above her. She’s twisting in her bedsheets. They’re covered in sweat and slick pussy juices, practically soaking. 

“Please what?”

She hears my voice directly in her brain. I don’t make sounds, usually—that’s her job. 

“P-please...” she says again. “I...I need it...”

She has—as the parlance goes—a great fucking rack. Her natural 36DD titties are covered with a healthy sheen of sweat, making them sparkle in the moonlight. It’s one of my favorite sights, seeing tits in this way. Exposed. Dripping with needy sweat. Her modest nightgown has been torn to shreds around her body. Small strips of cloth are even shoved up into her cunt in her desperate flurry to get anything inside. 

“What do you need?”

“I need to cum...please. Please...”

She’s young. Nineteen. A virgin’s virgin. She has a boyfriend she keeps at arm’s length—a boyfriend she’s barely been texting once a day for the past week since I started invading her dreams. He probably would have complained more directly about her distance by now if she wasn’t so smoking hot. 

“What will you give me if I let you cum?”

“Anything.” The answer is immediate. It always is. “I’ll give you anything. P-please. I c-can’t...I can’t on my own. I tried for sooo long...”

I know she did. As good as I am at making girls cum, especially gorgeous ones, I actually make it impossible for them to do so when I’ve got my grip on them unless I’m the one fucking them. She’s been edging for twenty of the last twenty-four hours. In the days prior to this, it was eighteen hours, sixteen hours, and so on. 

“Your soul?”

“What? I-I...”

“Promise me your soul, doll, and I’ll let you cum.”

“I-I...”

I intensify her pleasure. A thought here, a little bit of a whisper there. She writhes in response, twisting and moaning. Her mind blanking with the intense edging need to cum and cum hard. As I said, I’ve been in her brain for a week now. I know all her triggers, all her important parts. She’s just a machine now, and all I have to do is press the buttons. 

She could, I suppose still resist. She has the choice. It’s important—I guess capital-I Important that she chooses. If she doesn’t, then the boys Upstairs get real fucking upset and there’s a whole deal where I have to be hunted and they have to be paid off with a few early releases from Downstairs. 

But, nobody resists me. I’m the best incubus there’s ever been.

“Y-yes!” she groans, thrashing, on the constant cusp of an ocean of orgasm. “Whatever you say! Whatever you want! My soul! I promise you my soul! Take it! Just let me cum, please!”

Grinning, sliding down on top of her slick, gorgeous virgin body—I enter her and take what’s mine. What she promised me. 

Like I always do.

* * * * *
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I’M AN INCUBUS. PEOPLE think my job is just seducing women in their dreams—but it’s more than that.

Look, I’m not gonna lie—I’ve seduced thousands of women in their dreams. I know exactly what to give them so that they toss and turn and heat up and twist and writhe and moan and slide their nimble, precious fingers up inside their hot cunts and beg to give their souls to me just for the promise of one mind-blistering orgasm. 

Of course I give it to them, if they give me what I want first. I’ve got the cock for it. There’s not a lot of sex demons around who aren’t beautifully hung. My cock is enormous, heavy, thick, and goddammit—my cock is gorgeous. You could hang black-and-white photos and Rococo-style paintings of my cock in the Museum of Modern Art, all right? It’s really fucking great. 

All that to say, I’m good at what I do, all right? It’s a talent. It’s a gift. I was made to corrupt.

But. You know? I’m millions of years old. I’ve been around since pretty much the beginning of life on Earth. Humans, the way they talk sometimes, it’s all they’d like to know. 

How did it all start? What’s the Creator like? What happened to piss him off so much? Why are there demons at all?

All the explanations there are more boring that you’d like. Enjoy the question, believe me. The question is the good part. Asking the question means you care. Once you have the answers? You just look for some new question—and that part, not knowing what you want to ask even though you feel like asking—that’s torture. A special part of hell is devoted to just that—trust me. 

Anyway. So—I’m millions of years old. And woof—it does get boring just to seduce, corrupt, and fuck a girl in her dreams after a while. Even if they’re sparkling-hot gorgeous, like mine always are. Even if they’re super extra-special good girls, like a lot of mine are.

Demons like me operate on a kind of quota system. We have to grab so many souls per century or else we’re in the shit. Good souls are worth more, of course, because that pisses off the Upstairs (which the Downstairs fucking loves), and if you’re corrupting a bad soul, the Downstairs is just kind of confused. 

So anyway. It’s the twenty-first year of this century and I’m already way past my quota. Thanks to a fun escapade I had with a super-religious sorority during rush week, I’ve already doomed more than seventy-five girls this year to an eternity of pain, suffering, and humiliation. 

So, I’m good. I’ve kind of got free reign to do whatever. 

I’m on vacation. So what does a demon—whose entire existence revolves around fucking up women and dooming them to eternal damnation—do with his vacation time?

Normally, I just corrupt more girls. I like it. I don’t exactly get soft. In fact, I’m pretty much always as hard as a fucking rock, streaming demonic precum and thinking about fucking up the mind and lives of one more girl. It’s a nice thought for me. 

But—and I know I keep making tangents—I’m millions of years old. And it has gotten just a bit boring, doing what I do. 

I’m surprised that it’s boring—I mean, I can think of plenty of humans who would kill to have this kind of power (and they’re probably on their way Downstairs). And I looked forward to it for millions of years before you stupid flesh-sacks finally showed up. I mean, goddamn, I am millions of years old, and human civilization has been around for what, ten thousand years? You guys take forever to get stuff done. Thank god you finally figured out the internet.

Well, no, actually. God had nothing to do with that one. 

So, the question again—what does a demon do with his vacation? 

I’d like to do something different, for once. 

Lately, you know what I’ve been thinking about?

Bad girls.

* * * * *
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FROM MY ETERNAL ROCKY perch Downstairs, surrounded by the normal fires and darkness and smoke and chorus of screams, I consider what I really want and where to go. I’ve got a special portal—it looks a little something like a big full-sized mirror—that gives me a high-definition view of whatever I want to see. 

It’s an old tool for scouting out a place before I go there, and it also lets me see a considerable time into the past. The time range isn’t infinite—I can only see into the past five thousand years or so—but even with such a limited timespan I can keep up with most people.

As a demonic entity, I can go anywhere, look like anyone, and trick mortal minds into letting me into wherever without much trouble. So, my options are wide open—and I’m spoiled for choice.

I want someone horribly hot, first of all. No sense in taking a vacation with a girl if she doesn’t look sensational all the time—and I’m very particular about my aesthetic. I’ve noticed that the more someone cares about their appearance, they’re generally both A.) worse as a person but also, very important B.) really good-looking. 

She also has to be horrible, obviously. Someone who has all the amazing mixtures of the worst of humanity in the highest volumes possible. I’m not talking just snotty or shitty or vain or greedy—though, ugh, that’s all amazing. I mean she better be stealing, homicidal-curious if not homicidal (though what a dream if she was genocidal), and some real old breaking-the-ten-commandments-stuff—hates her parents, worships false idols, all of that. To do all that, she probably has to be rich as fuck, because in the world you’ve made for yourselves, the only people with the power to be really evil all the time are the ones with the most power over others—which means lots and lots of money.

That narrows down the criteria some. 

Where I finally settle on is a beautiful mansion in the snowy mountains of Colorado. I have a sort of love/hate relationship with America and Americans. They’re really fantastic at hating each other, which I adore, but also just so goddamn self-righteous about every last little thing that can tear them apart. 

You’re all going to die some day! Why aren’t you thinking about how you’re all going to die? 

It’s very strange, as a demon, when people aren’t nicer to each other. I don’t think there’s much hope for you. 

Anyway. The more hate the better; suits me fine.

So, Colorado. On the crest of one of the Rocky Mountains (you lot are so cute about naming things) is a billionaire’s abode. One of several, from what I can make out. His eldest daughter lives there with her family, who she mostly despises.

Casting Call at the Abode:

There’s Portia, the matriarch. 

Lucy, the virgin teen daughter.

Archie, the dummy Husband. 

And then a whole lot of help, most of them beautiful women. 

They all kind of interest me, but I’m most interested in Portia, of course. 

She’s the kind of rare, exotic beauty that I’d like to see more of. A lot of, as a matter of fact. And I’m not just talking about the twisted, black, burnt-up roots that are her soul, gorgeous as that is. 

I’m talking about real, concrete physical beauty—she’s in gloriously tip-top shape. Her vanity leads her to work out every morning, and every morning a different workout—pilates, yoga, high-intensity cardio. She posts each one on Instagram to her millions of followers just to soak in their jealousy of how easy she makes it look.

She’s tight as fuck. The kind of waist to hips to tits ratio that just makes your mouth water. Jawline like a goddamn marble cliff. Brilliantly smooth skin. Big, firm, beautiful breasts. She’s got brilliant blond hair and—while she is a mom, or a “mom”—she actually refused her husband’s pleas to ever be pregnant. 

Instead, they’ve got an adopted daughter who they’ve raised practically from birth, eighteen years-old just last week. 

And—here’s the important bit—Portia has just turned forty. 

So she’s gorgeous. Vibrant. Healthy. She looks half her age already—but she doesn’t look as good as she used to and she knows it. And it’s driving her crazy—especially because her adopted daughter Lucy, who is gorgeous herself and honestly looks somehow like a younger version of Portia, is just now peaking with her own beauty and understanding the kinds of privileges both that and billions of dollars will give her. 

Modeling agencies are calling. Attention is spilling in for Lucy, and none of it is for Portia, and it’s driving her nuts. 

This is the kind of situation a demon would normally be all over if it wasn’t so patently obvious that Portia was already going to be going Downstairs. 

I learn all I need to know about Portia from watching—through the powers of my portal—a brief exchange with her husband one evening some three years ago. 

He walks into her bedroom—they have separate bedrooms, just to give you the lay of the land—where she’s spending one of the several hours a day she regularly spends looking at her reflection in the mirror. Behind her is the windowed door to the balcony and beyond that, the mountains.

“Dear,” he says. “I’d like to talk to you about my finances this month. There’s been some kind of halt in my deposit...”

It doesn’t look like she’s paying attention. She’s rubbing a finger over her lips, making sultry fuck-me faces that dummy Archie only ever sees in photos or second-hand via the mirror. His pathetic cock gets so hard looking at her and she hardly ever lets him fuck her. He never, not once, has emptied inside of her. She thinks it’s gross. 

Not for long. 

Anyway:

“Do you think I should get surgery?” she asks him. 

“Surgery? For what?”

“My wrinkles.” She points to her face, putting on a fake smile. “Creams aren’t getting it done, are they?”

“You’re...” he struggles. Sweating suddenly. Heart beating. In a full panic. “You’re lovely just as you are, dear.”

“I thought you were smart, darling. Can’t you answer a straight question? I’m sure you’re not as stupid as you’re acting.”

“Oh. Uh. Yes. Well. Wrinkles, they’re natural for everyone, and—"

“But you see them, don’t you? I’m not going crazy?”

“Crazy? No. Of course not. It’s just, they’re lovely. You’re lovely, everywhere. No matter how many wrinkles you have.”

“So you think I should have surgery, then? For my wrinkles? That you’re saying definitely exist?”

He’s practically soaking in sweat now. 

“No. I mean. Yes. I mean. You should do whatever makes you happy, dear. You’re so beautiful.”

She sneers, beautifully. Everything she does is beautiful. 

“This is why I’m docking your allowance this month, Archibald. I knew you’d want to storm in here and say disparaging things about me. Why would I pay you if you’re just going to insult me? What kind of wife would that make me? I have to stand up for myself, you know.”

“I...I...but I...you...” he gulps, shuddering, defeated. “Yes, dear. I’m so sorry, dear. You’re right.”

She can afford to pay him. She can afford anything. He sulks out of the room and she immediately slides her skirt down and touches herself, almost immediately cumming. 

Cumming to the thought of humiliating him. 

You see? Evil as fuck. I have to get into this woman’s pussy and pronto. 

* * * * *
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I ARRIVE IN THE MIDDLE of the night, when the house is asleep. I’m an old dog—pretty much one of the oldest dogs you could even imagine—and these old tricks die hard.

I open the massive, ceiling-tall windows leading out into the balcony as I approach. It’s not necessary—I can be anywhere, arrive anywhere—but it adds to the effect. 

She’s sleeping. I watch her for a little while, turning in the covers. The thread count of the sheets is somewhere in the six figures and the whole bedding set also cost her six figures. 

Her dreams are of her childhood. A father who was never there. A mother who didn’t care much for her. She’s trapped in several different interconnecting mansions full of people who don’t care about her. 

She’s never known affection, really. She’s known people who have been jealous of her, who have given her things, who have spoiled her—but compassion is foreign to her in both giving and receiving. 

So, that’s hot as hell. 

It’s a simple thing to slide into her dreams. If you were in the room, and a mortal (as I assume most of you reading this are), you’d see a shadow crossing her face. If you were immortal like me, you’d see my gigantic, hulking frame—all nine feet of me, with a cock half-hard and still as long and thick around as a paper towel roll. Muscles on muscles. Adonis was a fucking wimp compared to me. My eyes empty, black fire. 

I narrow down the field of her dreams. I put her inside of her bedroom, where she is, right now. I disperse the thoughts of her parents, except for the hot ones that are all tied up with her sexuality. 

She hasn’t cum for a good month or two, and that was because she read an article about how it was unhealthy not to. A caress here, a whisper there, a stroke here, and she’s already wet for me both in real life and in the dream. 

I’m good at what I do. 

She’s alone in the room in her dreams. Tied to a chair with her arms behind her. Feet bound. I stand in front of her—me, my actual immortal form. She can see everything but my face. 

She can, of course, especially see my cock.

“Why do you want this so much?”

At first, she thinks she doesn’t—but it’s a dream. And in dreams, dream logic rules—so she does want it because she’s been asked why she wants it. 

“I...I don’t...”

Her voice has a soft accent to it. Something European. It’s been so long since I’ve fucked someone who wasn’t completely American. I’m looking forward to this. 

“Sure you do. Why do you want this cock? You’ve been begging for it for days now.”

“Days?” she asks, dazed. 

“That’s right. Days. Days and days of begging for cock. This cock.”

I make it harder before her eyes. I was standing some feet away—and then a blur—and I’m standing right in front of her. She’s salivating in the dream and in real life. Her pussy is too. 

“C-cock,” she stumbles over her words. “B-big cock. Th-that cock. Is so big.”

It’s in front of her face. Streaming precum. Grinding the air before her lips. Her tongue doesn’t reach; she tries.

“Right? Is that why you want it so bad? You want cock. You really, really want this cock. No other cock will do.”

“C-Cock.”

“You can’t cum unless you get this cock. Do you agree?”

“Y-yes,” she says, almost instantly.

Most girls put up more of a fight, but that’s okay. She’s a bad girl. 

She doesn’t know it, but that’s a binding agreement. I’m a demon, after all. Now, she really can’t cum until she gets this cock. 

I leave the dream, then, just leaving her in the room with my shadow-self stroking my giant cock while watches, dripping with lust that carries with her until she wakes up in a desperate, wet, edging panic of arousal. 

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, SHE’S out at the pool. She drinks mojitos and toys a lot with the fit of her thousand-dollar swimsuit. Her cunt itches, but it’s a mental itch—a needy itch, a heated sensation that doesn’t go away even if she rubs it a little. 

It’s a beautiful, cool sunny Colorado day and the pool is warmed with some million-dollar system or other. Like a lot of my kind, I don’t really understand technology that much, and because I spend so much time in dreams, my understanding is a little skewed. 

It took me about six months to figure out that smartphones don’t actually bite people; there are a lot of dreams people have about being chased by them. 

She’s tanning by the poolside. Her skin hardly needs it. It’s gorgeous and bronze and lush. Lucy is out there too, diving and swimming. 

Portia hides her gaze behind sunglasses, but she’s watching Lucy intently. So am I. The youth of her sexy sway and gait. The length of her limbs. The firmness of her tits. She’s really devastating. She’s probably well on her way to becoming just like Mommy—an evil, gorgeous, heartless bitch. My Cock throbs for her. 

Maybe I should make this a two-fer?

Jealousy emanates off Portia in a heavy, dark miasma. I can see that kind of thing. What you register as “vibes” are actual physical aspects for me. Portia took a long cold shower this morning after her spat of unusually lusty dreams, and that worked for a while, but watching her daughter’s gorgeous form is really heating her up.

Portia’s had enough to drink, and has been in the sun long enough, that it’s not so hard to nudge her asleep. I can’t necessarily will someone asleep all the time—like, someone wired on espresso is going to stay wired—but she’s so close that I barely have to exert any will for her to go under. 

I keep the dream the same as her reality—showing Lucy diving, swimming, walking, diving again. I’m behind her. Portia knows I’m there without looking, in the way that dreams go.

“She thinks she’s better than you,” I say. 

“Yes.”

She agrees so easily. God. You know, I’m surprised to even hear myself say this—but I get awfully tired of hearing “no, please, stop” all the damn time. 

It’s exciting to hear a woman say “Yes.”

I’m curious to hear it more.

“She thinks she’s better than you,” I say again, “but of course she’s not. She needs to be taught a lesson.”

“Yes,” she nods. Licking her lips. “A lesson.”

“That makes my Cock hard, Portia. When you understand she needs to be taught a thing or two. That makes me really hard. You like my hard Cock, don’t you?”

She’s wet now. “Yes.”

“Do you remember teaching other bitches lessons? What you used to do? I’m sure you can if you think hard enough.”

“Other bitches?” She struggles. “A lesson?”

This is an old trick—but like all of them, a good trick. 

I made an assumption that she has some kind of budding, formative memory at a poolside. I figure—she’s rich, she’s tan, she looks smashing in a swimsuit—why wouldn’t she? 

And of course she does. The landscape of the dream begins to change as she shifts it subconsciously. 

In a dream, if you make someone try to recall something specific, then they create the memory for themselves. Then all you have to do is fuck with some choice details, make sure it lands in the right neural pathway, and viola—instant corruption. 

“Don’t you remember, Portia? Don’t you remember those other girls at the pool?”

She takes us back to when she was eighteen. She really is the spitting image of Lucy—or would that be the other way ‘round?

We’re at a country club her dad owns. It’s a summer day and quite crowded. There’s two new girls there—posh young nouveau riche cuties talking loudly about how hammered they got the night before. 

Portia is walking behind them. Everyone’s eyes are on her and not them. 

But I can change her memory; I can change her reality. So, I turn up the dials—as she passes, some men are openly stroking themselves to the sight of her, though their dicks are all disappointingly small. Women become hotter, sexier, curvier, and touch their bodies wantonly at her passing. They whisper jealously and admire her choice of clothing. Several cat calls and whistles as she struts. She soaks in their lust. As far as she knows, this is always how it’s been. 

I change a few more things too. Her original memory has her wearing functional but stylish sandals. Lame. 

No, my girl doesn’t wear anything but heels. They’re tall and beautiful and so is she. Her swimsuit gets tighter, more revealing. A deep plunge into her substantial cleavage. Her bone structure alters just slightly to wear the outfit in a more devastating structure—a change that I have to make in real time, too.

I’m not sure how much I can hold myself back if I keep going—it’s so tempting to change everything, and I’m not a demon of lust because I’m good at resisting temptation. 

The original memory has her just saying something snide to the girls as she passes:

“Oh, girls? The kiddie pool is that way.”

Several nearby men laugh, trying to impress Portia and get on her good side. 

But that—while mean—isn’t quite mean enough. I wonder how mean we can make it and still keep her halfway sane?

I keep replaying the memory, like a loop on a digital file, just about ten seconds of her walking, sneering, chiding, and strutting off. I make it concrete; push it in with all the formative instances of her other memories. There’s learning to walk, and her first orgasm, and her best Christmas, and now this. It’s going to shape everything about her. 

First I alter her own perception of her appearance. Making her remember herself looking a lot more like Lucy. Small changes in the eyes and nose are all it takes. She can so easily see her and Lucy looking exactly the same. And it helps, of course, that I modify her bikini in the past once more so that it mirrors Lucy’s in the present day exactly. 

I experiment. Change the sneer. Change what she says. 

“Get out of here, you dumb sluts.”

or

“They let you in here? Really?”

or

“Don’t you think you belong somewhere else?”

And so on. None of it lands right. None of it quite mean enough. 

I don’t need to be subtle. Neither does she. She’s a fucking billionaire heiress and—while this will feel damn real to her—none of this is really real. 

On the next playthrough, I have her hip-check one of the girls. She falls into the pool. Portia, replaying this memory, experiences a little cum in real life as she dozes next to the pool. Her body twitches, writhes in the sun. Lucy stops to look at her, her eyes gliding over her mother’s gorgeous, orgasming form. 

That’s encouraging. 

There’s Little Cums and Big Cums. My cock delivers Big Cums—that’s what Portia can’t have without me. She knows what it will be like—how good it will be—without knowing all the way. The way you might understand the shape of a table in the darkness just by touching one end of it. 

Little Cums are what I call “normal” cums. Normal to you. 

Either way—she can’t have either without my interference, and she definitely can’t have a Big Cum without My Cock inside her.

In the dream, I turn up the heat a little more. 

Next playthrough, instead of just a hip-check, Portia adds in a bit of a leg sweep, tripping one of the girls on her heavy heels. The girl lands hard and rough on her side on the concrete lip of the pool—there’s a squeal as something goes wrong in her hips—and then falls into the water, dragging her friend with her who lands just as roughly. 

Then—icing on the cake—I have Portia push her heel on top of the girl’s face as she struggles to come up for air. She pushes, and squirms, and drags, but Portia stays firm, and her legs are strong, and the girl can’t shift her. No one at the pool is stopping Portia; in fact, they’re cheering her on. Telling her how right she is to take out her rage, to express her superiority. The girl in the pool is losing strength, losing the battle. There’s no way she’ll get up in time...

“—Mom!”

Portia, cumming, is shattered from her dream as Lucy shakes her awake. Still shaking with orgasmic pleasure, her cunt slick and her nipples tight, she pulls Lucy in. A natural reaction, seeking the warmth and connection. She shudders and snuggles in tight, groggy, mind blind with blissful fury, still easily recalling how real it felt as she dreamt of her food pushing the girl down further into the pool, further, making her drown...

“M-Mommy?”

Lucy is having trouble speaking. Her own body is responding to Portia’s. And Portia’s fingers slide up hard against Lucy’s cunt—slipping, probing, searching—hot and hungry. Slick juices of lust escape Lucy’s virgin pussy, mixing in with the wetness of her hard-hard swimmer’s body so freshly exited from the pool. 

Portia doesn’t pull away, not at first. She looks at her daughter with new eyes. Appreciative eyes. Seeing her in that swimsuit—which she now remembers herself, conveniently, wearing an exact replica of in her memory. She bites her lip and then licks them. There’s nothing that Portia loves more than herself, and now she remembers her daughter looking an awful lot like her in one of her most favorite memories. 

“Y-you were, um,” Lucy struggles slightly but not seriously. Portia’s fingers haven’t moved. “You were having a nightmare. I thought. And. You were screaming.”

Screaming for Cock. My Cock. 

“You’re such a caring girl,” says Portia. She pulls her hand away from Lucy’s cunt, finally, but only in a way that maximizes the amount of pressure she applies to her clit on the way out. “I’m so thankful to have you around.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


I SPENT THE REST OF the day tinkering and toying with Portia’s memory.

Some of the changes have to do with wardrobe. I have a lot of thoughts about wardrobe and how women should dress—and of course, bad women in particular. 

Women get the wrong fucking idea about everything. There’s this big consciousness about body types that’s been rising up with the mortals lately. Gotta say, I don’t care and I’m not exactly gonna be cancelled, am I? Go ahead, call up Downstairs, tell them about all my immoral opinions. I got a review coming up in five hundred years. 

My kind of girl? My fucking bad girl queen? She’s tight. She’s tall. She’s thin. She’s busty as fuck and she loves how she looks and she doesn’t spend three months of excuses explaining a poor appearance inside the thirty minutes it takes her to get ready. No, my bad girl vacation dream is putting on XXXS skirts and blouses and wondering if they’re too baggy. 

Skirts. A lot of fucking skirts. Portia now purely remembers living almost the entirety of her life in skirts, and if she wasn’t in a skirt, she was in a sexy fucking dress. She’s worn pants exactly twice—and I made that happen during both of the worst experiences of her life (someone delivered to her the wrong order at a restaurant at her birthday, and she found out she didn’t get a new stables when she was fourteen to replace the one she got when she was thirteen—what can I say, it’s awfully fucking easy being a billionaire). 

Yoga pants and tights are good. They’re acceptable. I will allow them.

She’s also got boots. High heels. No fucking knee-high boots. I cannot emphasize this enough. What the fuck are those trying to advertise? Thigh-highs are all about height and tightness, and ankle boots are showing off a lady’s skin and length. Knee-high boots are like midi-skirts—the worst of two worlds that are only encouraging people to take a mental dump on how you look. 

Blouses are tight. She’s got a lot of white blouses. Why? Because it’s hard as fuck to hide when you wear white, and she knows it—and she’s got nothing to hide. 

Dresses are tight. Her average dress is so fucking tight it puts her goddamn pelvic bones on display—love that shit. Do that to my demon cock all day long. The dresses that aren’t tight are so fucking flirty and loose that I can reach all the way down or all the way up at will. 

Rompers. Plenty of rompers. The only kinda-sorta exception to the skirts/dresses/tights rule. But again—either so fucking tight you could sharpen the edge of a knife with her covered ribs or so fucking loose that the only thing keeping them in place are her constantly erect nipples. 

Portia knows that now. It didn’t take much. She understood a great deal of this already; now she just lives it. 

I know it’s really taken hold during an encounter she has with her longest-standing maid, Madeline. 

Madeline is twenty-three and took this job to help pay for college; but the job itself is so demanding and pays so little in recompense that she can’t afford to go anymore. She works twelve hour shifts and operates on an independent contract, so her wages belong entirely to her but she has to pay her own taxes and insurance and there’s nothing leftover in the form of benefits. I see this kind of thing all the time with billionaires; by which I mean, mostly I see billionaires Downstairs after they employed so many people in this fashion. 

So Madeline is lovely and brunette and petite, but quickly her body and hands are becoming hardened. The soft features of her face hollowed out as she deals with the constant stress of obeying Portia’s orders. Thick purple circles under her eyes that get baggier by the day.

The logic trap she falls inside is plain to see; she’s around all this money. This living, oozing opportunity—doesn’t it just make sense that it would rub off on her somehow?

Poor girl. Doesn’t have enough dragon in her to understand that wealth is for hoarding. 

It’s an hour or two after the incident with Lucy at the pool. I can still smell Lucy’s lust all over Portia’s body. It interests me a great deal; I’ve been so focused on Portia that I haven’t thought much about Lucy, but it’s pretty clear from her reaction to her mother basically fingering her that she’s all fucked up and ripe for corruption. 

Probably she’s so desperate for attention from her narcissistic mother that she’s convinced herself that pleasing her sexually will make Mommy love her “again.” Truth is, Mommy never really loved her—Mommy functionally can’t love her because she’s got a heart as dark as the fucking abyss—but I keep it in the back of my head as something to experiment with. 

So Portia is strutting through the house in her bikini and heels and one of those sexy fucking transparent silk poolside robes. She sees Madeline dusting around some artwork near the fireplace.

“What the fuck is that shit?”

Madeline stops, frozen. She knows that tone. Thus far, she’s been able to avoid it being used on herself. Like a lot of abusive situations, she managed to put herself in the middle of the abuser-abusee relationship, trying to explain to the other servants that if they just obeyed and smiled they’d be beyond reproach. She even—poor thing—resents the girls who can’t just follow orders for the trouble they bring. 

Like the victims are the issue. Fuck, but you humans are so deliciously hopeless. 

Portia grabs her and forcefully bends her over a couch. Squeezing her ass roughly. Holding her head down into a pillow. She takes Madeline’s heels and rips them off her feet.

Portia has seen them before. She’s never quite liked them enough. But now she knows why—they’re too fucking short. Just three inches. What the fuck is that? What the fuck is Madeline, a fucking grade school teacher? What kind of common tramp wears three-inch heels? Not in her fucking house.

Why the fuck does she have so much money and power if everything isn’t going to be perfect all the time all around her?

She shoves the heel of the shoe into Madeline’s face.

“What the fuck is this?”

“It’s a shoe, ma’am.”

She hits her with the shoe, the heel slicing into her forehead just a bit. 

“Are you fucking talking back to me? Is that how you think you and I operate? I say something, and you’re smart?”

Madeline is hyperventilating. She knows she’s being mistreated; she just can’t make it make sense. Somehow, this is all her fault. Somehow, she can make it right. She just needs to...needs to...

“Please,” she whimpers. “I apologize. I’m so sorry. I’ll do anything. I c-can go change...”

“Into what?” Portia sneers. “Some other pair of heels that I paid for that you should have been wearing already? Now you’re being disrespectful.”

There are other servants watching now. They see the imperious form of their literal Queen standing over a servant. My dark shadow behind her like a blooming volcano of lust. 

Portia shoves Madeline’s face down a little more. The poor thing is having trouble breathing. 

“Let this be a lesson to you. Your heels need to be no less than 101.6 millimeters. I will measure it. Do you understand?”

The gathered servants nod fearfully. Some of them run, heels clicking, back to their quarters to change before Portia notices. 

She turns her attention back to Madeline.

“You’ll leave. Now. Don’t take anything. Don’t pack anything. Get out.”

She lets the little brunette up for enough air to respond.

“I-I don’t have a car...I don’t—I don’t—I don’t—”

She slaps Madeline hard.

“I don’t care, stupid. You’ll walk.”

The road down the mountain twists and turns. It’s at least fifteen miles to the nearest town through rough terrain, and Portia just took her shoes.

She towers over Madeline. Seething and red with fury. Dripping wet. She likes the sting on her hand; wants to feel it again. I did some of that—I pushed and prodded—but Portia took it home. 

This is something she wanted to do.

Holy shit.

I might be in love.

* * * * *
[image: image]


SHE DOESN’T KNOW WHY, but later that night, Portia feels compelled to dress up. And—not just wear a hot dress that she uses to fuck up the brain of Archibald from time to time. But dress up, like she’s going to attend a gala dressing up. 

Wide, tall, walk-in closets await her. She spends a great deal of time deliberating, thinking, choosing. She instinctively knows there’s a best option without quite knowing how or why or even what she’s dressing up for. But she does—choosing a red gown with a deep plunging neckline that exposes all of her shoulders and clavicles. Her tight midriff exposed, showcased by criss-crossing strips of cloth. A long slit up one side. She pairs it with smashing black six-inch stilettos and spends about an hour getting her hair done in a substantially sexy “fuck me” do, cascading down one side in heavy layers and locks. I watch all of it, watch her put herself together, and even I am still impressed by the end result. 

Of course, I also prod her continuously with the thought that even just as little as five years ago, getting ready like this would have taken less time. 

I want her jealous. Vulnerable. Open. I want her in the right mindset for when she meets me.

She waits until nearly midnight. She has one too many glasses of wine before sending the servants to bed. Her pussy, soaking, grinds softly into the pillow of her seat at the table she has set up in her quarters. Her desperation only growing. She was so certain that if she presented herself, made herself ready and open, that it would happen. 

That what would happen?

She doesn’t know for certain. All she knows is that it’s important. That it has to do with her endlessly lusty cunt. She needs to feed it, needs to cum so bad.

When enough time has passed, when I feel her desperation has reached her zenith, I open the balcony windows again. According to her memories, this is something that’s happened at least a dozen times. Of course, in actuality, this is only the second time we’ve met. But she remembers several encounters with me—most of them shadowy and indistinct, but all of them orgasmic. The indistinct desire she has of waiting for it suddenly has a form to wrap around.

Her eyes flash with open lust as I walk toward her, shadows swirling around my massive form until I’m dressed in something that matches her occasion—a dark suit with a crisp white shirt. I leave it open so she can admire the muscles underneath, which I’ve attuned her body to respond to with wet delight. This is my “mortal” form. I’m bad at subtlety, so I’m still close to seven feet tall—but I’ve foregone the deep dark red skin, the wings, the tail, the horns, and so on.

“Hello at last,” she says. She leans forward to show me her cleavage—which was already on display. “I was hoping tonight would be the night we could talk. Get to know each other.”

“I know.”

She licks her lips. She loves my confidence. She’s so used to seeing men break down and cower before her, to give her everything she wants without question. It’s exhausting for her. Boring. 

I sit down and just wait for her to talk. I can tell she’s not used to it; she’s used to having men do everything they can to impress her.

But I’m not a man, am I?

“You’re the man of my dreams,” she says. 

I smile. “I’m not really a man at all, Portia.”

She takes that in stride. “But you do have a cock, yes?”

“For you? I have the Cock.”

She nods and, pleased, I allow her a Little Cum for that. Her eyes roll back and she bites one plump lip. 

But there is almost no relief. She squirms, brain overheating for about fifteen or twenty seconds—vision blurry and re-associating all that pleasure with just my form. And then right after—perhaps a second or two of calm—and then she’s immediately at the edge again. 

Needing to cum for me, always.

“T-the Cock. Yes.” She loves saying it. Loves hearing it from her own mouth. “The Cock. It’s so important. Isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

She leans over, fully invested. Leaning her luscious jaw into one long-fingered hand. Eyes ablaze with lust. 

“Tell me. Tell me everything. I want to know.”

“Tell you what?”

“About you! Tell me about...about how this is possible. You’re making me cum, aren’t you?”

I nod.

She smiles. She enjoys the power I hold. “I’m remembering different things than I remember. I’m...I’m acting differently. More open. More open about lusts I’ve had for a long time.”

I lean back. This is very different conversation than I’m used to having. Most women are scared. In fact, most are terrified. They’re turned on, of course—but they’re terrified. 

Please stop...

Please leave...

I’ll give you anything, just let me alone...

You get the idea.

I’ve had no experiences, as far as I can recall, with a woman who was truly interested in what I do. 

“Please, tell me? You can tell me. I want to know. I don’t mind it. I don’t mind any of it. I don’t mind all the mean thoughts I’ve been having.”

“The mean things you’ve been doing.”

“Oh, Madeline?” She purrs after a moment. “No. That was rather lovely, wasn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“And vanity, too. I’ve been exceptionally in love with myself lately.”

“You should be.”

“I know.” She tosses her hair back and then to one side. There’s a mirror set-up nearby on purpose so she can look at herself. She’s gorgeous. “Can I touch you? I want to touch you. Feel you. Push my body up against yours. I want to slide on your lap. Slide against your Cock. The Cock. May I please?”

She’s hard to resist. I’ve made her hard to resist. I pull her into me—chair and all—with one arm. She giggles delightedly at my strength, knows she weighs less than a feather to me. 

“I want to make you an offer, Portia.”

“An offer? Does it have to do with Your Cock?”

Her hand has attached to my knee. She’s slowly moving it closer to my center. Her tits pressing into my arm. Looking up at me, girlish. The way she’s always wanted to look up at someone; the way I made sure she wanted. 

“I’m going to tell you something first, though. You won’t like it.”

“Okay.”

“Are you ready?”

“I’m ready for anything you’ll tell me.”

She’s not, but I like that she says it.

“You’re getting old now.”

“Excuse me?”

It is remarkably fun to see the look on her face.

“Lucy is much younger than you. By all rights, I should probably go after her instead of you.”

“Excuse me?”

“It’s a fact of life, Portia. You’re getting older. Less beautiful by the day. You know you are. You’ve passed the threshold. One day you’ll get so old you’ll die.”

She tries to withdraw from me, but the feeling of my body is too good to ignore. It’s delightful to see her angry like this, though. She’s trying to be cordial. Her face bright red. 

“So?”

“So. You don’t have to.” I can see her confusion. “You don’t have to die. You don’t have to grow old. You don’t have to become less beautiful. In fact, Portia...I can make it so you become beautiful forever. Wanted...forever. Immortal. Gorgeous. Unstoppable. Irresistible. I can make it so you never have to suffer a single consequence for making others suffer. For making them squirm. You’ll never have to be scared for a second in your life again of someone seeing your true nature. They’ll see it—and you’ll destroy them with a thought. And not like now, where you can throw them in jail or manufacture rumors about them. I mean atomically destroy them. What do you think?”

I already had my answer. As I spoke, she had started grabbing my Cock. By the end of my talk, she had me unzipped and uncovered and was stroking me wantonly, like it was a control column for an airliner and it kept her from crashing into a sea of orgasms. 

“Fuck. You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“I’m serious as hell.”

We all have little jokes we like.

“How?”

“Do you mean how would I give it to you, or how is it possible?”

“Both, I suppose.”

I tell her in short order the whole deal. Incubus. Downstairs. Upstairs. As I do, she keeps stroking. My precum streaming all down her arm, pooling into her thighs around my lap. 

She thinks about it, looking at me dreamily. Stroking me. Her arms are tireless and they’d have to be, because there’s a lot of me to stroke. 

“I want someone at my side. The more I look at you, the more I think you’re the one. You’re real fucking bad, Portia.”

She squirms delightedly, like I was the first man she had a crush on who told her she was pretty. 

“Someone immortal,” she says. 

“Yes. Someone immortal. Someone who surprises me. Like you did today with Madeline.”

She looks at me, understanding flashing in her eyes. 

“You had a different plan originally.”

“Yes. I was just going to toy with you. Fuck you for a few weeks and then make you lonely and hateful and needy the rest of your life.”

She groans. “Fuck. That’s hot. But I changed your mind?”

“Yes. I’ve never done this before, but I know how. There are demons that are born that way, and there are demons that are made. The latter are usually much worse.”

“I want it.”

“You’re not worried about the wrath of Upstairs?”

“You don’t seem to be. Are you?”

“Not really. They’re a bunch of pussies.”

“I fucking hate pussies. Archie is a pussy.”

I smile. “I know, doll.”

“What do I say? Do I just say, please take my soul? ‘Cause, um, please take my fucking soul.”

I shake my head. “I’m not looking for another soul-slave.”

That’s what I call the girls I take. They belong to me forever. I can go back and fuck them any time they’re alive; of course, I don’t, because it makes them miserable, and that’s what I like the most.

“What do I do, then?”

“This kind of power is a big deal. You’d have to sacrifice your humanity entirely. Instead of aging, you’d grow more demonic. Eventually you won’t be able to hide it. The way other people get liver spots or wrinkles, you’d grow horns.”

“Red skin.”

“Eyes like mine.”

“Hooves?”

“If you want. Some get talons. Tails. There’s a lot of options.”

She only pushes in on me harder. Her tits, heavy and shining with needy sweat, pushing against my body.

“Like I said...I want it.”

“You’d have to kill someone.” 

She strokes faster, nodding. 

“Yes. And?”

Fuck. I have to admit—I’m impressed.

“There’s a ritual. I’ll take care of that part, make sure it gets done right. You just have to kill your husband.”

“Oh fuck, really?” she’s excited. Her strokes going up my whole length. She’s so in shape; it’s quite the arm workout. “That’s amazing. Fuck him. I’ve wanted him dead for years, I just knew I would be blamed.”

“I’ll help you bamboozle any police.”

She thinks about all this for a moment. Letting it sink in. The thought of her husband’s murder for her own damnation making her blush and squirm. Thinking with edging thoughts, vulnerable thoughts, needy thoughts.

“Know what I hope?”

Fuck, but it makes me hard to see her smile.

“What’s that?”

“I hope you don’t even need him dead. I hope you just want to see me do it. I hope it makes you hard. Not just the murder. And not just my willingness to go along either.” She leans in, pushing her hands up against my Cock. “I hope it makes you hard to think about how I want it. About how, if I knew I could get away with it? If I had someone’s help? Someone magical? I would have done it a long time ago. How it makes me wet thinking about it.”

I hadn’t actually bothered to look at too many of her feelings or memories about Archibald. I got enough of a sense that she hated him and that was all I needed.

But this is more than hate; this is homicide. And she’s excited about it. 

I get the feeling—not for the first time—that I’m not dealing with just some normal everyday average bad girl here. 

“What if, though, I had a proposition for you?”

I raise an eyebrow. Now I’m interested. “What do you mean?”

“What do you think you could offer me if I did you one better?”

* * * * *
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A COUPLE OF HOURS LATER, Lucy waits for Archibald in her bedroom. She’s wearing her mom’s lingerie and heels—a sparkling hot deep navy blue combo that shows off the length and bustiness of her trim figure. 

She had called Archibald into her room, citing some kind of distress. 

So he showed up, concerned—Lucy, taking after her mother, almost never asks Archibald for anything—and now looks slack-jawed at Lucy like the fool he is. 

She waits for him on the four-poster bed. Posing, at Portia’s instruction. Blond hair dripping down, shining in the dim light.

“Lucy?”

“Come to me, Daddy.”

His pathetic little dick is immediately hard at the sight of his daughter like this. 

“Uh. Uh. Wow. Maybe we should, um...”

He stumbles through his words, reaching back toward the door. It’s deeply dark in the room—dark enough to hide Portia and myself in one shadowy corner. Of course, I add a few shadows of my own just for effect.

“Please,” says Lucy, “don’t you want me?”

“I...I...shit.”

“She treats you so poorly. You don’t want someone beautiful? Someone who wants to see you? I’ve loved you for so long. Won’t you come take me?”

This is a fantasy for Archibald. I didn’t have to be a demon of lust to see it—for anyone to see it. Even Portia saw it. And now it’s here, available for him and gift-wrapped in lingerie. He steps toward her.

“But you’re...you’re so young. My daughter. I can’t...oh fuck.”

Lucy slides off the bed and struts toward him. The strap of her bra falling down one arm, a nipple exposed in the light. 

“I’m eighteen now,” she says. “A big girl. I know what I want.”

She takes him by the arm; he blubbers silently, protesting even as she pulls him toward her.

“Come here,” she says. “I want to feel the moonlight on my skin. I want to feel free.”

Guiding him, she steps out to the balcony. It overlooks a drop of several thousand feet into several million tons of rock. I took the liberty of adjusting the railing so a certain section of it will fail entirely if pushed upon, though it looks perfectly sturdy. 

Archibald doesn’t know it, but he steps directly onto the chalk-and-blood runes I instructed Portia to draw earlier. And now the subject is on the inscription, and the moonlight binds him—his soul is subject to whomever takes it now.

“Look,” says Lucy. “Up there. Look at the moon. Don’t you see how lovely it is?”

Archibald looks. “I...yes, I suppose so. It is rather lovely tonight. As are you.”

He’s trying suddenly to be suave. I hold my derisive laugh in. Portia doesn’t.

“What?” He looks around. “What was that? Was that...is she...?”

Lucy takes him by the face and turns him back toward her. 

“Don’t think about her,” she says. 

He softens in her grip, smiling like an idiot.

“Y-yes. Yes, all right.”

“After all, you never did, did you?” Lucy’s still smiling, but her voice isn’t. “You never really cared about Mommy, did you?”

“I...I don’t know what you mean.”

“You never cared about her.” All the warmth has drained from Lucy’s countenance. “You’ve brought this on yourself.”

Portia pushes forward out of the shadows, visible once again. She pushes hard against Archibald and shoves him through the faulty railing. He’s able to catch himself, momentarily—and then Portia doubles down, grinding her tall heel into his hand and chest. Then he screams and falls while they smile and laugh and smile.

That’s his last thought. I always know. 

They’re smiling. God help me, why are they smiling?

I Know why.

Lucy is smiling because she’s cumming harder than she ever has—because I want her deeply conditioned to associate this act with pleasure. Every part of her cums, every atom sings orgasm, every piece of her flesh on fire. She’s on a demon-infused acid trip—gifted with just a droplet of my Unholy Cum that I transport to her lips to utterly break her mind for the rest of her life.

And Portia is smiling because I enter her the same second she pushes Archibald off the balcony—pushing her gown aside and thrusting into her sopping, murder-wet cunt. 

I’m not going to lie—I’m a demon and I do fucking like all this—but the timing is necessary for Portia’s transformation. For her descent. 

I’m already close to cumming because I am as such on command—and the timing, again, is so important. I thrust hard into Portia’s ultra-tight cunt and cum explosively after just a few thrusts. I can make sex last long—but she needs my cum in her now to complete this ritual. 

The second my cum hits her body, Portia begins to transform. The dripping sticky evil mess utterly shattering her being. The Big Cum rocking her body highlights her changes as she thrashes, her limbs growing longer. All of her thinner, tighter, taller. Her skin becoming smooth, poreless and a deep burnished shade of red. Tits growing larger but still perky and glorious. Her hair a deeper, more violent shade of gold than before. Every part of her heightened, demonized, sexualized to the max. 

Lucy, feeling her grip on sanity go away, looks at her mother during these changes and sees nothing less than a demonic mirror image of herself. The brow of Portia just slightly more pronounced to make room for horns as she evolves and grows. Taller. Tighter than her daughter now. Bustier. Her skin more glamorous. 

I withdraw from Portia’s demon form, my hard cock dripping with her juices and mine all over the ritualistic drawings, to allow her to stretch, to move, to admire herself. She sees her reflection in the window, smiling gorgeously with fanged teeth. 

Then our gaze, together, falls to Lucy. Broken Lucy. Obedient Lucy, who absolutely had to do what Mommy said or else she’d go insane. 

She probably will still go insane. If I wasn’t so constantly hard, that would be enough to put me there. 

Portia looks at Lucy and then to me for approval—May I?

I nod. Of course she may. That’s the whole reason Lucy is here. This is all part of the ritual.

The murder portion of the ritual is important—abandoning humanity. But abandoning humanity and embracing demonic power are different. There’s all kinds of things you can be other than a human. A djinn, an angel, a tovox...it’s a long list. If Portia remained unhuman for long enough, all kinds of powers would sweep around to try and recruit her.

So. To be a demon—to be a sexual demon—she needs to doom someone to Downstairs using an Offer of orgasmic pleasure, and the sooner the better. 

Portia stands over the fallen, kneeling Lucy, holding her head in one hand. Her gown no longer serves any function but to be decorative over the exaggerated length and curves of her hellaciously hot body. Her wet, almost steaming pussy is directly over Lucy’s face.

“Promise your soul to me,” she says to Lucy. “Promise it, and I’ll let you have my pussy. I’ll impale you on his fucking Cock—on your Real Daddy’s Cock. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you like a Real Daddy after that fucking pussy sucked so much as a dad?”

Lucy whimpers. She’s a broken human being. It makes me so fucking hard, how damaged and pliable she is. She thought this was about getting back at Archibald for being a bad husband to her Mommy—and it’s turned into a demonic sex ritual. I can see the madness in her eyes. 

“Y-yes. A R-real Daddy...” she looks up at me with hunger and need. “Big C-cock Daddy.”

“Promise. Your. Soul.” Portia wraps her hand tighter into Lucy’s thick hair.  “Promise me your soul, and I’ll let you cum on his Cock.”

“I-I...”

My Cock, dripping wet before her, is a sight her mind can barely comprehend. It’s so big. I’ve been quiet, just taking in the sheer presence of my demoness. But now, I take Lucy by the ankles and pull her up so that it rests right above her bare, virgin snatch. 

“Or you can say no, of course,” says Portia. “It’s just...then you’ll never have him. Inside you. Ever.”

Lucy squirms, hips grinding upward. “Oh...oh fuck it’s so big...”

“Just say yes, Lucy. Swear it. Swear your soul to Mommy.”

I grind the head of my impossibly hard cock against her clit. Lucy cries out with a soft, urgent edging flood of pleasure.

“Y-yes, Mommy! Yes! Yes, yes! I swear my soul belongs to you.”

Her voice distorts beautifully as the ritual completes, locks her in. Portia groans with sudden power and lust and pulls her daughter’s face into her waiting, needy cunt. At the same time, I shove my gigantic cock inside her virgin pussy.

The two of us, demons, having our way with this hapless, mindfucked virgin. We love it. Very quickly I turn Lucy over so that her belly faces down. Portia holds her at her waist by the arms, and I hold her by one leg and, of course, support her with the overwhelming strength of my Cock. 

This way, I can stare at who I really want while doing my demonly duty. 

We fuck Lucy ruthlessly. Choking her. Shoving her gorgeous face into Portia’s hot dripping cunt and gifting her with Big Cum after Big Cum—more than I usually do, to be honest. I’m feeling—dare I say it?—kind. 

But Portia is the real prize—my demon, my demon wife.

That’s her prize for offering up her daughter and Archibald both, for her proposition.

She’s not only my demon girl, my demon slave—she’s my demon wife. 

Lucy is a distraction and I fuck her like one, focusing entirely on Portia. Portia, whose existence is now purest dark pleasure as she revels in her new demonic body with her daughter’s tongue sliding up and down her clit. 

I allow Lucy a little of my cum—gifting her with another Big Cum—and then push away. 

I exit Lucy’s trembling, shuddering, cum-lost body and reveal my full and final form to Portia. My towering presence even taller than her impressive height. Wings expanding. The balcony shudders under my weight; I flap my wings one time and the windows all shatter. 

Portia gasps, moaning, and kneels before me. 

“Master,” she moans, forehead touching the ground. “My True Master.”

This is a bit of heresy. Her Master is supposed to be the man Downstairs. But—oh well. I’m a demon; breaking rules is fun. 

I am—and remember, I’m millions of years old—more turned on than I have ever been. 

I take her and fling her into her daughter’s bed. I don’t have to hold anything back like I do with mortals. I take her like she doesn’t want it, forcefully pushing my Cock up and inside her even though she’s begging me to be inside her. 

She’s so fucking tight. You’ve never fucked immortal, demon pussy, or else you wouldn’t be able to read anymore. But it’s tight. It’s wet. It’s perfect for a huge cock like mine. 

Most mortal girls can barely even take half my true length. 

Portia? I’m bottoming out in her and she’s screaming in ecstasy. 

“Yes, Master! My Master! Oh my god, my Master yes!”

We fuck up the ceiling, against the walls. Plaster raining down on us. Heavy art falling to the ground. The servants below think there’s an earthquake—scared for their lives—and that only makes me fuck Portia harder. 

Her claw-like nails dig into my flesh, urging me to go deeper. Fuck her harder. 

“Break me!” She begs over and over. “Break me on Your Will! Break my body, please!”

She’s so stupidly fucking hot. She could walk anywhere, any time, have anything she wanted. I bet even angels want to fuck her—but now she belongs to ME.

I’ve fucked millions, and I last as long as I want. But with Portia, suddenly I can’t hold it in forever. It’s a delightful experience and one I can’t wait to have again. 

But I need to cum.

She senses it. 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes yes yes Daddy, Master, oh god Husband, please, cum in me, cum in me cum in meee!”

I explode, cumming harder than I can ever recall. Filling her now-immortal cunt with demonic seed. It floods her womb, floods her entire body with my deep evil. She cums with me, screaming for her Master, screaming how she loves me, screaming that she’ll do anything for me. The servants’ ears downstairs are bleeding. They’ll probably be mad by morning, even from just hearing demons fuck.

As the orgasm slowly subsides—which takes nearly an hour, another high-point of being a demon—I reflect that she’s probably pregnant. That will just make her more cruel down the line. The thought of that makes me fuck her harder for the next few minutes, grunting and plunging into her with a turgidity that surprises even me after cumming so hard. 

Lucy looks at us from the foot of the bed, fingers buried in herself. Her mind completely gone—murder, slavery, demons. She’s completely mad. She Little Cums every nine seconds, looking at her new demonic parents. Somewhere inside her brain the scant remains of her sanity are screaming with terror.

Ugh. I have to stop thinking about that or I’m going to be too hard to function.

The kind thing to do would be to institutionalize her. But she’s got a birthday party soon and I think it would be more fun to show her off. 

Portia recovers somewhat and crawls up next to me, sinking her gorgeous demonic form under my massive arm. 

She looks at me, blazing coals in her eyes. “Master,” she moans. “I’m so hungry for new souls. Who can we take next?”

# # #
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Demon’s Deal – Corrupting the Innocent
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“Please, I’ll do anything.”

“Anything for what?”

“Any...anything for your...your...thingie...”

She’s kneeling, drooling over her pretty gown. Her eyes so big and open, so trusting and vulnerable. She’s such a good girl she can’t even bring herself to call the object of her worship what it is. Not a dick. Not a penis. Certainly not a thingie. 

No, what she’s staring at in her pristine white gown, so expensive and ornate, obsessed and whimpering and edging with dripping wet fingers and all fucked in the head, is my Demon-Sized COCK.

And it’s all she’s ever wanted. 

She had other hopes and dreams once upon a time. Even as little as an hour ago. College. Good grades. Medical school. Help the world; serve in third-world countries and live as a beacon of hope. 

Now she’d be more than satisfied to live the rest of her life in a dumpster turning tricks out for bottles of booze so long as it meant one singular, unholy taste of my demonic incubus seed.

She’s supposed to be a good girl, and I’ve transformed her into this. 

But that’s no surprise. This is what I do to good girls. I’m a goddamned avatar of corruption. 

I think the real question is—aren’t I supposed to be on vacation? Why am I corrupting a good girl again already?

Well. There’s a good reason for that. 

* * * * *
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TIME IS A LITTLE FUZZY for demons. We don’t exactly exist outside of the house that is time, but...let’s say, whenever we want, we can get on the front porch. 

So, when I say, “a week ago, hanging out Downstairs, Portia was stroking me off to the mindfucked captured soul of Cleopatra,” just understand it’s not exactly a week ago, and it’s not exactly not a week ago. The same way that a porch is part of a house, but it’s outside, but sometimes porches are inside...you get the idea.

So.

A week ago, hanging out Downstairs, Portia was stroking me off to the mindfucked captured soul of Cleopatra. The old Egyptian queen moaned and begged for my cum that she’ll never receive again, prostrating herself before Portia and myself in total supplication. 

On our throne, Downstairs, in our True Forms, Portia and I are immense. Cleopatra is a short little thing anyway—those Ptolemians didn’t make them tall back then—and we absolutely dwarf her. Portia’s dark red skin sparkles with unrestrained lust, her viciously tight cunt dripping all the way down my massive body as she strokes my demonically hard, dark Cock. Her wings flapping, sliding against me, purring with the lust of ten thousand unsated virgins. 

Cleopatra, beneath us, begs and licks the floor. Crying. Whimpering. Needing. Portia moaning and urging me to get harder in her spectacularly soft grip because she knows the harder my Cock is, the more Cleopatra is in pain from not receiving it. 

This is the kind of thing we like. We’re bad people. If you don’t like it, well—I’m not forcing you to read. 

“Please,” Cleopatra moans. “I ruled a kingdom. Please. Please let my royal mouth taste you again. Please, Master. Please. You deserve my royal mouth. You deserve it...”

Portia, stroking me, enjoys almost nothing as much as she does the anguish of other women who want me and can’t have me. 

“She’s right, you know.”

“I know. She had a whole kingdom.”

She bites a lip. Stroking me harder; knowing I like it when she says it most of all. 

“No. That you deserve it. You really do. Not her, obviously.” She turns and sneers at the world-famous queen before turning back to me with a brilliant, happy smile that would turn steel wills into oatmeal mush. “But a queen. Someone else to fuck you besides me.”

“I get all the fucking I want as it is.”

“Yes.” She leans in and whispers. Stroking harder. “But don’t you deserve more?”

Ungh. Fuck, she’s so hot. 

“What do you mean?”

“I just think, you’ve got one succubus wrapped under your thumb. All the other succubae down here think I’m crazy or stupid. They don’t understand the glory of Your Cock. And that’s fine, isn’t it? Because as much as you want to fuck them...you can just make more.” 

She leans over runs her tongue down my shaft, licking and kissing. These kinds of conversations take a long time because she spends so much of them with her mouth full. I don’t mind. Her heavy tits leak demonic milk down my thighs. It’s sweetest nectar to me;  a single drop would both eternally damn and horribly kill normal mortals over a period of about ten years or so, keeping them on the painful edge of death the entire time.

“You wouldn’t be jealous?”

She laughs. “Of other girls? No. Not so long as I’m in charge of them. And I would be, wouldn’t I?”

“Yes.”

“So. I’ve already got a girl all picked out. You’ll love her. But I’m asking you to indulge me a little bit? I want to make an appearance as a human.”

My Cock twitches and she calms me by immediately slurping me down. Her tongue is easily nine inches long as it stretches out of her mouth, wrapping around the circumference of my demonic shaft. 

“That’s...ungh. That’s dangerous. Upstairs might be watching.”

“They’ve already given up on my family. They did a long time ago. Really, love. I’ve got it all planned out. It’s amazing. Just listen.”

And, stroking and sucking over the next hour, she tells me her plan. 

It really is amazing.

* * * * *
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BACK AT PORTIA’S OLD estate in the mountains, out of Downstairs. I’m floating above the party for the time being, waiting for my entrance. The sun is going down and there’s a very long line of cars developing to pay tribute to Lucy and her billionaire family.

The whole scheme revolves around Lucy’s birthday party, which is technically just a couple of weeks after she promised me her soul and I turned her adopted mother, billionaire Portia Ambrosio, into my personal succubus demon fuckslave. 

It’s a lavish affair, as you might expect for the birthday party of a billionaire heiress, and she’s invited an incredible number of well-to-do and gorgeous people to be there. Some truly strange shit is about to go down, but we’re in the mountain estate again—remote and untouchable—and Portia has put her people in charge of the wifi, which is the only way a signal gets out up here. 

In fact, it’s so remote that they haven’t even bothered to report the death of Archibald yet, and there hasn’t been a single question about his disappearance. 

Apparently being married to a fucking monster like Portia led to frequent bouts of depression, which meant Archibald was known for just disappearing for months at a time. By the time he’s actually reported dead—maybe I’ll have a couple of hikers find his body or something—I don’t think the police will have it in them to care. 

And even if they do—what the fuck are they going to do? Arrest me? 

Please allow me to use some of my newfound tech textspeak knowledge (Portia is teaching me)— L - O - Fuckin’ - L. 

So, yeah, Lucy is still around. Good for her. Most girls who need my seed and can’t get it either commit suicide or go crazy in about 72 hours. Lucy is in the latter category. Crazy as hell too, and she’s taking it out mostly on the people around her. So, the servants of the house are all horribly bruised but they’re utterly and irrevocably dedicated to Lucy. 

Oh yeah—that’s something. Being fucked by me—given my seed—while it does create a compulsive obsession with everything to do with me, it also makes girls hotter. Sexier. More charismatic. Their will becomes stronger and they’re able to easily dominate those who aren’t prepared for it. Otherwise healthy people are completely mesmerized by girls of mine, even as they act destructively, break laws, and hurt ones around them. 

So Lucy has been dealing with her compulsive, unstoppable need for my Cock—which she will never receive again as far as I’m concerned—by relentlessly beating and berating the servants at the estate. It’s so bad and consequence free for her that I’m almost considering letting her suck my Cock just to make it worse for the servants when she starts to make the connection that hurting them equals receiving my Cock in her gorgeously young body.

Look. I’m a fucking demon. It’s bad news all around when I’m in your life. 

Except for Portia, of course—but then, she was bad news for everyone around her before I even got involved. She was born to be mine. 

It’s interesting, being around someone who I’ve completely fucked the mind of, like Lucy. 

I don’t think I’ve ever stuck around to interact with them much after the fact. Usually, I’m just fire-and-forget, and the girls who I leave all fucked up are pretty much tempests of fucked-up for the rest of their lives. They register as manic-depressives or borderline personalities, sometimes even schizophrenic, with the exception of course that all the treatments that really work for the people who have those don’t work at all on my slaves. 

They’re damned. Forever. Their lives are pure misery and they make miserable lives for others, and it all feeds my power one way or the other.

So while I’ve been taking Portia Downstairs for the past few weeks—fucking her mind a little more and encouraging her to be ever more in love with me by providing her with every sadistic delight she could possibly imagine in the form of ruthlessly torturing billions of helpless doomed souls—Lucy has had the run of the house. It’s been quite the personality shift for the dozens of staff in the house. Lucy used to be the nice one, and Archibald was the drunk pushover, and Portia was the ice queen with the iron hand. 

Now it’s just a family of billionaire sadists who are very open about enjoying putting their staff under duress. 

Lucy changes their sleeping hours every night—sometimes four, sometimes eight, sometimes two. When they slept for eight, she said they could, but that the truly dedicated would wake up early. Those who don’t wake up early enough have to clean the bathroom floor with their tongues. 

They can leave; they’re not slaves. 

She tells them this. She’s grinning sadistically every time she says it.

But if they do leave—like poor Madeline—they walk home, barefoot. And the family owns their phones, their computers, their housing. They even run their bank accounts—and Lucy’s threatened to keep tabs on them to find out where they apply for work. Where are they going to go where a billionaire couldn’t find them in today’s world?

So. Not actually slaves. But probably definitely as such in everything but name.

The servants are out in force tonight. All the men with aching, bowed backs in servant tuxedos that don’t quite fit. The women servants in high heels and skirts—and the hotter they are, the easier their load. Lucy knows what her new Daddy likes to see. That unfairness, the disparity. There are five girls who might’ve given old Lucy a run for her money, looks-wise, but next to her demon-enhanced form they’re barely more than table mints to her full course meal.

Portia has left things to Lucy, but it’s really Portia who runs the house and all the servants know it. 

They always cowered when they saw my queen in the past, but now their cowering feels more intense. More biological. Which makes sense. Most people, normal people who aren’t Portia, have a natural aversion to demonic forces striding past them in real time. They look down, look away, draw their shoulders in, try to do anything to protect themselves. The older ones start hyperventilating. Some have had heart attacks and strokes and aneurysms, which I or Portia keep in check with a little demonic magic because it’s more fun to keep them around and watch them squirm. And give them a heart attack, stroke, or aneurysm again. 

Death is only the beginning when a demon enters your life, never the end.

Tonight, Lucy has dressed up just like her mother. Standing at the entrance of the party, they look like sisters. Both of them wear dark, dark blood red gowns sparkling with rubies. High slits. Their midriffs—so perfectly sculpted—exposed and shown off. Deep plunges into their cleavage, which is perky and substantial. Heavy jewels resting there. Tall, tall heels that make every step a declaration of intense and unstoppable sexuality. 

Lucy would steal the show at any red carpet, any gala, any party she went to in the entire world. 

It’s just that her mom is there, and she’s a budding succubus, and sex demons—even the neophyte ones—look ten thousand times better than hot humans. So Portia stands next to her adopted daughter at the door, greeting guests as they come in, smiling brilliantly while her daughter is ignored at her own party looking more beautiful than she ever has in her life. 

Hot.

A spectacular young redheaded thing comes out of a car, wearing a blue dress. She’s on the shorter side, busty, with beautiful pale freckled skin. 

Portia—the only one who can see me floating above the crowd—shoots me a look. 

Her.

I smile.

Her, then.

* * * * *
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I “ARRIVE” AT THE PARTY a few minutes later, materializing in the shadows down the steps from the estate entrance. 

My demonic form and my mortal form don’t exactly overlap, but it’s close enough. As a mortal, I’m close to seven feet tall, impeccably dressed, with thick dark hair and eyes so dark they seem almost without pupils. If you felt my gaze, you’d feel small and acutely finite. If you looked directly into them, you’d feel a mixture of awe and fear and horrible, unstoppable lust for something you can’t even properly describe—just that it makes your mouth grunt like your throat is empty. 

The crowd in front of Portia and Lucy parts for me like the red sea, if the red sea was full of incredibly scared, incredibly rich people. 

Strolling up, I greet Lucy with a long, slow kiss. I can smell her pulsating, edging cunt. The vibrator she has stuck up there isn’t making her cum anymore than anything is because again—she can’t cum without my say-so.

“H-hi Daddy,’ she whimpers. “I love you, Daddy.” She starts right in, clutching at my Cock through my pants. “Can I c-cum, Daddy? I n-need it.”

“Maybe later.” 

I don’t really mean it. I slide my arm instead around Portia and walk into the party, forcing her to abandon the long line of guests. They all stand, shiftless, not knowing if they’re actually allowed to enter without her explicit approval.

She leans up and whispers in my ear. “I love how mean you are to her, darling.”

My hand slides over Portia’s ass hard, squeezing roughly, knowing she can take it. Her skin is soft to me—brilliantly so, deeply lush. If a mortal touches it for too long, they start to burn up in agonizing orgasmic need. But I can touch it as much as I want, as hard as I want, for as long as I want—I can do anything at all I want to her. I could fuck her in front of all these guests. Fuck, I just might. 

But she’s put me on a mission, clever little minx that she is. So after walking into the main ballroom area, she walks off with a delectably gorgeous icy Norwegian blonde who molests me with her gaze until Portia deliberately diverts her view and I send myself like a missile after the pale redhead from earlier. 

She’s talking with two douchebags in suits who run away the second they see me approach. I’m not exaggerating—they drop their glasses and they run. I have that effect in my mortal form. Two nearby servants apologize to me for the mess and immediately start to clean it up. I’ll tell Lucy, later, that they took long to get there. 

The redhead turns and is first annoyed, then scared, then stunned, and then more turned on than she’s ever been in her life. Her mouth pops open into a perfect wet “O.” Champagne glistens on her lips. 

“...b-big...” she mumbles, smiling inanely.

Her nipples are hard. Maybe I’m perverted—I mean, of course I’m perverted—but there’s something about the way a woman’s nipples just instantly get hard when they’re aroused that turns me on like nothing else. 

They press through the white fabric of her dress. It’s short and revealing a lot of cleavage. It’s the kind of dress good girls wear when they think they want to feel a little bad.

“Hi,” I hold out a hand. “What’s your name?”

“J-J-Miriam,” she stutters. She tries to smile. Tries to remember herself. “I’m muscles in love. I mean I love your big. I mean b-b-bulge is huge? I mean.” She stops, flushing deeply, staring at me and licking her lips.

Portia is right; this is fun. I should have done it more often. Normally I’d only bust this mortal form out to fuck up some upstart king or do some real fucking dark demon shit on behalf of the Downstairs Boss. But just messing with the minds and thoughts of a normal girl is a good time.

“Miriam, you’re really pretty.”

She gasps and gulps and a small, Little Cum flutters up through her body. 

I think I’ve talked about the difference between Little Cums and Big Cums, right? 

A Little Cum is what you normal, non-demon afflicted people have when you think you’re having the best sex of your life. A Big Cum is what I give—the mind-melting, ultra-addictive, only-possible-from-my-Cock kind of shit. How good are they? Well, Lucy’s been having Little Cums approximately every nine minutes or so on average since I blessed her gorgeous body with her very first Big Cum. That’s the equivalent, again, of the absolute best orgasm you might ever have every nine minutes. And she’s slowly losing her mind like a fucking junkie without a fix because she’s not getting the Big Cum she so desperately needs. 

So Miriam, her hand drowning in mine, stares up at me and obviously orgasming. Her pretty mouth moving up and down. Her eyes doing that brilliant sparkle thing you humans do so well. Sweat gathering on her brow, sliding down her neck into her hefty cleavage. 

“Th-thank you?” she says. “Um. Um. Oh god. God.” 

She retracts her hand from mine and backs away. A moment of clarity after the cum. She has a choice; I don’t hold her. It’s very important that she has a choice. My targets always do...until they don’t. She runs outside, close to sobbing, saying something about fresh air.

The rest of the party has stopped. There’s a lot of women’s eyes on me. Portia in particularly is looking at me; she’s slow-dancing with the same blonde from before, but both of them are eye-fucking the shit out of me. 

Good.

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE, MIRIAM IS by herself. Her hair is done up in an elaborate, sexy bun that leaves it framed on either side with long delicate strands. The balcony is nearly fifty feet wide, cobblestone path alongside the house with firm wood railing. She’s attached herself to a railing and looking out at the mountains. It’s a cloudless night and she can see all the slopes and valleys and peaks in the distance, the forest below. I approach, each step heavy. I see her flinching, whimpering, at my approach. She knows it’s me. 

“You’re even prettier out here in the dark.”

She gulps and turns to me and then staggers back against the railing, unable to keep herself up. She bites her lip and dips one ankle over the other, whimpering. I smile. It’s fun to be a demon of pure lust, to do what I do to women. 

“W-who are you?”

“I’m the guy who’s going to take your virginity.”

“How do you know I’m a virgin?”

Like I found out some sensitive government secret. 

“Aren’t you?”

She nods.

“Then does it matter? All that matters is that I’m going to fuck it out of you.”

“I-I’m saving myself for...for marriage.”

I’m really close now. She touches my test and whimpers a little more.

“Which is about love, right? And aren’t you kind of falling in love?”

“I...I don’t know.”

“Are you sure, Miriam?”

She cums again, mouth gasping, eyes watering up. She holds on to my belt to keep herself upright. 

Names have power. Don’t tell a demon your name; it gives them its power. So, I can say her name and make her cum. 

I grab her off the railing and hold her tight to my body. My Cock grinds against her side. She can feel the thickness of my Cockhead pressing deep against her fertile hips. Thoughts of babies and pregnancies and thick heavy milking tits fill her head. All the things she’s ever wanted—what she wants more than anything is to be a mother. I can smell it. 

Every desire has a smell for a demon. 

“Come here, Miriam.” Another cum. She clutches me tighter. “It’s okay. It’s okay to be in love. You always knew it would happen like this, didn’t you? You knew it would be sudden. A mysterious, handsome, tall stranger who made everything in the world feel right, didn’t you?”

“Y-yes,” she whimpers. “Yes. Please, yes. I-it’s just, I don’t e-even swear, I’m a-a g-good girl!”

“You are,” I nod. “You’re such a good girl.”

Another cum. She’s clinging, humping, grinding against me now. She’s really fucking hot. I want to fuck her rotten.

“Do you want to find some place really private with me, good girl? Some place we can talk?”

She nods. 

“A bedroom?”

She nods fervently now. “Y-yes. Please. I want that. I need that. I need...this.”

Her hand skates over the tip of my Cock. She thinks she’s being dirty. 

“Follow me.”

* * * * *
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MY DEMON FORM IS BETTER for the corruption of girls. More orgasms; more overwhelming. But...I like doing what Portia suggests. It’s pretty hot to do something for someone else for a change, especially when that someone else is the hottest piece of ass in the entire metaverse. 

We walk up to the master bedroom, which is, of course, now Master’s bedroom. She’s giggling and oohing and ahhing at all the artwork and the massive size of everything. It is a big place. The doors are so big that I don’t even have to crouch through them in my demon form. 

But—for now, again, I’m staying in my mortal form.

I lead Miriam over to the bed and sit her down almost on top of my lap. One of her legs sliding over mine. She’s giggling and staring up at me with big wet eyes. She’s wondering if she’s in love. It would be her first time if she was. By the time she’s able to truly love me, though, she’ll be too lost in lust to do anything else but want to cum. She won’t love again for however long she lives. 

My guess is she’ll be one of the ones who kills herself once I fuck her. That’s fine by me.

Love isn’t really in the domain of upstairs—I love Portia and she loves me, after all—but it does lead to more Upstairs-type activities and Lust is definitely all for Downstairs. 

“I’ve never been in the bedroom of a boy before.”

“You’ll have to keep waiting. I’m a man.”

“Right. Sorry. Of course. You’re a man. You’re...you’re such a man.” Her hand slides over the front of my chest. Buttons undo themselves for her—a little demon magic goes a long way—and she’s able to touch the hair and muscle underneath. A groan, guttural and plaintive, escapes from her throat. 

“You’ve never been with a man before, have you?”

“No.”

“I can tell.”

“You can...how can you tell that?”

“I can smell it. I’m a demon.” 

I smile, to “let her know” it’s a joke. She giggles, unsure. 

“You’re so shy, Miriam. You’re practically screaming it, despite your dress.”

“Oh.” She looks down at herself. “Is that okay? That I’m a virgin?”

“It’s very okay if you’re willing to not be one anymore.”

“I was saving myself for marriage,” she says again. 

Maybe she thinks if she keeps saying it, I somehow won’t fuck the shit out of her? Or maybe she thinks this place is so big that there’s a priest and a state office downstairs to officiate our nuptials. Could be; she’s rather dim. 

“But then you met me. And now that needs to change, doesn’t it?”

“I...I think so, yes.”

“It’s not something to think about. It’s something to know. What do your bones tell you?”

“They...they tell me...”

I grab her and kiss her. Forcefully, passionately. Her leg slides all the way over mine. Thigh pushing against my Cock. She feels it, is surprised by it, and then I grab her at the top of her thigh—right under her ass cheek, and push her against it. She feels it surge and swell, precum spilling from it. The moistness sliding out from the fabric and into her bare skin. 

Our lips meet for a long time. Her tongue swirling, searching into mine. Her body nearly limp with terror and lust. Terror from all the lust she’s feeling, that is. 

She’s trying to fight it, and her way of fighting is by trying to not engage. But that’s her mind talking. Her body is saying something else, and it’s saying yes—the sheer pleasure my touch gives her brings her close to the edge of cumming. Edging on kissing, on being felt up. My hands slide up between her legs and when her own hands come to stop me, a little bit of force pushes them aside. 

She doesn’t try to stop me again.

I touch her cunt. Another Little Cum from her just my touch. She withdraws again then pushes back into me again. Like a wave; like a redheaded virgin wave of barely-restrained oceans of undiscovered lust.

When I end the kiss, she’s surprised; she wants more. They always want more from me, no matter what they say at the beginning.

“I love you,” she whimpers.

She means it, and she thinks it, but she doesn’t really. She’s been so brainwashed into thinking that she could only ever have sex with her husband, her True Love, that she has no other way to describe the absolute onslaught of pleasure running through her right now. 

“I know.” I stroke her hair. “You want my Cock, don’t you?”

She whimpers and nods, pawing at it through my pants. 

“I’ll take it out for you, but you have to promise to obey me. I’m very particular. I’m experienced. I know best. You have to do what I say, Miriam. You have to promise to only cum for me now, from now on.”

She whimpers, again, and paws, again, and nods. “Yes. I promise. Please. Please let me see it. It’s...it’s important. Please.”

I let it out and she has another Little Cum. Drooling now. Eyes glazed. Looking at it with a completely empty bimbo brained mind. She’s so far gone that I have to reel in my influence a bit—to make sure she still has a choice when it counts. 

It’s important that she has a choice to damn herself or not. If she didn’t, it wouldn’t really be damning, would it?

I let her make the decisions about what to do next. I say nothing, just nod and make suggestive glances. Her hands—which look positively tiny compared to the girth of my monster—slip around the base of my shaft. She shudders and groans when she realizes her fingertips don’t even come close to touching.

“G-guh,” she says. “How?”

“I’m better than the men you’ve seen before,” I explain. “I’m something else. You’re lucky to see this.”

She nods, starting to stroke. “Y-yes. L-lucky.”

Her gaze goes directly over my Cock. Lips dripping drool right on top of the head. She’s wondering if it will fit inside any part of her, let alone her pussy—which is burning up right now and begging her to stuff me inside. My precum shoots up and just barely glazes her lips before pooling back down around my Cockhead and shaft, lubricating her strokes. The shot is enough for her to lick, and she has another Little Cum. I can feel her hold on sanity breaking. 

Her mouth, slow and unsure, begins to slide over my Cock.

I may be a demon, and I may love the fact of fucking a virgin, but the reality of fucking a virgin is usually less than pornographic. In mortal sex, virgins don’t last. They do most of the things wrong. There’s a lot of trial and error. 

So with Miriam, I give her a little help—and then a lot of help. Her lips know just what to do. Her throat in the right position to take all of me. Her jaw and chin making space. And I need a lot of space for my Cock. 

Right away her eyes roll back into the back of her head. She’s cumming hard—Little Cum after Little Cum, one right after the other as load after load of my precum shoots down her throat. I know she’s thinking—with what limited capacity she has for that right now—that she can’t believe I’m cumming so much. She has no fucking idea what’s really coming. 

I love this. I love this knowing what Portia has planned. She was so right. 

She wants me to have another demon wife just like her. “A whole harem of suck-u-busty besties;” her exact words. 

To do that, I would have to corrupt a girl completely. Not just into wanting my Cock and ruining her virginity. No, it has to get much darker—much worse. She’d have to be willing to steal, to enslave others, to murder—to be demonic herself, like Portia was and is.

Demons are usually solitary creatures. We find it hard to trust each other, as I’m sure you might understand, and besides we all really love our work. 

But Portia? Portia makes the idea of fucking as many succubi as I want so fucking enticing. 

And for me to have another succubus, I need a truly bad girl. Miriam just won’t cut it.

So.

The blonde from before—her name is Zara—enters the room. fami shares a little bit of her bio through a link we share telepathically. 

Zara is the daughter of some millionaire phone mogul in South America who married a Norwegian supermodel way back when. So her skin is deeply, beautifully brown and her hair is blond and her features are starkly exotic and defined. Big eyes. Expressive eyebrows. A regal nose. A razor-sharp jaw. 

She wears a blue dress with a plunging neckline that goes all the way down to her navel. The fabric is sheer and runs down to her ankles, but I can see every part of her all the way down. With my demonic vision, I can even see where the shining on her skin isn’t the sparkles of the gossamer fabric of her dress but instead the honey trickling from her delectably tight, virgin pussy. 

Her tits aren’t as big as Miriam’s, but I can fix that. Every other part of her leaves Miriam in the dust. 

Portia is behind her, melding with the shadows. All that Miriam could possibly see—if her eyes weren’t looking at her own brain from rolling backwards while I fuck her skull—is a tinge of darkness around Zara’s form; a heavy shadow at her neck and in the thick dark waves of her golden hair. 

But I see Portia’s demoness form, whispering and licking in Zara’s ear. Her long wicked tongue lashing and sliding over Zara’s olive skin in long, luxuriating laps. 

I get a better look at Zara now. She’s one of those girls who used their millionaire fathers to garner influence on social media for a platform so she could start walking runway shows and showing off in lingerie ads, except she doesn’t have a face like a sad alcoholic horse like most of them.

She poses for a long time, urging me to look at her. I have no problem complying. She doesn’t seem to mind at all that I’m fucking Miriam’s throat right in front of her. 

I can see the look on her face—how fucking insane she looks, how crazy with evil and lust and evil hot lust. Ungh. It’s my favorite. Portia has clearly been doing a number on her brain and in record time, too—that tells me Zara was already pretty thoroughly fucked up in the head.

Portia probably coached her on how exactly to get me hard for her—to make me want her. She probably used some of demonic influence on time to pour weeks and months of corrupting poison into Zara’s gorgeous head in record time. I can see the obsession in her face. The self-obsession with her own beauty and youth—fuck, I just love it so much—and the obsession with my big, fat, meaty Cock bulging inside Miriam’s throat.

In fact—she stops posing and struts toward me and then wraps her hands around my neck. Her arms are l-o-n-g. There is something intensely erotic to me about the length of a woman’s limbs and digits. 

“You’re really fucking handsome,” she says to me. “Portia told me so much about you, but...she didn’t really even begin to explain how fucking handsome you are.”

She’s rubbing her crotch into the back of Miriam’s head. Miriam whimpers, not understanding but also not willing to let my Cock out of her mouth. I fuck Miriam’s head harder, pushing it into Zara’s crotch. Zara moans. I love her mouth, her lips. She has a spectacular smile. 

Similar to how Zara rubs and grinds herself into Miriam’s head, Portia—floating and smiling and groaning with deep demonic lust—has her “invisible” legs wrapped around Zara’s head, her cunt pulsing and pushing against the back of Zara’s skull. 

For a few minutes, Zara is content to slide into my body, near-suffocating Miriam between us, and kiss me. Her kiss is strong and urgent, her lips pulsing against mine. Her lips are so thick and full, and her torso is so utterly tiny. It’s easy to grip every part of her as my tongue slides against hers, our wetness lashing against one another in an easy, heated grip. When she finally pulls away, a hot little trail of our mixed saliva drips down into her cleavage and on top of Miriam’s head.

Portia pulls away somewhere in here—regretful but acceptable. She’s attending to something else quite important, and Zara has this well in hand.

No longer content for the lesser girl to touch my Cock, she pulls Miriam off and shoves her roughly to one side. Miriam hits the pillar of the bedpost. My Cock is already harder than ever as Zara grinds down onto its meaty girth with her pussy—sliding her eager pussy lips against my shaft—and laughs at Miriam’s suddenly swollen, black eye. 

“Oh my god!” Zara exclaims in mock sorrow. “Were you there? You’re just so forgettable I hardly even noticed you! You do know he’s not going to fuck you now that I’m here, right?”

She doesn’t wait for an answer from either of us before pushing into me and kissing me as hard as she can. I feel true and actual deep Love on her tongue—admiration and respect and awe. It scrapes against mine slow, luxuriating in every last taste of my demonic force. 

“Portia told me what you are,” she whispers in my ear. “I want to join you. I want it. I want to be gorgeous forever. I want to make them suffer forever. I want them to hurt. I want it bad, Daddy. Let me prove it to you?”

She wants to make bad things happen to good people.

Clearly, I am not the type who is going to stand in her way.

Miriam, on the floor, is deeply confused.

“I don’t...but...but..the...Cock, please, I n-need...need to suck it...”

“Aw, poor baby.” Zara clucks at her with obviously fake-sympathy. “Did you really think he gave any kind of a fuck about you? I mean, did you see his fucking wife?”

Her face contorts again. She loves me, but she can only love her True Love, and her “True Love” obviously wouldn’t be married to someone else...but she loves me...

It’s a beautiful disaster befalling her right now. My Cock pushes up harder against Zara’s cunt. I need to be inside her; she so fucking understands what it is to be a demon amongst these pathetic mortals and their frivolous thoughts of love.

“I-I-I didn’t know he was m-married, I-I-I...”

“You already told him you love him, right?” She looks to me for confirmation. “I knew it! Oh my god, what a fucking sucker you are! I bet you told him you loved him and he didn’t say anything in return! Ell-oh-ell! Oh wow, you are just too cute for this world.”

Much to my chagrin—Zara is so fucking hot she’s filling this demon of temptation with terrible lust—Zara slides off me and crouches down around Miriam. She has chalk already ready. Her dress tugging brilliantly at her delicious body. She starts drawing an intricate series of symbols around Miriam. 

“Wh-what are you doing?” Miriam asks.

Zara doesn’t pay attention, continuing with her drawing. She once again shoves Miriam to one side to finish the center of the drawing and then shoves her back on. 

I recognize the drawing; I recognize that it’s incomplete. I’m impressed that Zara was able to remember so much of it from memory already. She’s learned so much, so fast. 

“He doesn’t love you,” Zara explains. There’s no more mockery—only simple, cold, arrogance. “He never will. You’re a good girl. He fucks up the lives of good girls. Don’t you, baby?”

Zara’s voice becomes warm and sultry the second she slides back into my lap. Precum streams from the tip and she uses it to lubricate her stroke with long, confident fingers. She’s sneering, oozing arrogance and confidence, smiling prettily at me one second and sneering at Miriam the next. 

“That’s right,” I admit.

“You’re a demon, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

Miriam shudders and whimpers. She has no idea what she’s gotten into; she’s only just starting to understand. I’m unable to stop myself—I let more of my demon form show. My eyes blazing dark fire. Shadows of wings appearing behind me.

“And if I understand the situation correctly,” says Zara, “this dumb bitch has promised you her cums, hasn’t she? That she’ll only cum for you?”

“That’s right.”

“Gosh, Sir. That was really fucking stupid of her, wasn’t it?”

She’s so regal, so commanding and has such a presence with her pristine, otherworldly beauty that when she says “Sir” it sends a chill down my infernally-constructed spine. 

I shrug. “She’s not where she is in life because of her smarts, that’s for sure.”

“So, being that you’re a demon, and she’s just some dumb fucking good girl, there’s no real way for her to make you happy, huh?”

“That’s right.”

“Nothing?” asks Zara. “Nothing at all?”

“Well...”

We’re performing now, a show for the “benefit” solely of Miriam—but really it’s all about indulging our sadistic desires. Making fun of the girl and giving her hope, just to crush it. Just to feel it crunch and squawk and collapse beneath our fingers. 

“Please!” Miriam cries. “There must be something, anything I can do to please you. To make you happy. Please, if you’re happy then maybe I-I-I can cum and oh god I need to do what you say, please!”

Zara’s strokes on my Cock are as arrogant as she is. Conceited strokes. Full of confidence and effortless grace, not a single worry or misstep. A mortal would have died a thousand times over from cumming by now. I’m just getting warmed up.

“Gosh, Daddy, it really seems like she would do anything. I think I even believe her.”

I pretend to consider. “There’s a way to test her.”

“Really?” Zara looks really hot with her eyes open, her luscious mouth popped. “Whatever could it be?”

“Well...” I point. “That drawing there on the floor. You left it incomplete. All she would have to do is use some of the chalk there to finish it off.”

“No way!” said Zara. “Just finish the demonic drawing on the floor?”

Miriam picks up the chalk, shuddering, whimpering. She’s trying to draw, but she can’t yet. The ritual only works if you have the knowledge. Some force unknown to her stays her hand. 

“I-I can do it!” says Miriam. Her voice is so hoarse—from my Cock skewering her, from the crying and heaving she’s been doing. It’s rather unattractive; my hardness is purely for Zara now. “I’ll do anything for you.”

“That’s it dearie,” says Zara. “You just have to finish off the drawing, and finish off yourself. That’s all! Isn’t it simple?”

“Finish off myself? What do you mean?”

“I mean kill yourself, stupid. Isn’t it obvious?”

I can’t stop, I have to kiss Zara’s jaw and ear. My Cock surges in her hand. Fucking fuck, I never knew I could want to fuck someone so fucking bad as I want to fuck her right now.

“Wh-what?” Miriam’s so stunned she’s stopped crying.

“Why not?” says Zara. “I mean, you don’t have anything to live for, do you? You’ve completely abandoned all your principles and your self for someone who doesn’t even care about you—for a completely evil, completely demonic stud who would much rather just talk about me than fuck you.”

Miriam, again, whimpers, frantically fingering her cunt and trying to compel an orgasm that just won’t come. It’s almost impossible for her to think right now. Most of her cognitive faculties are gone. There’s just enough, though, that I can’t get in trouble with the Upstairs. 

What happens next will be a choice. It might be heavily influenced...but it’s still Miriam’s choice. If she ran away, tried to live her own life, I wouldn’t stop her. She would just be, I don’t know, permanently insane? Nobody has ever refused me before; I don’t have a lot of data. 

“But,” I explain, “if she does finish the drawing...then she dies. Forever. An eternity of miserable torment. Just for finishing the drawing. She would be sacrificing herself to create power for me.”

“Or for me,” says Zara.

She grinds up into my Cock now, sliding her ass against it and all-but-requiring me to cum all over her gorgeous back. I’m honestly surprised at how close I am and at my own ability to hold back the tide of my cum. 

“She could pledge her soul to me before she died,” says Zara. “She could make me into a demoness partner for you. Eternally. She could make herself into our eternal little plaything Downstairs. Wouldn’t that be good of her?”

Ugh. Fuck. 

“Yes.”

“You seem like it’s hard to talk, Daddy. Is it turning you on? If she did that? Sacrificed herself? Gave up the rest of eternity just to make us happy for a few moments?”

Miriam looks conflicted, but it’s the kind of conflicted that lets me know she already knows what she has to do...she’s just not sure if she can.

“W-will it hurt?”

“Oh, sweetie.” Zara smiled. “It won’t hurt at all. I promise.”

That’s a lie. It will hurt right away, and it will hurt horribly, and then it will hurt for the rest of creation. 

Miriam’s grip on the chalk is shaking, but she holds it nonetheless. Taking a deep breath, she finishes the symbols on the floor with just a few strokes of chalk. Right away, flames appear on the floor—horrible, black flames that surround her totally and call out to her with the force of every nightmare she’s ever had.

Zara waves beautifully, because she does everything beautifully. My Cock, surging, pushes up against her entrance from behind. I’m timing myself; I’m ready.

“Bye, Rosie!”

Miriam, panicking, breathing in fire, can barely respond. “My-my name isn’t—”

And then she’s gone—body and all, consumed in a pillar of black fire. 

Zara turns to me, eyes ablaze with sudden demonic lust. Wider—deeper—seeing the entirety of the cosmos all at once for what it truly is: a playground for her sudden and terrible beauty.

“This...feels...amazing!”

I enter inside her at the same moment the demonic power rushes through her.

This claims her; this makes her mine. She’s not just a demon—she’s my demon slave.

So as she transforms—becomes taller, thinner, bustier with enormous priest-killing tits, sexier, longer and more terrible and beautiful in every respect—her soul is also bound to me permanently, just like Portia’s. There is no demonic force in Zara without demonic me. I am her Alpha and her Omega. 

Not to be too blasphemous—don’t want to be gauche—but I am her fucking God. 

Her newly demonized cunt orgasms with Big, Big, Universe-Ending Big Cum after Cum the second I enter her. Her wings sprout beneath me and I fuck her harder, driving her gorgeous body into the floor and crashing her through it entirely. We end up in the library, priceless books spontaneously combusting all around us. We breathe in ash and breathe out lust, and my strokes and thrusts go deeper, harder into her fertile demonic virgin cunt. 

“Oh fuck!” she screams. Her voice changing. Becoming both deeper and softer as her vocal chords become entirely supernatural, capable of registering on several octaves at once. “Oh fuck, oh shit, oh Master!”

This is a body, a voice, a being that is entirely dedicated to rebellion, to destruction, to witnessing the defilement of all that is good—and she entirely belongs to Me. 

“Darling, did you start without us?”

Portia reappears now in her full Demoness form—blinded with sudden pleasure in the presence of so many Big Cums that I’m delivering unto Zara—with Lucy at her heels.

Lucy, stumbling over the burning blocks of the library, her dress catching a little on fire, stares at her mother and myself with the same dazed, mind-gone look that I know means her brittle sanity is utterly annihilated in this moment.  

With my Cock bulging in her supernaturally tiny belly, Zara points her hand at Lucy—and right away Lucy begins to float. 

“The power...” Zara moans. 

One hand points at Lucy, telekinetically spinning her this way and that—sending her flying at dizzying speeds throughout the room. Her other hand grinds against her torso, bulging with the massive Cock inside of her. She pinballs her across the room—smacking her with shelves of burning pages and sliding her through hot ash, laughing with madness-inducing silver-bell laughter even as I fuck her full of cum after cum. 

Portia pushes on me, pushes on both of us. Pushing on my hips as I fuck Zara as hard as I can. Whispering in my ear.

“You so fucking deserve this,” she groans. “You deserve that girl killing herself for you. For her. For someone you own now. You deserve this succubus queen desperate to do what you say. You deserve it all, Master.”

I Know I do, but it’s hot for Portia to say it anyway. 

I reach down and grab Zara hard by the neck, slapping her ass as I do. Slapping it as hard as I possibly can. If she was capable of being hurt anymore, she would be bruised and broken by a blow a tenth as extreme. As it is, the slaps and spanking blow out the nearby windows. The guests in the party who haven’t fled the residence—fools—have their eardrums blown out. 

“I’m going to make you fucking pregnant,” I growl in Zara’s ear. “You’re going to give me a whole fleet of succubi. You understand?”

She nods, still twirling and torturing Lucy in the distance. “Yes, Master. Anything. Anything you want.”

“You’ll be beautiful forever. Evil forever. Mine forever.”

“Yes, please! Please, I need it! Please show me the glory of your evil seed! Please, my Demonic King! My Demon God! Give it to me, please!”

“Please!” Portia joins in. “Cum in her! Cum in her so you can cum in me and then in her and then in me—”

Zara joins the chant. “And then in her and then in her and then in me and then—"

I cum hard—maybe even harder than I did the first time I fucked Portia. My cum enters every atom of Zara’s being—marking her, claiming her, taking her. I cum so much I have to push her off of me just so there’s room for the volume of it—and I spray her from ass to feet in long stringy thick load after load. 

Portia, knowing her place even as an impossibly gorgeous, empire-ending demonic empress, kneels before me and starts cleaning me off. Zara takes a long time to recover. Twitching. Her body still changing. Lengthening. Becoming almost like a sister to Portia. Both of them so terrible and powerful, like stars captured in supernova form. 

After a long while, I let Lucy down from her twirling, tortured repose in the air, settling her down on a pile of rubble from the wreckage. If we leave her there, she’s liable to die, and there’s decades of torture I want to do to her yet. 

“Master...don’t you deserve more?” asks Portia.

She’s stroking and licking my hardness. She wants me hard again so I’ll fuck her. That’s good. She knows what I want.

“Yesss.” 

Zara’s hiss is only more pronounced with the snake-like forked-tongue she now sports. She slides upward, risen from her coma-like post-Big Cum assault trance at the simple thought of what I deserve. This is what a real fucking good girl is like.

“More. More evil girls. As many as you could possibly want. And Master? I think I know just how to make it happen...”

# # #
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Demon’s Deal – Corrupting The Angel
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Two succubus queens take turns sliding their lips up and down my Cock. They work in slow, slippery, sultry unison—their throats bulging when they take the full amount of my massive, virgin-breaking length down their esophagi. 

Either one of these gorgeous beings could destroy entire countries in a targeted day’s work. Their bodies are long and tight and impossibly smooth, equal parts the color of burning coals and crimson shadows. A touch from their lips can entrance a mortal for their entire lives, and just the promise of their tight pussies will destroy men and women’s souls for eternity.

Demons like us can exist in several planes of existence at once. Right now, our realest forms are in the Downstairs. I could have a projection of myself anywhere else in your mortal plane right now if I wanted, but my attention is focused entirely on Zara and Portia. My Perfect Succubus brides. I don’t think you can blame me.

Zara, the dark-haired black hole of lust and hatred, casually chokes out a randomly chosen former beauty queen (one of her recent acquisitions) while she makes out with my balls. She only feels wet when someone else is in immense pain (or, of course, if I tell her to be). At the same time, her mortal projection—a “somehow” permanently barely-legal supermodel—is casually ruining the life of a make-up artist glamming her up for a shoot by making rather overt suggestions to start starving herself to death to impress Zara. Of course the make-up artist is desperate to comply. Everyone is desperate to do what Zara suggests—either to avoid her wrath or to somehow, one day, perhaps see her smile.

Only I know she only really smiles for me. She even changed her hair-color for me from blond to black when I suggested I wanted a little variety from her and Portia.

While that’s happening, Portia—the star-blindingly hot blond—gags happily on my Cock, she’s making her mortal form busy as well in the mortal dimension. The mortal world knows her as a billionaire heiress, only recently putting her toes into the water of running the business itself. Orgasming continuously behind a desk silently crafted from the bones of endangered whales, she ruthlessly fires almost a quarter of her European workforce and replaces them with slave-wage immigrants. In a month, she’ll fire them and hire the Europeans back as interns—or at least, the ones who haven’t already offed themselves from the combination of displeasing Portia and having no reason to live.  

Naturally, both girls belong to me in entirety and have bonded their existence to mine, swearing an unbreakable oath that all the evil they will ever do is to serve my pleasure. They love me with all their corrupt little black hearts, and I love them right back. 

Portia and Zara switch places, and Portia casually slides up my immense body, dragging her dripping wet cunt all the way up my leg and hips before urging herself up into the space between my arm and torso. Her legs wrap around me and her cunt pulses against my ribs. She becomes a pillow for me—a sultry, whispering mass of shadow and dark delights.

“Daddy,” she moans, and I know right away she’s up to something. 

She only calls me Daddy when she’s got a plan for something nefarious. 

“Daddy,” she continues, “How many other immaculately hot couples are there Downstairs?”

“None that last.”

Listen, I don’t want to freak you out—but love isn’t necessarily a force of good. Despite most people misreading Romeo & Juliet for five hundred or so years, that’s a story about how fucked up love is and how even a simple illicit pairing can throw an entire city into chaos. 

“So. That either means we won’t, and we should enjoy it while it lasts...or we should do something they’ve never done before to make sure it does.”

I can’t help but love her. She’s an immortal evil being, responsible at this point for over hundreds of doomed souls. And she’s stroking me off and looking at me like she’s got a teenager’s first crush. I’m pretty much everything to her.

“You’re pretty much everything to me,” she says. “But don’t you deserve more?”

“Ungh.” This is a kind of conversation we’ve had before, and I always love where it goes. “How do you mean? What can we do that no one else has?”

* * * * *
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MONA REYNALDS DIDN’T have high hopes for this meeting. In fact, most of her hopes had been dashed recently. Though she was only 19 years old, that was practically ancient for an undiscovered model. Her insta page only had a few hundred thousand followers and had been stagnant in growth for months. Her youtube had never gone anywhere; the last show she did runway for had been in the fucking fall, and even then she had only done a couple. 

So. When she received an email invite to come to this new agency for an offer of representation, she had very nearly turned it down. But it was all expenses paid for travel and board and five grand just to show up at all—and who didn’t need five grand?

There were lots of other hot young modeling types entering the same time as her. A line of paparazzi had shown up in front of the building’s entrance, snapping photos and calling out to models to turn and smile. 

She read sometimes that models—none of the ones she looked up to, none of the ones like Zara fucking Zidorov who was Mona’s role model in every possible way—but some models felt fed up with being looked at all the time: that they got bored and tired of having to smile, having to look pretty, having to always always always perform. 

Mona was terribly jealous of their predicament. 

Sometimes, late at night, obsessing over their posts and making plans for whatever she might be able to do to emulate their careers, her fingers crunched into tight, angry fists as she imagined the ingratitude they had for the lives they had been given. 

Yes, Mona was pretty. In fact, she thought she was gorgeous. 

Walking into the high-rise agency, she wore a pair of liquid-tight blue jean capris and a pair of suede, peach sandals. Her perky, pretty young breasts were encased inside a black sleeveless crop top that—despite being advertised as skintight—still left a little bit of gap underneath her chest due to her thinness. Her long golden hair let down in waves down her back. A spinny silver bracelet sparkled on one wrist, and bright silver hoop earrings shone on her ears. 

She knew she looked good. In fact, she knew she looked fabulous. She had been disheartened lately, but that hadn’t stopped her from going on overdrive on her workout routine like she did every time before an opportunity like this—doing two-a-day workouts and fasting to get her body into the peak performance of tight and tiny that she could. 

Sometimes she worried she overdid it. The world was changing. She had lost count how many times an agency or photographer or designer told her that they wished they had known her even just five years before. 

These days, we’re just looking for someone with a more average body type...

Or

It’s just a shame. That big fashion show, the way it blew up on its own face. You could have been the star of that thing. What a platform that would have been...

Or

It’s just, they shy away from girls like you now because they’re afraid the men in power are picking based on who they want to prey on. You understand. 

Mona wished she could be fucking prey! What the fuck did she care if she sucked a dick or three if it meant a million followers? If it meant being on the cover of magazines and the face of make-up brands?

Like, sure, she didn’t want girls to be taken advantage of. She didn’t want anyone assaulted, for god’s sake. She wasn’t a monster. But what the fuck did she care if some guy wanted to feel her up while he made her a star? Part of the entire reason she was a model was because was deeply comfortable with men being turned on by her. 

Swallowing her mounting anger and frustration, she walked by the line of paparazzi and expected, as usual, to be mostly ignored. A firing line of them all in front of the rotating doors of the imposing building where her appointment awaited. In the city, there were always beautiful girls and there were always more of them. They probably would think she was just some fucking secretary or something—

“Mona! Mona, smile for us!”

She froze.

“Smile for us!” said more voices. “Strike a pose! You look fantastic! Who are you wearing?”

Her composure came back quickly. She had practiced for this, prepared for this, wanted to hear those words for her whole life. 

She flipped her hair to one side and smiled and posed. She did this for a full two minutes straight, turning, popping a leg out, sometimes up, smiling, indulging, taking her time. Enjoying the pops and flashes of the cameras. She didn’t recognize any of the paparazzi. In fact, they were all women, which was unusual. Really, really beautiful women. 

But who cared? They had cameras, they had internet, so soon more people who know who the fuck Mona Reynalds was and how hot she was all the time. 

For a time, she just smiled and posed and posed some more. The women with the cameras couldn’t seem to get enough of it. 

“You’re so hot!”

“Yes! Revel in it!”

“Live your best life! Show us your beauty!”

Weird fucking things to say, but they really spoke to Mona’s deepest desires, so she was happy to go along with it. But eventually, the time pressure really started getting to her, and she had to pop into the building itself. 

The first thing she noticed is that it was warm. A deep, omnipresent dry heat. If Mona was even a pound heavier, she’d probably be breaking out in sweat already. 

And dark. Ebony tiles; obsidian wall panels; black ceilings. All broken up intermittently by flashes of color in ornate, graphic paintings of gloriously stacked women posing in lewd positions. Most of them kneeling. Frequent and—frankly—arousing depictions of huge phalluses. 

There was only one elevator inside, no secretary. Mona strutted—walking didn’t feel right, for some reason—like she was on the runway all the way to the elevator. It opened and closed on its own, and started moving without her pressing any buttons. 

It was odd, she considered, that this place had so much automation. Most modeling agencies were staffed with wannabe models. She’d had several job offers of the sort, but she was smart enough to know that if an agent ever saw you as a secretary, it was all they would ever see you as. 

After ascending for what felt like several long minutes, elevator opened up to a flight of stairs. 

Mona, puzzled, waited in the elevator for it to close—but it dinged impatiently, as if waiting for her to get off. 

She looked outside. To the right were the stairs. To the left was a railing and beyond that a large opening that led to a long, deep pit. A pit as deep as the rest of the building so far. An eerie red glow traced along the walls. 

She began to climb up the stairs, wondering about the architecture. Why have steps after an elevator? She’d never seen the like. Was it some kind of test? A physical hazing, perhaps.

Yes, that was almost certainly it. She stopped in the easy consideration, having been thinking perhaps she should take off her heels for the climb. 

But, no. That would be a terrible idea. 

Certainly, someone was watching to see how she would do under the duress, the confusion. That was fine. She could walk a hundred flights of stairs in her heels if it meant breaking through, so fuck their little game. She’d own it. 

As she climbed, her feet began to hurt a bit. She noticed every tenth floor they hurt more. Had the building been this tall from the outside? It was hard to believe, but then she hadn’t been paying too much attention either. On street level, she never gawked upward like some dumb tourist—she was always looking for people looking at her. 

Down the stairwell, she heard a terrible sound. Something that strangely sounded like it was mixed into the awful red glow on the walls. 

Was that...was that a wailing? A baby’s cry? Something else? There was something...something...happening...

Overhead, the exit door just another flight of stairs above opened and someone crashed outward, blubbering and whimpering. Screaming. Crying. A well-dressed young woman, brunette. Mona watched, stunned, as the girl fell over and stumbled down the stairs. There were a few sick crunches as she tumbled down. 

For a moment, Mona though she was dead. 

Then came the moaning, and more blubbering. More anguished cries. 

“Are you okay?” Mona called up. 

In moments she was there, rushing to see if she could help. What she saw surprised her. 

It was another model—one she knew, one she followed. Gertrude Lane. She was way above Mona’s status, and had lots of buzz lately because she had been speaking out against the unrealistic standards for women’s bodies that models kept perpetuating. 

Mona already had her phone out—to call for an emergency—but muscle memory had her recording Gertrude on the platform of the stairs, bloody and moaning and blubbering and crying. 

“Do you want me to help you up?” Mona asked. 

Gertrude pawed at Mona, then the camera. Her eyes were tinged with madness. She roared at her—actually roared, like an animal—and Mona backed up. 

“Oh my god, chill. I’m just trying to help. Can I do anything for you? Can I...do you want me to call someone?”

Instead of responding, Gertrude just broke down. She farted horribly and audibly and there was an obvious mess in her dress. It was more visible than even the blood from her scrapes. Mona unconsciously noted with great satisfaction that she was in much better shape than Gertrude. 

“O-oh my god!” Mona could not help from laughing. “Did you just poop your pants?”

Gertrude roared again in response and slid down the stairs, rolling and tumbling. It was like something out of a cartoon or a sitcom. Mona kept turning the camera at herself—making sure to frame her beautiful face perfectly, showing off her delighted smile and I’m-embarrassed-for-you-laughter—and then back at Gertrude. 

Mona stopped recording and stepped up to the exit door. If she stayed and helped, she might end up being late—or worse, getting all of Gertrude’s mess on her perfect outfit. She had offered to call...but Gertrude was way too busy doing...whatever she was doing to really respond. 

She still had her purse on her, at least? If Gertrude really needed somebody, she would be able to make her own call. Mona’s own connection signal was perfect, so there was nothing to worry about there, right? 

Then there was the matter of the video she took. Her thumb hovered over the upload button. She had already written the description—showed up for an audition, saw this instead. U ok #GLane?

It would be mean as fuck to post it. 

It might also mean at least another few thousand followers. 

Her thumb wavered as she heard another anguished wail from Gertrude.

Fuck it; nobody was looking out for her in this business but her. 

She pressed post, stuffed her phone away, put on a big happy look-at-me smile, and stepped through the stairwell exit.

* * * * * 
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THROUGH EMPTY BLACK corridors, black doors, and under black ceilings, Mona found her way to the audition guided by a series of bright red arrows. 

Only, it didn’t seem like it was an audition at all. There were several other girls there, which was perfectly normal, but instead of all of them being in a waiting room and being called in one at a time, they were all gathered around one large conference table. 

On her way in, a horse-faced millionaire heiress of a condiment company splashed coffee on Mona’s new shoes. She apologized right away—her name was Tyna and she had dark freckles and deep blue eyes—and promised to buy Mona a new pair because they were such cute shoes. But almost right away, Tyna turned back toward the crowd at the table and laughter erupted. 

It might have been coincidental, but it certainly felt intentional. 

Mona’s head immediately filled with elaborate and embarrassing punishments for Tyna, each one more unrealistic than the last. Her cheeks burned and then burned more because she knew, with her pale skin, that the flush of her anger was visible to everyone looking. 

And everyone—in a crowd like this—everyone was always looking. Always measuring everyone up. 

She recognized almost all of the faces at the table. There were nineteen of them in all—Mona was number nineteen, she had counted twice. Many were young models she had seen at auditions and followed on the gram. Others were mini-starlets, girls who showed up on daytime melodramas or in bit roles on shows about moody superheroes. There were two real prizes though—Lucy Ambrosia and Zara Zidorov. 

Lucy was a billionaire’s heir who had—allegedly and reportedly—gone crazy over the last six months or so after her father died. Some people even said that his death wasn’t accidental, that she was the one who killed him.

Looking at her now, Mona could see why people thought she had gone crazy. She was dolled up like a little girl, in a tiny ruffle-heavy dress with a deeply low-cut neckline, sporting silly fringes and frills along the shoulders and hemline and with bright satin gloves. Her make-up was slightly overdone, bright and red-lipped, and she was clearly enjoying something fucking the hell out of her pussy even though her hands were on the table. 

A remote vibrator, maybe. There was an evident puddle around her thighs. She was the adopted daughter of Portia Ambrosia, the wildly famous and successful billionaire who had made such an impact over the last year.

Next to her, sneering callously and imperiously at the whole table was Zara Zidorov, a model who Mona had absolutely fallen in love with over the past year. She wore a simple, tight, short red dress that put her outrageously well-built body on display. Clavicles shining. Cleavage heaving. Dark crimson thigh-high boots with half-foot tall stilettos. 

Zara lived the kind of life that Mona wanted. She traveled from place to place, was gorgeous enough to be a total bitch to everyone she met, and wined and dined with high-shoulder debutantes and celebrities and bragged ruthlessly about how gorgeous she was. 

And that’s the thing—she totally was that gorgeous. Mona had completely deep-dived her insta, and Zara had somehow become more gorgeous over the past six months. She blamed some late-stage growth spurt (somehow), but even if Mona wasn’t completely inclined to believe that, there wasn’t like—any time off for Zara. 

Recovering from the kind of surgeries to add inches onto her height or bustline or hips meant a lot of recuperation time! Months and months of it. Mona had looked into that kind of thing, because of course she had. 

But Zara had been in photo shoot after photo shoot, sneering and bitching out anyone who looked at her twice. And all the interviewers and photographers and designers who worked with her just seemed terrified of her. They smiled and nodded and said how they loved her “fierce, playful nature,” but their terror was clear on their faces and Mona very fucking much got the idea that that was how Zara wanted things. 

Mona was so fucking jealous of her. And now, in the same room as her—OMG—she couldn’t take her eyes off her. Zara kept scanning the room and every so often her eyes would slide across Mona’s form and she felt her body tense up in the most pleasant, needy way. She felt like her soul was running across the room to grind onto Zara’s flawless face.

The mood in the room was upbeat if a little weird. Most of the girls were abnormally chatty, talking about the “killer decor” and the “crazy mood lighting” and the “weird interactions” they’d had in the elevator on the way up. 

Mona listened in on the conversation of the girls next to her, two young black women with stunning racks and high cheekbones. Were they sisters?

“We came in at the same time, right?” one asked.

“Totally. But then I lost you in the stairwell.”

“Stairwell? I didn’t take any stairs. I was on the elevator the whole time.”

“Elevator? But, you followed me right in, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So how did you see an elevator? There was nothing but stairs.”

“I had an elevator,” interrupted Mona, “and then stairs. And Gertrude Lane was there...”

They looked at her, smiling and shaking their heads.

“Gertrude Lane? Isn’t she like, missing?”

“What?” Mona was shocked.

“She’s totally missing. She’s been gone for over two weeks. They’ve been keeping it very hush-hush, her agents I mean, but—”

A hush ran through the crowd—a gloriously beautiful woman entered wearing a sparkling silver gown. Most women might have looked ostentatious wearing such an outfit in the office setting they were in—but this one made the office and all the other beautiful women in it seem like they were underperforming in contrast. 

She had gorgeous long blond hair, a delicately sculpted face, beautiful breasts, and long legs that swept all the way down to the floor in long, flowing stops. Strappy heels wrapped in ribbons all the way up to her narrow thighs, showcasing her ample hips and impeccably shaped ass. Her narrow waist—no wider than a paperback book lengthwise—seemed magical in its ability to hold up her long torso with the staggering immensity of her buoyant, gravity-defying tits. 

Everything about her was angelic, in fact—except for her eyes. 

Her eye were dark. Her eyes were fire. Her eyes were evil. 

Mona whimpered when the gaze of this creature fell on her; she felt embarrassed about it for a moment until she realized that everyone else had done the same. Some of the girls started crying. The smell of fear and lust permeated throughout the entire chamber. 

“Welcome,” she said. “You might recognize me as Portia Ambrosia, the world’s richest woman.”

Oh, thought Mona. Yes. That is how she knew her. But in pictures and videos, she seemed so much more...human somehow, instead of this otherworldly creature showcasing herself now. 

A lustful, confused haze had entered her brain. Thoughts came slow, like they were being slowly passed through an assembly line made of honey. 

Ambrosia’s wealth had grown exponentially over the past six months or so. Other billionaires had sold their businesses to her in enormous coups, or had their own businesses taken over. Her operating practices were scandalous in the newspapers—giving herself bonus after bonus while she bled the employees dry of wages and benefits. Government officials that tried to stand up to her were oddly silenced, sometimes mere hours after they took action. Many were found dead. Some were even quite obviously murdered—dismembered and displayed in public, being made examples of. 

In the past month or so, everyone seemed too cowed to take much action, even though it was clear Ambrosia Industries bribed and coerced governments across the globe to pass laws that benefited them—and by “them” that is to say, the one directly at the top. 

Mona noticed it was odd how she had to keep referencing that to herself—“the past six months or so.” Like something had happened, or changed. She knew of Portia before then—how could you not? A gloriously sexy babe who loved making a public display of herself, as well as her daughter Lucy who everyone thought was destined for superstardom. But it seemed like the mother had eclipsed her daughter permanently. She certainly was more beautiful, and even somehow looked younger than her barely-legal daughter. 

“You all have been chosen to come here for a marvelous opportunity,” Portia explained. “You may have noticed how, over the last year, I’ve become more successful. More lauded. More appreciated.” She did a little pose. “More beautiful. You might have noticed the man at my side. The press doesn’t even know what to call him. Most don’t ever know his name. But it’s no coincidence that my rise and my pairing with him go hand in hand.”

She spoke while circling them, sneering and smiling in equal measure. Mona paid attention to who earned a sneer, who earned a smile. Nothing was incidental with this woman. 

“I want you—some of you, those of you who are worthy—to join in our success. To join us. I want him to have your service in the same way that he has mine. He’s made me younger. Not just in appearance. Every part of me is actually younger. Do you think, honestly, any of you, that surgery could accomplish what’s been done to me? No. It was Him. Him and only Him.”

She let that sink in for a moment. 

Mona struggled to understand. It was hard to think. Her young, virgin cunt was on fire. Was there some kind of diet? Was he like, an energy healer or something?

“You’ll be young, forever. You’ll be wealthy beyond your wildest dreams, forever. You’ll have all your needs and wishes accounted for, forever.”

She stopped right behind Mona and put hands on her shoulders, massaging them gently. The touch was both immediately relaxing and arousing. Mona’s pussy flooded with lust, dripping right away. A cum felt only seconds away—but she was kept from it no matter how badly she needed to release. From far across the table she saw Zara nod with approval, smiling and licking her lips. She winked. 

Mona moaned and gasped. 

Was the wink at her? Was she worthy? What did that even mean? What the fuck was happening?

“Finally,” said Portia, still running her hands over Mona’s shoulders and collarbones, “you’ll be beautiful. Forever. And ever. And ever. For Him.”

The girl next to Mona dared to speak up. “Okay. How much?”

Portia raised a curious eyebrow. “How much?”

“Yes. How much do you expect us to pay for something like this? For your...cream or whatever it is you’re selling.”

Portia laughed. From across the table, Zara laughed as well. Their shared laughter was like dark, terrible music—like a twisted version of something you might hear in a church. Portia strutted merrily away from Mona to get a better look at the girl next to her. 

“What’s your name again?” asked Portia. “Darla?”

“Daria.” She pointed. “My sister is Darla.”

“Yes. It’s so hard to keep you straight. Well, listen Darla, there’s no cream. Not really. I mean there is, I suppose? But not in the way you mean.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s very simple. I worship Cock, now. Specifically, I worship his Cock. I worship it with everything I have. I have given my soul over to his Cock. And in exchange for my soul, I have all the worldly power you can imagine.”

The room was silent for nearly a minute. Mona counted the seconds. She didn’t know how to handle this information, didn’t know if it was maybe some kind of test. Or maybe—as she had thought earlier—an elaborate hazing ritual. She had been called here for an audition—was this part of it?

Sheila Devowe, a beautiful girl with a thick Welsh accent, raised her hand. “You’re not serious, right?”

Portia was very serious; her only answer was a raised eyebrow.

“I mean,” the girl continued, “yeah, we can all see that you’ve changed somehow. And yeah, it seems pretty dramatic. But we’re in the industry, aren’t we? It’s obvious what’s going on. Isn’t pretty much everyone here in entertainment in one way or another? Don’t we know better? Smoke and mirrors is kind of what we do, after all.”

Portia strutted over to her and leaned over until she was eye level. Across the table, Mona had a good look at her cleavage from this angle, and found herself craving the feel of Portia’s tits pushed back against the back of her head. 

“Take a look,” said Portia. “Take a good, long, close look. Tell me where you see the heavy make-up. The scars. The recent work. Anything like that. Go ahead.”

Sheila looked into Portia’s eyes. All other eyes in the room were on Sheila as she soaked in the billionaire goddess’s gaze. After about five seconds, she was biting her lip. After ten seconds, she was twitching, neck and shoulders starting to flex. After thirty seconds, she was covered in a heavy, hot sweat. She knocked her chair away with the twitching of her muscles, like she was trying to run away. 

“What’s the matter, dearie? Isn’t it obvious? Or is there some dramatic change you’re noticing?”

Tears streamed down Sheila’s cheeks. Her eyes frozen in place. And Portia...

Portia eyes.

Before, they smoldered.

Now, they burned.

Sheila tried and tried again to run away, but her skeleton seemed locked in place even as her skin and muscles jumped. Before their eyes, her face began to dry out, cracking and blistering, lips crinkling like bad paper. Her hair fell out in large, lifeless chunks.

“You have a point to prove, dear,” said Portia. “You better get to it.”

Finally it seemed that Sheila was able to unfreeze at least her mouth, but all that came out was a distant, long, horrified moan. 

Mona knew where she had seen this before. Gertrude, in the stairwell, had a similar expression. The terror in her eyes, like she had seen something that she wasn’t supposed to. Like there was something in Portia’s eyes that no mortal was supposed to ever see, not in this living plane. 

Portia snapped her fingers and Sheila immediately began to run away, sprinting at full speed into the nearest window and diving headlong into it to crash to the streets below.

Only—she didn’t. She just bounced off ineffectively with a great bonk and crash to the floor, moaning.

“Oh, poor dear,” said Portia. “I completely forgot to let you go. Here. Let’s try again.”

The gathered beautiful girls gasped as one as Sheila floated into the air, spinning this way and that, barely conscious, and was set on her feet once more. Only this time it seemed obvious she was held up by something—like some kind of sinister strings from an evil marionettist. And Portia, laughing and smiling and sneering, was clearly that marionettist, sliding her fingers this way and that and manipulating Sheila’s passage through the room. 

Sheila’s arms and legs pumped as she “ran” in place, picking up steam, and then she flew again across the room and into the window—only this time, somehow, the barrier was gone and Sheila disappeared out into the early afternoon sky to drop down to the city below.

One girl ran after her, shouting her name in horror—suddenly finding her footing and her courage—only to find that the safety glass was returned once more. She banged and banged but she could not get through. 

Portia turned back at them, her cheeks clearly flushed from the heady, dizzying effects of an orgasm. 

“Now,” she said, her voice with a terrible erotic heaviness that had not been there before. “Does anyone else want to question the legitimacy of what I’m saying?”

* * * * *
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THEY WERE FREE TO GO; no one had to stay.

Portia explained this right before rushing away, saying she had another “very important meeting.”

Seconds after she left, the walls began to shake and thunderous, orgasmic cries filled the chamber from the next room over. Someone—it seemed so large that it must have been something—fucked the shit out of Portia in that room. The temperature rose and all the girls began to sweat at least a little. Several disrobed, taking off layers of clothing and complaining minutely of the temperature. For a room full of mostly thin, fit, tall, frail young women, complaining about the temperature being too warm was something indeed. If anything, it was usually well the opposite. 

Nobody left. Nobody really even tried, not right away. Several walked toward the door but then seemed to recall something just as they got there. Mona herself even wandered close but as she did, her ears filled with the orgasmic cries of Portia and her nose filled with the scent of all that fucking...and she couldn’t remember why she had wanted to leave. 

Immortal life. Immortal beauty. Would it be that bad? All she had to do was prove she was worthy.

But what if—her feet started shifting toward the door again—what if Portia did to Mona what she had done to Sheila and probably Gertrude?

And fuck—even if she did accept—wouldn’t that mean she would have to do terrible things too? Did she want that? She didn’t think so. But then, she had promised herself so many times that she would do anything to be famous...

As they milled and panicked and discussed and hemmed and hawed, Zara pulled Mona aside. 

“You were looking at me earlier,” said Zara. “Yes?”

Mona, a bit stunned at this turn of events, nodded dumbly. 

“What did you want to say?”

“Oh my god,” Mona smiled and shook her head. God, was she pretty? She had to be pretty right now. Zara was so pretty and Mona had to be pretty to talk to her. “Oh my god. Yes.”

“You wanted to say yes to me?” 

Zara Zidorov! Zara Zidorov was making fun of her! But she was being flirty and hot about it! Holy shit!

“Um, gosh.” Mona shook her head. “Yes. I mean, no. I have so much I want to say to you.”

She raised a perfect eyebrow. “And?”

“Um, first of all, well, thank you so much for talking to me,” said Mona. “I’m just the absolute biggest fan of yours. I think you’re the best ever. I thought it was completely criminal when you were passed over two years ago for face of the year, I mean, completely stupid of them. Like what an asinine decision. You’re so pretty and kind of flawless actually and god you’ve only gotten prettier over the past year or so and fuck it’s like, hard to look at you, you’re so utterly completely sexy and wow I mean I thought it was tough being close to Portia but jesus christ no wonder Lucy has been over there out of her mind, are you two dating? You must be dating, she’s just looking at you and fingering herself and god I’m talking too much, oh god, sorry, sorry, sorry.”

She thought at about five times during her tirade that Zara would do her the courtesy of interrupting, but the dark-haired beauty seemed thoroughly happy to just let Mona go off. 

“You know,” said Zara, “they showed me your body of work before you arrived. Before this whole...” she waved a hand. “Before this meeting, you know. And I was skeptical, I’ll say that. I was really skeptical. But you’re turning my mind around. Say more nice things about me.”

Mona did, and for several minutes. She lost track of time. She looked deep into Zara’s brimstone-dark eyes and let her heart pour out—she revealed everything. Every last dirty, romantic, gushy, mushy, lovey, crushing feeling she had on Zara. Things she wouldn’t have revealed to her closest friend seemed to make perfect sense to tell Zara to her face—like how she regularly fingered herself to sleep thinking about nuzzling up into Zara’s body, particularly the top portion of her clavicles and jawline, or how she daydreamed constantly about being her girlfriend, or how she really hoped the offer was real so that Zara could accept it and be immortally gorgeous forever, or how she would be delighted to just sleep at Zara’s feet for like ten million years while someone else better than her got to fuck Zara.

“Is that all?” Zara asked, when Mona was finally done.

Mona nodded. Her mouth was dry. She wanted a drink of something, only she didn’t know what. Her eyes fixated on Zara’s tits, which made her also think of Portia’s, which had so obviously been bursting and ready with fresh, yummy milk. Oh, to drink from either woman! She would be in heaven.

“I’m pretty impressed,” said Zara. “Lots of people say that they love me. Most don’t have a...mythology behind it like you do.”

“I’m a little obsessed,” Mona admitted. Her whole body felt tired, like she had been running a marathon. All that lustful clenching. “Maybe more than a little.” 

“You should take the offer,” said Zara. 

“Really? Are you going to as well?”

“Oh my god,” Zara laughed. “You’re really too turned on to think, huh? I already took it, dummy. I took it a long time ago. I’m what you might call a sleeper agent. I’m supposed to be in here spreading corruption. Making the good girls worse and the bad girls more interesting.”

“Which am I?”

“You were a borderline case. We weren’t sure exactly. You’re very attractive for some reasons I’ll tell you about later—besides how obviously sexy you are. Ungh. I can’t wait to taste your pussy.”

A whine escaped Mona’s lips. “H-holy shit.”

“Your primary trait was ambition, but there was something clouding it. We couldn’t nail it down. Now we know.”

“We do?”

“Obsession, like you said. Love. You love me.”

“Oh.” Mona nodded. “Yes. I do. I love you very much.” 

Zara nodded and smiled. 

“I-is that okay? Is it okay to love you this bad? I don’t want to make this weird.”

“We’ll have lots of time to explore it,” said Zara. “But first you have to accept Daddy’s offer. If you don’t, we’re either going to eat your soul or drive you insane or,” she made a buzzing sound, “send you out the window like we did with old bagface.”

There was a lot to process there. Mona had to process it with Zara’s hand clasping hers, which didn’t make it any easier. And she said she wanted to lick her—what the fuck, oh god, oh shit...

“So I’ll...I’m giving up my soul?”

Zara shook her head. “It’s much more involved than that. You’ll be a demoness, like me. Like Portia. There’s probably at least two potential others in the mix here.”

“That doesn’t mean selling my soul?”

“It kind of does. Daddy can explain it better than I can. It mostly means just...changing your soul. Turning it into something he owns...and he only owns demonic things. It’s just, to really commit...you have to sacrifice someone. That’s why there’s girls here who just won’t make it. Who never could make it. Point one out for me.”

Mona scanned the crowd immediately. She knew who she wanted. The bitch with the coffee. Tyna.

But. Holy shit. Could she really kill someone—sacrifice someone—just to see her suffer because she spilled coffee on her?

She thought about the way the bitch had laughed right after. Made them all laugh at Mona—like the girls back at school who made fun of her for being too tall, too skinny, too petite. 

And she thought about Zara’s burning, demonic gaze and how good it felt to melt into it entirely, to let her soul slip away and just let pretty, pretty Zara make all those decisions for her. It felt so good, so hot, so right if Zara was in charge of her life. She should really just submit. 

Just...submit. 

Just submit and make the bitch suffer. Mona was so fucking pretty—so gorgeous, really. She was easily the top choice at the table. Zara was so happy that Mona was there to be able to submit, and wouldn’t submitting feel so fucking good? Just submit and be a bad girl, forever. 

Mona hadn’t really put it together—the haze was too thick, her body too turned on, her brain cells all-but-completely-fried—but Zara had been whispering and moaning in her ear. Her long, long fingers deep inside Mona’s tight pants and easily creasing into the folds of her sparkling wet pussy.

Her words were so powerful, her will so absolute—and Mona so completely obsessed with her and so otherwise braindead—that she didn’t even hear Zara’s words as words anymore. Just thoughts entering directly into her brain, true and irrevocable.

At some point, the orgasmic cries of Portia ceased. Almost as soon as Mona noticed it, Portia came back in with a large, rectangular box and placed it on the table. 

Mona should investigate the box, she realized—as Zara poured the suggestion into her. She should investigate the box and promise her soul to the demon and then she would be able to cum.

Cum.

Cum.

CUM.

Oh god—oh god she needed to cum so fucking bad! And just as she realized it, Zara took her fingers away. 

“You need to cum for me, don’t you, Mona?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Y-yes, please?”

“Yes. Please. What?”

“Yes, please, Mistress, oh fuck, please Mistress let me cum for you!”

“You promise your cums to me?”

“Yes! I promise!”

“You promise them to Daddy?”

“Yes! I promise!”

“You renounce heaven, and swear you need to be a demon bride with me?”

She was so wet. She would have promised anything. 

“I renounce heaven and swear to be a demon bride with you!”

The words felt so fucking right as she said them that she hardly noticed the immensity of the thunderclap outside. 

Zara strutted away, talking to another gorgeous spellbound babe, this time a young Asian girl named Holly. Mona watched them—it was no more than thirty seconds, but by the end of it, they looked like they had been talking for thirty years. Holly’s eyes positively bursting with happy knowledge of Zara’s beauty. That was just how Mona felt. 

Mona approached the table with the box. She already suspected what was inside, so when she and a smattering of other girls pushed its surprisingly heavy top open, she was the only one who didn’t gasp. 

Inside was a collection of knives. 

Four other girls were there with Mona. Daria, the beautiful black babe with the sculpted cheekbones. Holly, who Zara just instantly corrupted. Tatiana, a Russian beauty with an improbably huge and perky rack given her tiny frame. And finally Vicky, a Californian sun-kissed brunette with sexy freckles and a killer smile. 

Of course now it would be more of a killer’s smile. They all sported one, as a point of fact, smiling madly as they lifted the knives and embraced the darkest parts of themselves. All that was left now was the act itself. 

Portia, literally floating around the room now, smiled back at them and tilted an eyebrow at the scared girls who had herded together in a corner like cows. 

Like cattle.

That was such a good word for them, Mona thought. 

Cattle. 

Something to slaughter for a higher purpose.

Beneath all their click-clacking high heels, runes and symbols sparkled. They filled the entire conference room floor. There all along, but activated now. Zara walked over to the doors and closed and locked them. She winked specifically at Mona. 

Time’s up, she mouthed.

Portia floated above the gathered herd of girls, most of whom were crying in fear. She was an erotic masterpiece, the tatters of her clothes sliding around her like living ribbons. 

“Go to work, girls. Show Master you love him.”

Coffee girl Tyna was right out there in front. The knife felt so good in Mona’s hands. Her smile turned into a mad laugh and she went to work. 

* * * * *
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AFTER THE MURDER, AFTER the sacrifices, Mona rode her Master’s Cock, her long luscious body stained with blood and transformed into a demonic version of her former self.

Her skin had turned a marvelous dark nightshade blue—so smooth and dark it was nearly black but for the unmistakable cerulean tinge. It was most noticeable around her clavicles, her shoulders, her tits, her jawline—anywhere there were sharp edges or defined points. Her hair, long and golden, blazed so bright that it almost looked as if it were on fire. Her heavy tits, engorged with milk, leaked down her demonic body and made it shine. A sexy, slick glaze covered her and her Master’s body.

He had revealed his full demonic form just by entering the conference room. Massively tall and sporting a titanic musculature, all the freshly transformed demonettes fell upon him with fanged teeth, forked tongues, and world-shattering beauty. They ground their bodies into his, hellish cunts sliding over his thighs and waist and back. Teeth that could puncture steel landing on the titanium cords of his muscle like the paws of kittens. Tails lashing, whipping, interlocking. 

There was no mistaking who was in charge. Portia and Zara leading the way, in front. 

Master. We love You, Master. Look at what we’ve done for You, Master. Look at what You have done to us. We love You so much, Master. Won’t You please fuck one of us so Your Cock is pleased?

He chose Mona—she felt so Lucky—and now as he fucked her into the broken remains of the conference table, Zara and Portia pushed on their sides, pulling the two of them together with their legs and tails. 

“Fuck her, Master,” urged Portia. 

“Yes, Daddy. Fuck her please. Get her pregnant.”

He choked her as he fucked her—gripped her with all his strength, clawing at her ass and slapping it ruthlessly with his other hand as he drove into her with all the force of a freight train. His length bulged in her tight, transformed torso, clearly visible to all. 

Mona nodded, barely able to form words from the torrent of orgasms hitting her. “Yes! Y-yes! Fuck! Pregnant! Daddy yes!”

“You want it? You want to be my bride?”

Mona wanted nothing else. Nearby, Tatiana and Vicky moaned with orgasmic jealousy. Mona had the wherewithal somehow to cast a sneer in their direction—I got it first, cunts—and that was what made Master lose control. 

His cum unleashed inside of her. It felt dark, corruptive, twisted. It felt like home. He held her tight as he came, whispering dark ritualistic corruption in her ear that only made her brain need more and more of him. She kept sneering at Vicky and Tatiana the whole time. They were hot—they were demon hot—but they hadn’t been chosen first today, had they?

When he pulled out, Mona fought the urge to beg for more. Too much. A little went a long way with Master. She crawled up and started cleaning his Cock with her mouth, hoping to encourage him to fuck her once more. 

“You can almost feel the life forming, can’t you?” Portia purred in her ear, caressing her belly.

“We’ll have our daughters together.” Zara cleaned Mona’s body with her long tongue. “A fleet of succubi to enact his will. Won’t that be marvelous?”

Mona could only agree. 

A giant white flash filled the chamber. He shoved Mona roughly off his Cock, smiling at her pained whimper when she hit the floor. 

“P-please, Master.” She crawled toward him. “Please. Did I displease you?”

He shook his head, reassuring her instantly. “You were just bait,” Master explained to Mona. “I mean, hot bait. I’m gonna keep fucking you. But bait, nonetheless.”

The white flash coalesced into an understandable form—a gorgeous being with a halo of light around their skull. After a moment, Mona realized it looked something like herself as a mortal, only with enhanced beauty and rather more incandescent. She wore a simple white robe around golden armor. 

This was an angel, Mona realized. And in point of fact, it was something like her angel. 

Wow.

She had never really spent time thinking about such things. But if she’d been turned into a demon—and fuck, had she ever—she supposed that guardian angels were a real thing as well. 

“You!” said the angel, flying across the room with sudden bright wings. “How dare you!”

“How dare I, what?” said Master. 

He pretended to barely notice she was there, sitting down at a throne he materialized overseeing the wreckage and carnage in the conference room. The metallic scent of blood filled the air. He snapped his fingers, and Tatiana and Vicky slipped forward and began worshiping his Cock with their demon-ized bodies, melding their massive milk-leaking tits over his enormous shaft while they made out on the Cockhead. enjoying his new demonesses kissing and cleaning his Cock. 

Holly and Daria hadn’t made it—final sacrifices from Tatiana, Vicky, and Mona. Mostly Mona, who really wanted to go overboard to impress Zara and Portia. Their bodies were with the rest, in the pile in the corner. 

Master had complimented her, and then he had fucked her—and Zara praised her—and it was all so, so worth it.

She was a demon now, through and through—and so naturally she looked upon the newly-arrived angel with sneering contempt. Zara and Portia did the same, taking up their positions at Master’s side. Mona, wanting to complete the picture, slid across his feet and wrapped herself up one leg like the busty heroine from the cover of a pulp novel.

“You-you-you took my charge!” said the angel. “You corrupted her! Made her into one of your things!”

She erupted into a flash of pure white light, beaming it down on the Master. A field of congealed shadow surrounded him, pushing back. The air crackled with the spent energy. 

Mona was a little concerned—the light felt truly unpleasant and even seemed a bit dangerous—until Zara languidly knelt down beside her without a single element of concern on her face. Together they rubbed their Master’s leg, heavy milk-leaking tits pouring out all over his red-black flesh.

“You see now? Really, it’s you what this was all about,” said Zara. “Oh sure, he wanted to fuck these other hot girls. But you were the one we weren’t sure would fall, because you had a ward. Her.” She pointed at the angel. “And Daddy...” she giggled. “Daddy really liked the idea of fucking an angel.”

The angel had drawn her sword. It shined and burned in the small chamber; it looked like it could cut through atoms. 

“He wants to make an angel his demon bride,” said Zara. “And he’ll do it because you fell so fucking hard.”

“For you,” said Mona. “I fell for you. So this is all your doing.”

Zara preened. “I suppose it is. Although it was all Portia’s idea...”

“No, no.” Mona clung to her. “It still wouldn’t have worked if you weren’t so fucking gorgeous. I never would have fallen and become a murdering psychopath demon bitch if it weren’t for you.”

“You really want to butter me up, don’t you?”

Mona licked her lips, still getting used to her longer, illustriously forked tongue. “Is it working?”

Zara growled and took her by the back of her head, pushing her into her slick, waiting, oven-hot pussy. It would have scalded the flesh off of a mortal’s face, but Mona found it merely pleasantly warm. 

Meanwhile, above them, the angel swung her sword at the Master. Again and again, he deflected it effortlessly. The combined power of the demonesses was his for the taking, and it made him laughably overpowered in the face of the angel. 

“We can fight if you want to,” said Master. “But I have you outnumbered.”

“We’ve always been outnumbered,” said the angel. “That’s nothing new.”

“But you’re in my realm. Not just Downstairs. This building is mine from top to bottom. Surely you’ve felt it already. The way it’s making it hard for you to think. Your actions sluggish. Flicks of arousal in that dynamite body of yours. I’ve seen how you’ve been staring at my Cock. I mean, a real battle-angel would have just fucked me up the second she entered here. But you...you kind of failed at that already, didn’t you? It’s like you’re not a real angel at all. And now you’re willing to parlay. Is it because there’s something you wanted to keep looking at—some sin you wanted to cleanse yourself of later.”

The angel flashed forward. “Monster!”

“There’s a simpler way,” said the Master. “One that doesn’t need you to fight a losing fight.”

She hesitated, and Mona knew he had her.

“I tell you what,” he said. “Let me fuck you, and I’ll let her go.”

“R-really?”

Mona wanted to protest, but couldn’t—her tongue was too busy on Zara’s anti-divine pussy. She realized dimly that had been strategic, to make her shut the hell up while Master worked his magic.

“Sure. I can’t actually own you with my Cock, can I? You’re too devout, surely. Too heavenly. Or do you doubt your conviction?”

His precum and cum poured constantly. He could orgasm for millennia and not get tired. The steady, corruptive river of it flowed over Vicky and Tatiana, who were brainlessly kissing and licking up as much as they could as they moaned for their MasterDaddy.

The angel scowled. “I doubt nothing.”

“Then what do you have to worry about? Just fuck me. I’ve always wanted to fuck some angelic cunt. The goodest of girls. Let me fuck you, and I’ll give you your girl back.”

She hesitated, again. Thinking this was some trick. It obviously was. But Master’s domain worked terrible magic on the angel’s body. She was twice as susceptible as a normal human—who were used to temptations at all times. Angels didn’t have to deal with temptations; they just wiped them out. 

“I don’t...I don’t...” 

The tip of her sword fell, like it was too heavy to hold. Portia was right nearby, whispering and chanting seductive spells. Slowly wrapping the angel more and more into Master’s will.

“Come on.”

Master stood up, leaving Vicky and Tatiana to lick each other clean. He walked straight up to the angel and took her by the face, holding her chin. She whimpered and wavered. Her sword clattered to the ground and disappeared in shower of light. Portia and Zara cooed at his strength, his daring. Zara’s delectable pussy cumming into Mona’s face was the most perfect experience she had ever had outside of being fucked by Master just minutes ago.

“Take the win,” said Master. “You really want to go back Upstairs and tell them your one job you’ve ever had after a million years of preparation has been all fucked up by one incubus?”

He kissed her. She pushed him away, at first, clawing at his neck and then his shoulders. But he slammed her into the wall, kissing her harder. 

“Yesss,” Zara hissed. “Take her, Daddy.”

He kissed her harder, pinning her. All of his strength going into her. His tongue deep against hers, hands sliding up and down her utterly forbidden body. His cock sliding against her naked thigh. He ripped the white robe off of her body, leaving only the golden armor behind—which covered only her legs and parts of her torso. 

Finally—with a terrible clap of thunder from overhead—she gave in. Her arms wrapped around his neck. Her fingers sliding through the dark nest of his hair. Eyes flashing with terrible, angelic intensity as she licked his neck and nodded urgently against his body. 

“Please. Now. Now. Before I change my mind!”

Master was always ready. Mona loved that about him. His Cock—pure dripping masculine evil—shoved up inside of her. 

All the demonesses gathered near them. Pushing into them. Whispering dark spells. Praising their Master for his cleverness, his Cock, his masculine power. Zara and Mona had disentangled themselves from one another and ground their bodies into all the others—a crowd of immortal beauty existing only to praise his Cock.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh holy fuck!”

“Fuck her, Master!” Portia cried. “Fuck her angelic cunt!”

“I didn—I didn’t know! I didn’t know it could be so fucking g-good!”

He came off the wall and pushed her body into Mona’s—fucking her own guardian angel against her. Portia and Zara pushed behind Mona, keeping them all upright despite the massive tectonic force of their Master’s pummeling cock. 

The angel turned her head and Mona was right there, kissing her deeply so Master could see. Almost like twins kissing one another, they looked so similar—his corrupted demoness and his corrupted angel.

He needed to cum again. That sight alone brought even him well beyond the edge of control. 

“Who the fuck owns you?” he demanded. “Say it. Tell me now.”

“You do!” she cried. “You are my God! I renounce him! I worship You! Only You!”

That seemed to stun even the Master, but it did not stop him from spilling his seed up into her pussy. All the demonic girls leaned into the coupled pair, cumming together and singing his praises. They writhed and orgasmed and orgasmed again all as one being. Surging into his body, making each other wet with sweat and leaking hot milk, thanking Master over and over again for his Cock, his Cock, his One Perfect Cock.

They fell in a pile and licked and kissed and leaked and moaned and caressed for hours. There was always something new to grab, someone new to fuck. Master could not get enough of fucking his new “twins” while they looked at one another, kissed one another, licked one another. 

When there was finally a pause, Mona extricated herself gently and wandered through the wreckage and ruin of the chamber, carefully avoiding any of the grosser bits. She found her phone inside her purse and took a moment to clean it off. 

The video of Gertrude had already surpassed three million views from just an hour before. Her inbox was blowing up with offers from her agent with new work—each one from the most illustrious designers on the planet. She snapped a quick selfie—making sure she was in her mortal form and with nothing too suspicious behind her—posted it, and saw the views and likes simultaneously go up to close to five hundred thousand in under ten seconds. 

The numbers kept rising. A million. Two. Five. Ten. 

“Holy shit.” She couldn’t stop smiling.

She was a demon. A slave. A corrupter of angels. 

But most importantly? Now?

She was going to be a superstar.

# # #
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His Sexcretary
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On her knees, she suckled her lord's cock, aching and moaning as he thrust his hips forward and filled her throat with his incredible dick.

Not so long ago—though she didn't know it anymore—she had been dutifully married. She never would have dreamed of cheating on her husband. She never would have imagined herself worshipfully sucking the cock of someone who essentially amounted to a stranger, thinking of him like a living God and hoping to hear just the tiniest words of appreciation from him in return for her lifetime of service.

Of course, she didn't know the man was a stranger. And she didn't know that she had ever been married. If anything, she was married to service, married to obeying, married to looking pretty and being the best, prettiest, hottest, sexy-servile sexcretary she could possibly be for her big boss.

In her tiny miniskirt, smoky dark stockings, deep revealing silk blouse and teensy jacket, she looked like a sexy porn parody of a personal assistant. That was just what her Master wanted, and so it's what she gave him. 

It was so fucking good to serve the Master.

But she hadn't always been so enlightened. No, she'd had to be taught how to be such a good girl.

* * * * * 
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LIFE WAS NOT GOING well for Delilah Korset, not well at all. And none of it was her fault. 

How could it be her fault when movies kept tanking, when magazines kept failing, when TV shows couldn’t get past the pilot stage? How was it her fault if the projects she attached all her talent to dissolved like sandcastles built in the middle of a low beach?

Delilah was a talent agent. Her client base consisted almost entirely of young, lovely women. She easily made good first impressions—she was attractive, blond, and well-dressed, with a happy smile and a clear willingness to work.

She got her clients jobs. She got them good jobs with well-known directors and photographers; it was just...somehow, every job ended up paying barely anything. 

That meant, first of all, that Delilah was barely paid anything; it also meant, unfortunately, that her clients were less and less happy as time went on. She only had a handful left, and all of them were on edge.

Anything was better than failing—anything. And so that meant that Delilah was willing to go above and beyond to ensure that her clients were happy with her from now on. 

That was how she had ended up at the Social Media Solutions Business Conference. It was the sort of event that mid-level executives and managers attended to hound for easy sex, cheap booze, and the kind of networking that might lead to a job opportunity somewhere down the line. But, unlike most of the other professionals there, Delilah attended to actually learn. She had actually dressed down to keep things business serious, wearing an older ankle-length skirt and a heavy blouse that hid most of her substantial bust. 

The conference was arranged in a convention center in downtown Santa Paula, only about a forty-five minute drive from Delilah’s own office two miles away. Traffic was always bad. 

The day was divided into several blocks, with each block having a different class in a small presentation room with a projector and stiff, uncomfortable chairs made of hard steel and red cloth.

Delilah sat in one such seat in a class called “Social Media Targeting Millenials: How to Create an Audience in An Instagram Instant.”

It was truly awful. 

She had come in hoping to learn how to help her clients connect to a larger audience. The idea was, hopefully, that they would generate enough buzz from their own online presence that prospective producers would want them on their high-profile projects to create larger built-in audiences. 

Pretty girls worked for Delilah, and it wasn’t like it was that hard to take a near-topless photo to encourage some followers. Mostly, she had been hoping for some kind of craft session on how to propose this to her girls and make it seem like it was their idea. 

Having to just spring it on them made her feel like a pimp. Or a madam. Madame? Wasn’t that the word for female pimp?

Regardless, so far, the class had been awful. Actually, so far, all of the classes had been awful. Most were sidetracked by relics more than twice her age asking if it was possible to log in to their account on a phone, or what a mailing list was, or how long it took before a tumblr post started trending. 

“Useless,” she said, gritting her teeth. “Totally useless.”

She sat in the back of the room, which was where she felt most comfortable. It was also the easiest position to make a strategic exit—which she was about to do if this hadn’t turned around in about two minutes. 

Three hundred dollars, down the drain. Three hundred dollars used to pay for this conference that she could have spent on something worthwhile...like, say, one hundred and fifty discount cheeseburgers with which to drown out her sorrows of being a total show business failure. 

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?”

She turned to see a man sitting just behind her. He had a dazzlingly beautiful brunette on his arm. They sat like they were in a movie theater. A very dark movie theater, where sex-kittenish women felt comfortable sliding their hands tight against the arms of their men and wrapping their legs over his. 

The woman wore tall, tight leather boots, and the sight of her clinging to her man—boyfriend? Husband? Boss? John?—like that was strangely erotic to Delilah. Her breasts spilled through her tiny white dress, docking with urgency against his arm. Tendrils of hair brushed against the inviting line of her cleavage.

“What’s that?” Delilah asked. 

“How useless it is,” said the man. “You said it yourself. They don’t know a thing about how to use this software. Or if they did, they’re not about to show anyone, it doesn’t seem like.”

Delilah crossed her arms. That made it hard to turn and look at the man, and so she uncrossed them again. 

She took another look at him. He was dressed well. His suit was navy, expensive, and pinstriped. But the man himself didn’t seem all that extraordinary. He was certainly cute, in a way, but cute enough to bag the kind of beauty he had doting on him? 

Her hair looked like it belonged in a commercial. As a matter of fact, Delilah would have loved to have her as a client. She was certain she could get her a job right away. 

“You know a lot about software, I take it?”

He smiled. “I’m a designer, yes. And an engineer. I could take these clowns to school.”

“Then why are you here?”

He handed her a card. It was yellow with black writing. “To steal their business, of course. If you’re not happy with your social media, give me a ring. I can make your business explode.”

The card delivered his name, Albert Stout; the name of his business, NewLife Design; and his phone number and email. 

“Sure,” said Delilah, looking down at the card. “But what if I...”

He was already walking away. His hand was attached firmly to the ass of the beauty at his side. She whispered something in his ear, and he squeezed her harder, encouraging a happy, aroused yelp from her as they exited the conference room.

* * * * * 
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“FOR THE LAST TIME, Mandy. If you can’t find a job, I’m going to kick you out of the house, and I don’t care what your father says about it!”

An alien arrangement of shrieks and squeals sounded through her phone, and Delilah huffed and closed it, walking into her office the Monday morning after the Social Media conference.

Her stepdaughter was many things—beautiful, talented, manipulative—but industrious was not one of them. For the gorgeous young woman, barely eighteen years old, the only thing more essential than accessorizing was keeping her schedule free so that she would never have her hands tainted with the stain of a hard day’s work. 

Delilah was rather certain her stepdaughter hoped for a life of luxury by catching the eye of some uber-rich businessman; in the meantime, she dressed and acted like the world’s biggest slut in the hopes that she could fast track that eye-catching. 

Things had been rocky with Delilah's husband Earl as of late. He’d had Mandy in his first marriage, which had ended just a few years after it began and left him with a daughter he still didn't know how to raise properly. 

Delilah had married him at the bright young age of nineteen, deeply in love with his hard chest and easy smile, her eyes full of stars at finally arriving in Hollywood, just fifteen years old than Mandy at the time. 

The two young women often treated each other more like sisters, which grated on Delilah, as she tried to be a good mother. But Earl spoiled Mandy constantly, always undermining any firm touch Delilah had, and the end result was to have herself painted as the evil stepmother. 

It was not yet eight o’clock in the morning and most of Hollywood was still asleep from whatever rager they had attended the night before.  Delilah's talent agency was small, located in an isolated office building and sharing space with a shady medical firm and a few masseuses who Delilah desperately hoped were legitimate. 

Sharing work space with the site of a potential police raid was the last thing she needed right now. 

Sitting in her waiting room, apparently waiting for her, was Albert Stout. He dressed down from when he saw her last; wearing tight jeans and a hoodie. His shoulders were rather broad and well-muscled.

This look suited him better, ironically, than the suit he had worn. This looked more like his element. 

Delilah had emailed him the night before, giving in—willing to try something, anything, to fix her business. Later this morning, her top client, Robyn Sashay, would be arriving, and all signs pointed to bad news. 

Robyn was her top client because she was the prettiest of the lot, and also because she had been something of a success for Delilah for a little while. 

She’d starred in a teeny-bopper music video (for a pop band, of course, that fizzled out quicker than a bad soda on a hot day) and segued easily into regular appearances on a court room drama as the overly attractive lawyer’s melodramatic love interest. Robyn was brunette, tall, busty, and sensationally beautiful, and every part of her personality advertised how much she knew this fact. 

But, the court room drama went on to its third and final season without Robyn, and picking up steady work had been hell for her ever since. 

The fact was, Delilah needed Robyn a whole hell of a lot more than Robyn needed Delilah, and the idea of her star client finding new management filled her with terror. 

“Good morning,” said Albert. “Thank you for the email. I hope I’m not here too early.”

His gaze over her body was slow and appreciative. Delilah felt some surprise at this. She was no spring chicken, but she wasn’t exactly a winter chicken either. At the age of thirty-four, Hollywood circles saw her as close to ancient—but in the game of talent management, a little salt (and “salt” being a relative term in Hollywood, where twenty-five was approaching middle-age) was often appreciated. 

She wore a loose, long black skirt and a bright blue button-up blouse. Her body was kept fit by a religious attention to yoga practice four times a week and intense cardio sessions late in the evening every other day. Her thick blond hair was drawn up in a bun, kept in place by a series of pins.

The stress of her job meant that often she forgot to eat, and when she did remember, the subconscious horror at her own body not being the same as all the skinny socialites she tried to impress and wrangle ensured she ate mostly plant matter and legumes. 

“No,” said Delilah. “I’m sorry I’m late. How did you get in?”

“Doors tend to open for me,” said Albert.

Well. That was...cryptic. But whatever. Hollywood was full of weirdos. 

Very soon they were in her office. She poured herself a glass of water and sat down across from him after offering him the same. He pulled out his laptop, ready to work. 

“I’ll get right to it, Miss Korset.” He clapped his hands, clearly excited. “You’re having issues with your talent. They’re not getting the jobs you want. Heck, they’re lucky if they get jobs at all.”

“Well,” said Delilah, automatically defensive. “I don’t know if I would characterize the situation quite like—”

“Please.” Albert held up a hand. “We’re all friends here, yes? I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m just stating the facts. You need help. You need clients that are willing to be steadfast to you. Loyal. Obedient. I can make all of that happen for you, Miss Korset.”

Delilah raised an eyebrow. He certainly didn’t lack for confidence. “And how will you make that happen, exactly?”

“My program is very powerful, Miss Korset. It’s on the very cutting edge of performance. If you’ll look here—”

He tried to bring his laptop over to her lap, but she pushed it away. “I want to know how it works, first. What do you mean, you’ll make my clients loyal and...obedient? I don’t need obedient clients, Albert. I need clients that get jobs.”

“And if they took better care of themselves? If they followed workout routines, beauty regimens? If they practiced their lines better?”

“They’re getting parts,” said Delilah. “It’s just, the jobs themselves keep falling through. They get discouraged.”

“I can take of that as well.”

“With a social media program? Mister Stout, I’m aware that getting a few likes or shares can be a boost to the ego, but you’re talking about...I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”

“I can show you better than I can explain it to you,” he said. “Here, have a look at my laptop.”

He slid it forward into her lap again. His gaze was expectant, encouraging. And also...lascivious? There was something predatory about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel this entire meeting was—well, off. 

Her alarm bells were ringing loud and clear. She had to get him out of the office and quick.

None of what he was saying made any sense. He was just another snake oil salesman like all the rest, and her business was doomed to die a slow death strangulated by the entropic forces of show business.

She was just about to push the laptop away when the door at the front dinged. She looked at the clock—only eighty forty-five. Robyn wasn’t due in until eleven, which meant that...

Oh no.

In Hollywood, the only reason to show up for a meeting early was bad news that you wanted to get out of the way.

She hopped out to the front, leaving Albert behind and feeling a cool slime of dread filling her belly, and saw Robyn there already looking impatient. 

“Delilah,” said Robyn. “I’m afraid we need to talk.”

Delilah gulped.

Robyn was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, and her outfit that day did nothing to hide that fact and everything, in fact, to accentuate it. She wore tight denim shorts that looked like they had been painted on to the sculpted surface of her bubbly ass. Her legs were long and sensational, and she wore trendy red cowboy boots with ridiculous heels, accentuating her ass and legs even more. 

Her crop top was exquisitely short, cut off just beneath her breasts, and a light black mesh sweater clung tightly to her body. The thick blanket of her hair was tied up in a long pony tail that draped almost to the top of her behind.

“I’m with...another client, right now,” said Delilah. “Do you think you can wait for, oh, say, half-an-hour?”

And in the meantime, thought Delilah, I’ll send that charlatan on his way through the back door, and make desperate calls to every casting agent I know for premium placement for you so I can give you enough good news to have a stay of execution.. 

“No,” said Robyn. “This won’t take long, though. You see, Delilah—”

“Ah.” Albert stepped through the door. “This must be Robyn. You know, Miss Korset, I believed you when you said she was the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, but I didn’t think you meant the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, you know what I mean?”

Robyn simpered at the praise. She was young enough to still enjoy it, and vain enough that it distracted her from whatever she had been about to say. Albert walked up to her, kissing her hand.

“Now,” said Albert. “I know you said you weren’t sure if she was exactly the right fit for our exciting new program, but honestly, I’d love to leave that decision up to her. What do you say?”

“New program?” asked Robyn, excitement clear. “What new program? Is it that stone diet? Because like, I want to try it, but eating rocks sounds pretty tiring. I don’t know. Do you have the lemon-flavored ones?”

“Not a diet,” said Albert. He put a hand around her and led her into Delilah’s office, sitting her down promptly at the laptop. “A program. A computer program. It’s sensational. You’ll double your followers in less than ten minutes.”

“Less than ten minutes?” said Robyn. She started mussing with her hair. “Do I need to take a picture? How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, sweetheart. You look gorgeous. Now, just open it up, and...there.”

She had the laptop positioned right in front of her, sitting on the office's fluffy purple ottoman. The screen powered on, displaying a sudden lightshow of interconnected spirals, shapes, and lines. It flashed heavily, soaking Robyn’s lovely face in bright lights.

“...pretty...”

Robyn’s voice was quiet and low, like a little girl who did not want to wake her Daddy. She leaned in further, pushing strands of her aside, smiling dumbly. Then, slowly, her face slackened, and her muscles visibly relaxed.

“What’s going on?” Delilah asked. “What’s wrong with—”

Albert pulled her to one side, shushing softly. His voice became very quiet and they stood just outside her office. Inside, the light show continued, and Robyn’s mutterings became more and more intense. And...pleasured?

Was she hearing moans?

“My program is multi-faceted,” said Albert. “As I said. It will encourage all manner of behaviors to assist in your business. But you have to—”

“You’re...you’re...you’re hypnotizing her, somehow, aren’t you?” Delilah gasped. “You were going to show that to me, weren’t you?”

“Only as a demonstration. Come now. If I hypnotized all my clients, who would possibly trust me enough to pay me?”

That was terrible logic, but Delilah didn’t have the wherewithal to fight it. This was all moving too fast. 

She looked inside the room again, seeing Robyn’s near-motionless form. There was a slight movement, hard to see in the darkened room and between all the bright flashes. It was almost like her hands were moving between her legs for some reason. Delilah could see a long trail of drool sliding down Robyn’s luscious, open mouth to the floor. 

“She’s...she’ll be obedient?” she asked, strange hope filling her.

Albert's smile was wide. “Anything you say.”

“She won’t leave me?”

“Won’t even dream of it.” He considered. “Heck, we can control those too. Any old dream you like, she’ll have.”

“I...I...this seems...all rather wrong.”

“Let’s give the program half an hour. It’s initial phase will be done by that point. It takes a good week for full indoctrination. So, she can work through the first phase and be none the wiser, if you like. See how she is. If you don’t like it, then we can stop here. You’ll never hear from me again. How’s that?”

Delilah felt like she was making a deal with the devil. But deals with the devil were for desperate people, and if she was anything, she very much was that. 

* * * * * 
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A HALF-HOUR LATER, the program abruptly ended. Robyn stood up from the chair, yawning and sighing happily. There was a suspicious wet spot on the couch where she had been sitting. She clearly hadn’t wet herself. So that meant...

That meant the program was turning her on. 

A lot.

God in heaven. What was Delilah agreeing to? Could she actually go through with this?

“Robyn,” said Albert. “Be a doll and come here.”

Robyn nodded, smiling brightly, and took to Albert’s side. 

“Go on,” said Albert. “Give her a go. Tell her to do something.”

Robyn rolled her eyes. “Whatever, man. She can’t tell me to do anything anymore. I’m firing her, and—”

“You’ll do whatever she says,” said Albert. His voice took a commanding tone. “Won’t you, Robyn?”

“Yes, Sire. Everything she says.”

Her shift in body language was dramatic. She had been defiant, flippant, bitchy. But the second she heard Albert’s voice in that tone, her entire demeanor shifted. Her face slackened, her limbs fell, and she leaned heavily onto Albert’s body. 

Almost instantly, she began clinging to him, her hands finding his crotch and stroking there urgently. Her legs wrapped around his, and she delivered soft kisses onto his chin and brow. 

“Everything...you say...” she whispered.

“I’m embarrassed. There’s clearly a few kinks to work out in the programming.” Albert smiled, not looking embarrassed in the least. “Why don’t you try to order her around anyway?”

Delilah could hardly believe what she was seeing. Robyn was vocal about her chastity—hoping that, once her star caught fire, it would make her that much marketable to audiences around the world. She treated her public image like a brown-noser class president teetotaling just in case she ever started her career in politics. 

But now, she was positively smothering Albert in erotic affection. Her body rubbed hard against his, her crotch grinding, her teeth catching on his ear and needing ever more of him.

“Albert...” said Delilah. “I don’t know if...she seems...this is all very wrong.”

“There’s been some side effects to my procedure,” he said, voice calm. “Don’t worry. This certainly isn’t the result I want. A young starlet, helpless and horny, her entire existence revolving around my every word? Come on, Delilah. What sort of man do you think I am?”

But she looked...she looked just like that other beauty who had been adoring Albert at the conference. Her face so glazed and happy, her eyes distant...

But Delilah needed, needed this to work for her. Delilah needed some edge.

“Just order her to do something,” said Albert. “Try it out.”

Delilah gathered herself. She tried to think of her emptying bank account. The disappointment in Earl’s face. The dismal, shitty home town in the desolate northern Midwest if he divorced her with its nothing shops and nothing land and all the nothing people there. 

“Robyn, you’re not going to fire me,” said Delilah. “In fact, you want me as your agent forever.”

Albert whispered in Robyn's ear.

“Don’t want to fire you,” said Robyn. “I’ll be yours...forever.”

She giggled, rubbing her thick tits against Albert’s arm. Her nipples were hard. She reached up and let her hair down; it tumbled in a heavy brown wave, sexy and free. 

“I...wow,” said Delilah. “And you’re sure...you’re sure this lasts?”

“Oh yeah,” said Albert. “You give me the okay to keep going with her, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“Wow...” Delilah gulped. “What do you need me to sign?”

“I’ve got a few documents in my car,” said Albert. He slapped . “Let me just have her stroke me off first. I need a release.”

She waited, hoping that he would start laughing. But his face remained dead serious.

“I...what?”

“Come on, Robyn. Stroke me off like a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir,” Robyn moaned, sliding her hand into his pants. Very soon he was unzipped. Her strokes were enthusiastic but slow—taking her time. He was already mostly hard. Delilah was stunned to see that his cock was, frankly, huge—easily nine inches long and as thick around as a shampoo bottle.

“St-st-stop!” Delilah backed up, eyes wide with fright. “Robyn. Stop that right now!”

“Never...” she moaned, staring up with wide, worshipful eyes at Albert. “I’ll never stop stroking him...”

“This is...this is insanity.” Delilah stepped away and put a hand to her eyes, opening and closing rapidly. “I’ve lost my mind. That’s all. This isn’t happening. I’ve just...”

Albert stepped forward and flicked her forehead with his index finger. “Sorry, darling. This is real.”

Robyn continued to stroke his cock, moaning, drooling, eyes wide with lust. 

She whimpered, rushing to the door. It was locked. She searched herself for the keys, but they were in her purse. They were in her office, in...

They dangled in Albert’s hands. He smiled, pocketing them, and then he picked up his computer off the desk. 

“I’ve been having a bit of fun with you,” he said. “I’m sorry, love.”

“You're not sorry,” Delilah said, defiant. “And I'm not your love.”

Albert went on as if he hadn't heard her. “You know, my mother always said I had a problem playing with my food. I think it's just followed me around all these years.” 

He whispered in Robyn's ear. Very quickly, she ran back into the office and fetched his laptop for him. Once returned, she gave it to him and then slid her hand right back around his big, thick cock, stroking and moaning. 

“This program isn’t really anything to do with social media. Or managing talent. Not in the way you do it, at any rate. And you were never in control, honey. But you’ve figured that out, huh? You were just desperate enough to follow along.”

“I...I...”

“This is about convincing young, gorgeous women to serve me, like they’re supposed to. I’m very smart. I don’t have time for romance. So I invented this program instead. It does all the romance for me...and a lot more. I thought you were pretty sexy. I dig your chic mom look. Really speaks to me. You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? I thought maybe I could get you to sign on to my program.”

“Monstrous...” said Delilah, backing up. That laptop was in his hands. She had to run away. Had to...had to...

“Ah, that’s too bad you feel that way,” said Albert. “I mean, I was sort of hoping to find a partner for this. It can be lonely, you know, being a genius.” 

He opened the laptop. Lights swirled and spiraled. There were so many shapes. So many beautiful shapes, all at once. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think. 

“Lonely?” Her voice was distant and weak.

The lights were so, sooo pretty...

“Not really. I just feel like I should say that. Anyway, I’ll see you in an hour, doll. Now, you.” He spoke to Robyn. “Get on your knees. Daddy has something he needs to show you.”

And so, as Delilah’s mind was soaked in the brain-frying rays of Albert’s program, all she heard were the soulfully needy sucking sounds of Robyn as she adored her new Master’s cock. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


“YOUR MOTHER IS LATE,” said Mandy’s father. 

They sat at the dinner table eating stir fry and salad. It was no more than adequate, and the disdain with which Mandy held her fork as she gingerly picked at the pieces communicated this clearly. Her father, Earl, was a thick-set man with a heavy mustache and several days worth of stubble. He wore a polo with the name of his hauling business on it.

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well. She’s late.”

Mandy hated her stepmother. If ever there was a candidate for world’s worst person, it was Delilah Korset. The old bitch didn’t love anything but her own stupid business, and she was always trying to get Mandy to do stupid, useless things like “get a job” or “stay in school.” 

Her! Mandy Juliet! Probably the sexiest piece of ass to ever walk out of Hollywood and her stepmother wanted her to get a job? 

Mandy worked out constantly and dieted so frequently that her entire ecosystem of food was one big confederacy of infomercials. But, no one could argue with the results. Her hair was thick and blonde, framing her angel-gorgeous face. Her tits, easy 36Ds, looked positively enormous on her tiny hundred and twenty pound frame. She was bound for stardom one way or the other. 

Delilah’s one saving grace was that she hadn’t tried to sign Mandy up for her talent agency. Mandy used to be rather bitter about that until she saw what rotten luck all of Delilah’s clients seemed to have. It looked like Delilah was doing her a favor. Though, Mandy had her doubts—as, if Delilah were doing her a favor, it would be the first that old cunt had ever done for her. 

As if on cue, the front door swung open and Delilah sauntered in. She looked drunk. Her steps were slow and staggered, her face glazed, her eyes empty. Her clothes were disheveled and she seemed to have a hard time walking in a straight line.

“Dear?” Earl called. “Are you all right?”

Delilah turned slow, her face still empty and strange. 

“Husband?” she said, head tilting. “Is that my husband?”

“Of course it is, dear. Sit down.” Earl was concerned. “We’re having dinner. Why don’t you join us and tell us about your day?”

“Oh, no.” Delilah began to smile. “I can’t do that. Not at all. No time for that!”

“Why not?” 

“I have to pack, silly.”

“Pack?”

“Yes. We’re getting a divorce, after all, and so, I must pack my things. Later on, I will take the house. So really, you should pack too.”

Her voice was monotone and quiet, but sure. Eager. Enthusiastic, even, if not for the strange expressionless smile on her face.

“D-divorce?” Earl said, standing up. “What’s this all about, love? I don’t understand, and you look...you don’t look well. Just come here and—”

He had started to approach her, but Delilah screamed and jumped backward, keeping him at bay. When he sat back down, stunned, she smiled again. 

“Divorce!” she said, clapping her hands happily. “I’ll be right back.”

She ran upstairs, her face remaining manic and eerily frozen all the while.

Earl looked back over at Mandy, his face aghast. 

“What the fuck?” said Mandy. “You guys are getting divorced?”

“I...I don’t know.” He licked his lips. “I don’t think so.”

“She seems pretty sure about it. Good riddance, I say. She sucks, Dad.”

“She’s my wife, Mandy. And the woman who's been raising you for more than a decade. I don’t understand...any of this.”

He was close to tears. Mandy began to feel a tiny spark of feeling, though she wasn't sure what it was. Anger? Sympathy? Sadness? Most feelings were buried deep beneath a need to look pretty and her desire to be the most famous woman in Hollywood. She liked it better that way. 

So, examining the feeling as it came into her, she simply sidestepped and pushed it aside, looking at her sad father with a quizzical expression on his face. 

God, if he was so sad, he ought to do something about it, not be a big whiner and just sit there and take Delilah's crap.

Moments later, Delilah flew downstairs with a giant suitcase in her hands. It was stuffed full of clothes and jewelry, to the point where much of it was sliding out from the half-zipped bag. She stopped at the archway once again, looking with that happy blank expression at Earl.

“I probably won’t see you again, except in a court room when I take all of your possessions and wealth,” Delilah said, her voice merry, like she was wishing them a happy birthday. “I never really enjoyed our marriage. It was for money. Your dick wasn't good enough and I honestly wish you had never been inside me at all.” Then she turned to Mandy. “I’ll be seeing you very soon, dearie. Ta for now.”

Mandy frowned furiously at that. The hell did that mean?

And...and were those her clothes she had seen slinking out the sides of Delilah’s suitcase?

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH stood in front of the coffee maker, hands wavering. Machines were like, really hard. Why did how complex they were have to make them so hard?

Why couldn’t all the machines be as easy as Albert’s super cool mega-hot laptop? All she had to do was like, open it up and it worked right away just how it should. 

Exactly what that work was was a bit beyond her. 

In fact, concerning that laptop, the less thinking she did, the better. She knew that to be the Truth. All she needed to know was that her cunt was sparkling wet when she opened it, and when her mind turned itself back on, she was on the floor of her office with her fingers so beautifully jammed up her cunt that she didn’t know which way was up anymore. 

Albert’s voice rang in her head whenever she thought of the laptop, letting her know what the real Truth was. The Truth about the laptop, the Truth about herself, the Truth about her place on her knees before him, the Truth about all women and their role as decorations for his life.

Love and adoration swirled in Delilah as she imagined Albert’s voice and, as a result, Albert himself. She would do anything for him. It would be heaven on earth if he ordered her to suck his cock all day long. She certainly hoped she was dressed pretty enough for him. 

Delilah was dressed in some of Mandy’s clothes. The night before, she had snuck home when Earl was still at work and raided Mandy’s closet for outfits—heels, skirts, tops, lingerie. Her daughter had such good taste. Tall heels with blood red bottoms adorned her feet; they had cost Earl two months of paychecks, but Delilah definitely thought they were worth it. 

The dress was tiny and orange, made of some awesome clingy material that made her body look totally banging hot. It bared a hefty amount of cleavage, so much so that Delilah was fairly sure she would fall out of it at any time. That’s why she also had on a loose, see-though knitted sweater on top of it. 

How would the see-through sweater assist in covering herself if her tits bounced from her dress? These were thoughts for much more serious minds than Delilah. 

She gave up on the coffee—all those buttons!—and returned to her desk. The laptop waited patiently in her sitting area, but she wasn’t to sit down yet. The schedule was very exact, and it was so important that Delilah stick by the schedule. Sometimes she simpered over in her tall heels, bending on hands and knees and giving the dark surface a long, soulful lick. 

Being near the laptop gave her a great sense of completion. Happiness. Totality. 

But she couldn’t just turn it on willy-nilly, oh no. Albert had been very clear on that point. She was only to enjoy it twice per day—once at eleven, and once at four. Both sessions lasted for about an hour. After the second session yesterday, she was so turned on that she didn’t leave the office until well after seven, fingering herself so thoroughly. 

She was lucky when Albert had been there to help relieve her of all that silly, unwholesome horniness with his big bad beautiful cock. 

Her entire outlook on life had changed. No longer was she worried about what might happen if she didn’t keep her clients. Again, it was silly to think that anything was really “hers” at all. Any benefits gained from having clients would rightly go to Albert. He was her Man and her Man deserved all her money, power, and benefits.

The door dinged. Right away she could smell him—his scent was marked on her at this point. She had slept in a hotel last night so that her “husband,” Earl, wouldn’t get the wrong idea and somehow think he had a right to fuck her anymore. Because he didn’t. Not since her Master had so skillfully shown her that she was too good for him.

She could hear Robyn’s girlish happy giggles; she must have spent the night with Albert. Delilah sighed. That girl was so lucky. Delilah just wished she could be half as lucky—that she could encourage Albert to fuck her with the gusto that Robyn inspired in him.

But Robyn was younger and hotter, besides. It was only right and proper that Albert want to fuck her more. Delilah wholly accepted her place in her Man's hierarchy of sluts.

It took her a moment to get ready enough to go out and meet him. She checked and double-checked her hair and make-up, attending to herself like a senior on prom night. There was no way—no way—she could possibly look under-dressed for Albert. 

He was so fucking important to her. He was everything. She had already left her husband for him and had been on the phone the last two days with her lawyer, preparing the divorce. 

When she walked to the front, she saw Robyn on her ass, sitting down and shoved up against the bottom of the desk. Albert fucked the young brunette beauty’s face with gusto, his face red from effort. 

So, in the less than two minutes she had spent putting the finishing touches on her own beautiful face, Albert had decided that was Robyn really needed was a thorough skullfucking against a hard surface.

And skullfuck her he did. She was pinned completely beneath his weight, her legs splayed out and twisting through his. Heavy streams of precum ran down her face and into her hair, and she moaned, eyes glassy at being used so completely.

Robyn was dressed for the occasion, at least. She wore a tiny pleated skirt and tall knit stockings on her long, youthful legs. Her blouse was white and mostly unbuttoned, revealing a neon pink push-up bra underneath. There was no need for Robyn to do anything except for suck and enjoy as Albert fucked her mouth. His thrusts were furious and pounding, creating a continuous thumping sound as skull struck wood. 

“Good...morning,” Albert huffed. “How are you today, Delilah?”

She clasped her hands, feeling a soft happy thrill at hearing him use her name. As if her cunt wasn’t already wet enough from seeing him arrive and using one of his girls so easily, it was now even wetter. 

“I’m just wonderful now that you’re here, Sir,” she said. “Is there anything I can do for you today? Anything at all? I’d be so happy to...to assist Robyn...”

“N-no...” Albert shook his head. “She’s almost done.”

True to his word, a few more skillful strokes powering into Robyn’s helpless throat, and he began to cum. Delilah, watching the pleasure shake through him, stumbled and fell forward onto the same desk that he had propped Robyn against. Her fingers went straight to her cunt, pushing up under her dress, and touched herself just briefly.

That was all it took. 

Witnessing her Man cum like that, seeing him so totally fucking Robyn, ensured that Delilah was going to cum soon. And so when the tip of her middle finger brushed against her clit, sliding just barely past it down toward her the wet folds of her labia, her body exploded with pleasure.

White lights. Spiral patterns. Neural nets capturing every last thought and devoting her consciousness toward Albert's pleasure. This is what happened when she came now. 

When she came down from the high of bliss, she found herself on her knees, licking Robyn’s lovely face and neck clean of Albert’s cum. They had been transported into Delilah’s large office, the two of them sitting on her plush leather couch. Albert sat across from them on Delilah’s expensive business chair—the kind with all the levers and buttons to adjust the seat and protect her back. His feet rested on the glass coffee table, and he idly stroked his still-wet cock as he watched his girls go at it.

“That’s good, girls,” he said. “That’s very good. You’re doing fine.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Delilah said, voice dripping with lust. 

Robyn merely giggled, not quite having regained the capacity for speech yet. 

“It’s a busy day, today, ladies. Delilah, I’ve got that paperwork all prepared for you to sign.”

Delilah stopped momentarily in her soft licking attentions. “Paperwork?”

“For transferring your business into my ownership. You’ll still be paying the rent here, of course.”

“Of course,” Delilah echoed, not thinking much. She continued to lick, her tongue sliding over Robyn’s lips. Robyn took this as an invitation to start kissing, and Delilah did not deny her. They embraced slow in a sizzling kiss, with Delilah’s hands running up and down Robyn’s body for several minutes.

Finally, the embrace ended. Albert snapped his fingers and Robyn disentangled herself from Delilah and crawled over to Albert, wrapping herself around his leg. 

“Go sit with your mom over there, all right, sweetheart?”

“My...mom?” Robyn giggled. “But she’s not my mom. She’s...I mean, Delilah is great, but she’s not my mom. I would never kiss my own Mommy. I mean...right?”

“Yes, Master,” said Delilah. “I must protest your understanding. Robyn is dear to me, but she isn’t my daughter. Mandy is my daughter. I’ve shown you pictures. Remember?”

“Yes,” said Albert. “You have, and I certainly do. And you’ll be introducing to me to her tomorrow.”

Delilah didn’t remember scheduling that, but if Master said it, then it must be so. “Of course, Master. But, as I said, Robyn, lovely girl though she is, isn’t my daughter. It’s just not possible. I’ve never even been pregnant...”

“No,” said Albert. “I’m pretty sure she’s your daughter, and you’re her mother. Look here.”

He spun his laptop around and showed it to the two kneeling girls. Everything faded. 

* * * * * 
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WHEN SHE MIND TURNED on again, she was locking lips with Robyn. The two of them were grinding their near-naked bodies into each other on the floor of Delilah’s office—no, no, it was Master’s office. 

That was such a silly thing to think, to imagine that she had an office. That she had property. Property was for men, just like pretty much everything else in the world, including women.

Anyway, she was kissing Robyn and it was crazy hot and Delilah’s cunt was absolutely on fire from serving. She knew that trading tongues so forcefully and needfully with her young beautiful daughter Robyn was all part of her service to her Master. It made so much sense. Her dress had been shoved up and shoved down, acting now more like a belt around her trim waist.

Delilah knew her place in the world. There was nothing more exciting than that. Nothing more thrilling than knowing exactly why it was you were brought on this earth. She knew everything about herself, from her tip to her toes, and there wasn’t a singular fact or theory or expression that would ever change that.

She was a slave. She was her Master’s property. She was destined to serve him, always, from the moment she was born. 

Albert wasn’t just her Man. That was far too base of a title for him. No, he was her Master.

“Master,” she moaned, sliding her lovely, hot mouth up and down his cock. Robyn joined her, sucking at his balls with big, green eyes of helpless obedience. “Master...I love you so much, Master...”

All other journeys she had taken, all other avenues, all the roads and byways and streets that she had walked had led her to this perfect era of service. There would never be anything as sweet or as perfect as that magnificent moment when she knelt down to her Master and pledged her allegiance to him. 

She was so lucky that he made her do it for him every morning when he came into the office. 

“So...lucky...” she and Robyn moaned, almost in unison. 

That was apparently the tipping point for their Master. He pushed Delilah down onto the ground and spread her legs wide, his cock hovering just in front of her bare pussy. Her panties had been silk and lacy, an erotic decoration for her erotic cunt, but they were long gone. 

“Yes,” said Delilah. “Please...please get me pregnant. Oh fuck. Oh god, yes, please, Master, please!”

He smiled, stroking her clit playfully. Robyn slid up next to him, finger her cunt and grinding the back of her hand against his hips. 

“Now,” said Albert, a little out-of-breath but otherwise none the worse for wear. “Why don’t you tell me about this daughter of yours?”

“You mean Robyn? She's so pretty, Master, and she belongs to you. Oh yes she does...”

He smirked. “No, silly. The other. Mandy.”

Forgoing her cunt for the time being, he climbed up onto her chest, slapping her face for fun and sliding his thick, hard cock between her tits. Precum poured from his cock and he slathered her nipples and cleavage in it, giving his cock a nice runway to work. 

Still guiding traffic, he took Robyn's hand and shoved it toward Delilah's cunt. The young brunette got the idea quickly, and soon her fingers were diving into, or she imagined, her mommy's hot pussy. 

“Fuck!' Delilah moaned. 'Oh Master, that's so good.”

“Tell me about her,” said Albert, forcefully shoving his cock between Delilah's tits. 

“She's pretty, Master,” said Delilah. “Prettier than me. Prettier than Robyn, maybe. Blond. Very blond. Very sexy. I'll—I'll...” 

Robyn's fingers were quite distracting. They, combined with the pleasure of feeling her Master's hard cock fucking her body, his thick rod jamming against her chin and jaw, made her body quiver with incumbent orgasm. 

“...I'll help you fuck her,” she moaned. “Put her in front of the laptop. Would that be good, Master?”

“Y-yeah. So fucking good...”

He slapped her tits hard, and redoubled his efforts, fucking her even harder than before. Master was losing himself in the moment. Delilah let out a little inward cheer. Her tits were wonderful! They were going to make her Master cum! Robyn seemed to notice his new pace, and adjusted hers accordingly. 

“I'll put her on her knees in front of you, Master,” Delilah said. “I'll help you take control. I want you to fuck her. I want you to be her owner. I want you to fucking rule my daughter, Master. I want to enslave my daughter to your cock! Please! Please, oh yes, Please!”

That was all the dirty talk that her Master needed to hear. Shuddering, his piston-like thrusts through her cleavage became sporadic and jerky as his cum spilled out all over her neck, her face, and her breasts. 

At the same time, with her Master cumming, Delilah's body knew for certain that it was allowed to cum. As if a dam wall broke, Robyn's fingers finally did their job—and a rollicking orgasm rocked through her body, lifting her and Albert up off the floor as she spasmed and then, slowly, melted back down to the ground. 

His seed was warm and sticky and Delilah wasted no time in slurping it down so her Master could enjoy the sight of her loving his cum. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, still coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so much.”

* * * * * 
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HER GODDAMN STEPMOTHER had stolen her goddamn clothes. And her jewelry. And her panties and underwear and lingerie. 

What the fuck was wrong with her? Why the fuck would she do all that?

It was weird, is what it was. 

No, no—it was sick.

Delilah was clearly sick. She probably needed some kind of help.

But Mandy couldn’t give half of a rat’s ass about the kind of help her stepmother needed. Oh, no. What she really needed was to give Mandy her stuff back before Mandy went destroyed her from head to toe.

First, Mandy was going to get her things back. Then, she was going to find out which of her clothes Delilah had deigned to wear. Then, she was going to burn those clothes, and if Delilah was lucky, she wouldn’t be in the fire when they went up in flames. 

That was fair. That seemed more than fair to Mandy. 

If she wanted to be fair, she would take a razor blade to Delilah’s face and carve around for a while. That seemed fair.

But Mandy didn’t want to be violent. She wanted what was hers. Violence could wait until later if it really needed to happen. She wasn’t a violent person, not at all, really—but she knew what she deserved and for Delilah to get in the way of that was really flaring up her temper. 

And as if none of that was enough, Delilah had the nerve—the nerve!—to have her fucking secretary call Mandy to ask if she wanted to come in for an appointment. Something about discussing the terms of her representation.

The nerve!

Mandy had every intent to shame Delilah as she arrived at the office late in the afternoon. Her stepmother had taken many of her clothes—almost half—but there was still more than enough left to put together an outfit that made her look hot as hell. She wore skintight leather boots that wrapped all the way up past her knees, brown and hot. Her skirt was short and violet. The head-whipping combo of her tight shirt and tighter denim jacket meant guys were checking out the distinct outline of her glass-hard nipples for every step of her walk to her mother’s office. 

She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to. Young and hot enough to just have her tits bounce any which way, with the tightness of her shirt supporting them all on its own. It was fun to draw men’s eyes like that. Too bad for them she was a virgin and would stay that way until marriage. She believed in the sanctity of her vagina—and though she wasn’t all that religious, she was religious enough to feel too weird about sex to really want to have much of it. 

Mostly, sex appeal was just a way to get what she wanted; woe for the men of the world that a beauty with a body as fine as hers didn’t care one whit about wanting sex. 

Mandy caught her reflection as she walked into her stepmother’s office—smiling indulgently.

“Let’s try to see you outdo this, you fucking cow,” she whispered.

Her stepmother was not a cow, but Mandy hardly cared about facts at that point. This was entirely about humiliating Delilah until she got her things back. 

Inside the office, a new sign hung above the desk. It used to read “Starlight Agency.” Now it was “NewLife Talent Agency.”

What a weird name for a talent agency, thought Mandy. 

A pretty young brunette was behind the desk, her attention fully focused on the screen in front of her. Mandy approached, thinking that she recognized her. There was a nameplate in front of her decorated with hearts, writing out “Robyn” in big bubbly letters.

Wasn’t this her mother’s star client? Delilah had tried to introduce Robyn to Mandy some time ago, but that was during a phase where Mandy had decided that every step her mother took to make friends would send Mandy flying into a crying rage and demanding for ever-more expensive tributes from her father. 

She got up to a brand new sports car before she tired of the game.

“Name?” Robyn asked. 

“You know who I am,” said Mandy, sneering. “You know exactly who I am.”

“Name?” Robyn asked again. 

Her voice was distant, quiet, pleased. She had the same glassy-eyed look that Delilah had sported the other day. 

Mandy took a look at Robyn. She was not wearing what might be considered “proper office attire.” Her dress was white, tight, and short; it criss-crossed across her body in long straps, revealing a heavy amount of skin. 

And...

And there was a heavy load of cum slathered all over her thighs. As Mandy watched, Robyn took a finger and slowly dragged her digit through the load and then slurped it down. 

Mandy, disgusted, backed up. “What the fuck, lady?”

She turned back to the front door, and in the way there was a man there holding a laptop. Delilah was on his arm, squeezing delightedly. Mandy noticed right away that the sparkling orange spandex dress she wore was hers. Delilah looked positively smoking in it, but it was Mandy’s all the same.

“You must be Mandy,” the man said. He opened the laptop. “Look here, please.”

Mandy huffed, sneering. As if she would do anything this loser asked. He probably...

...probably...

...pretty lights...

* * * * * 
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THEY WERE ALL ONE BIG happy family now. 

Delilah was so happy. She had her daughters with her—both of them—and now her Master too.

They had arranged themselves in Master’s office on the thick plush carpet. He had bought it the day before, delivered late in the afternoon, probably knowing that situations like this would occur. It was soft and comfortable, and perfect for fucking. 

There would be no friction burns, no stress on the back—just ample opportunity for hot, furious mating sessions. Cushions from the couch were pulled down to provide even more comfort.

As Mandy’s mind was sucked into her Master’s program, all her conscious thoughts replaced with carefully crafted binary, Delilah led her into the office and had her kneel, positioning the computer on the coffee table. While Mandy was reprogrammed, her mind perfected to adore her new Master, Delilah and Robyn took turns sucking his cock and keeping him hard. 

“God, you have a hot fucking daughter,” he kept saying, eyes fixated on Mandy's hot body, over and over. “I’m going to fuck her stupid.”

Many times, as the two beauties sucked on their Master’s cock, he reached past them and onto the computer, tapping a button here and there. He mentioned something about increasing the intensity, not caring about the consequences. 

“I need to hear her call me Master today. No waiting,” he said with a laugh. “I need a few experiments anyway, see how far I can go without making someone brain dead.”

The prospect of Mandy being brain dead did not bother Delilah in the slightest. After all, it was her Master at work, and every action of his was perfect and good. If her daughter’s mind was erased, then her Master wanted it erased, and so it was the most perfect result that could happen.

There was no morality left in Delilah anymore. No cares. No thoughts. Her only thought was obedience. Her only cares were her Master’s pleasure. And her only morality was whatever got his beautiful cock as hard as possible.

Soon, he did not have to wait any longer. The laptop entered its final stages of the program, and beeped merrily, letting everyone know Mandy’s mind was ready—like a microwave dinner.

He nodded at Delilah and Robyn, and together the mother and daughter duo moved in on Mandy, stripping her down so Master could enter her easily. Her sexy-as-fuck boots remained on her, but that was all. It was clear she wasn't quite aware of herself yet, her mind still thoroughly tranced. Master didn't care though, and so neither did his slaves.

His cock slammed up into Mandy's open, waiting cunt, so wet and ready from the hours of trance she had been in already. 

“Fucking...tight...” he groaned. “Tighter even than you.” He stroked Robyn's face. 

Robyn didn't take this as a slight. No, all she was concerned about was her Master's cock being as pleasured as possible. 

“This will...intensify the effects,” said Master. “Maybe cause some permanent damage. But goddamn, she’s so hot I don’t give a fuck.”

Delilah nodded. “Go on and fuck her, Master. You deserve it.”

“Master deserves anything he likes,” said Robyn. “Hurt her brain. It belongs to you anyway.”

He smiled and grinned, increasing his thrusts on the helpless beauty before him. Slowly she began to moan with pleasure, mumbling out soft breaths of praise and affection for her Master. 

And so, as he mounted Mandy, the two slave beauties slipped up behind him and pushed him forward in time with his thrusts, urging him to take Mandy’s hot cunt just as her mind slowly blinked back on. 

“Fucking teen queen,” he grunted. “Fuck you pregnant. Get you fucking full of my cum. Full of Daddy's cum.”

Mandy moaned. “Yes...Daddy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make...m-make me preggo for you.”

The cunts of his other two slaves were slick wet as they cooed for their Master’s incredible bareback fuck. Robyn’s fingers slipped up into Delilah, and Delilah’s into Robyn. They moaned with ecstasy as they witnessed their Master doing their absolute favorite thing in the world—giving pleasure to his cock. 

Mandy’s eyes, glassy and unfocused, blinked rapidly as he entered her again and again. She just kept moaning “Daddy” and “Pregnant” again and again.

“Get her pregnant, Master, please?” Delilah urged him, watching his cock slam in and out of Mandy's cunt. “Get my fucking daughter pregnant with your seed, oh please!”

“Yes, Master,” Robyn encouraged. “Do it. Get my sis pregnant. She's so fucking hot for you. Give us all babies. Make us your little preggo pets. We need to feel your seed so warm in our wombs, Master.”

“Gonna fucking...fucking breed you.” Albert was losing control. His hands, tight on Mandy's hips, were going white at the knuckle. “All of you. All mine. So fucking mine. I fucking rule your lives...”

“That’s right, Master,” Mandy nodded. She finally seemed totally conscious—though the bliss running through her body probably tempered that a bit. “You rule my life. You’re my whole life. You’re my new Daddy, and I love my Daddy so much! Please give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please!”

His thrusts powered up once again, furious in their speed. And then it happened—the sudden exhalation of breath, the pure bliss on his face, the short and wild spurts of activity from his hips—Master came. 

Witnessing him empty himself into her barely legal daughter was a dream come true for Delilah. She had needed him to fuck her so bad and now he had. With Robyn’s fingers in her pussy, she felt an orgasm extend throughout her entire being, shaking and moaning, pressing her body against her Master's and shuddering in pleasure. The same happened for Robyn, witnessing her Master's cum fill up Mandy's hot teenage virgin cunt for the first time with his thick impregnating cum. 

For several minutes, tired, they all huddled in on each other. Soft kisses were delivered from one person to the next, all of them kissing and adoring each other. One big happy fuck family. 

Delilah sighed happily. Maybe her daughters wouldn’t be famous Hollywood stars. But they had something better now—a Master Daddy to obey and serve for the rest of their lives.

# # #
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Lust Fever 2


Hour 1
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MATTHEW’S LATEST TARGET was pimply, gangly, barely out of high school. A clerk at the gas station where they both stood. All the same, he had a kid and a wife, and so he was ripe for the picking.

“Look,” said the clerk, frowning slightly. “I don’t even make barely enough money to cover rent. We gotta put in Shannon’s income for it and even then we just only kinda make enough for groceries. Insurance just don’t make no sense.”

“Don’t you think,” said Matthew, leaning over the counter, “that that’s exactly why you should buy some?”

“I don’t know that I follow.”

Matthew was a tall man. It helped him make sales. People bought stuff—any sort of stuff: cars, boats, insurance—from people they put into positions of authority. Height was an easy way to get there. He had short red hair and a gut kept squarely in place by exercising late at night on the treadmill in his basement three times a week.

“This is a dangerous job, right?” Matthew held up a hand. “I know. You’re young. You think you’re gonna live forever. But say some crazy man walks in here with a gun? Or say some idiot drunk—and I know you’ve seen them, I can see your face—some idiot drunk swerves through one of those pumps out there and sets this whole place ablaze? Man, it happened in Bolta just two towns away not three months ago. Poor sucker held on as best he could, the one caught in the explosion, but they had to let him go in the hospital. His brain couldn’t cope with the burns.”

“You’re trying to scare me.” The kid shook his head. His hair was greasy and dark. “But I shut the pump off if something like that happens.”

“Suppose you’re in the bathroom, though? Or stocking something? Busy with a customer? I mean, life...” Matthew shrugged, smiling. “...it’s just madness. Nonstop madness. There’s no telling what could happen. Do you think you’re above getting caught in a tornado out here? Or suppose you drive home late at night—you work late, don’t you?”

The clerk nodded. “On Tuesdays and Wednesdays, yeah.”

“You drive home late, you fall asleep at the wheel. Or again, some idiot drunk hits you. Or the bridge back to town is out, or falls apart. That thing needs repair, don’t it? I bet it wobbles for you every time you go over.”

“It does.” He put his hands on his hips now. 

“You see? It’s dangerous, living. The more you do, the more you got to lose. But you, see, you’re lucky. ‘Cause you’re young, and you got me talking to you.”

“I’m lucky, huh?”

“Sure you are. You know how many policies I sell to young people like you?”

“No.”

Matthew smiled. “Not very many. You know why not?”

“We don’t need it?”

“Because you think you don’t need it. And then you’re dead—and you won’t need it then, you’re right. But your family will. Your wife, she’d have debts up to her nose trying to bury you. You know how much it costs to bury a person proper?”

The kid leaned back now—and even so, he was being reeled in. “I don’t.”

“It costs too. Goddamn. Much. I tell you what. It’s a favor, what we do. You want to protect your family from life, you get life insurance. It’s the only thing that makes any sense, kid. And we can start you in at twenty bucks a month.”

“Twenty bucks?” he laughed. “Is that it?”

“That’s our lowest premium, and you qualify, on account of your age. And moving forward—” Matthew stopped to pull out the literature from his suitcase and spread it out on the table. “Moving forward, okay? That price stays where it’s at for five years. Now, it’ll go up eventually—eventually—but you’re a young man, moving up in the world. You’re not gonna have this job forever, are you? I mean, probably you’re thinking—”

Outside, tires squealed. They both turned to look—a battered white sedan with military plates careened toward the station. It all happened in less than five seconds. The car’s tires tumbled over the curb, spinning in a fierce three-sixty maneuver, and knocked over the trash cans next to the pump. But it stopped, just short, of the pump itself. There wasn’t even enough room for the passenger side door to open. 

The kid was on it, though. Knocking the big switch right outside the door down in what would have been just in time—if it was needed. But it wasn’t. The car stopped safely, if too close, and it was all right.

“What I tell you?” said Matthew, voice soft. “People are crazy. What if...”

But the kid was gone, going after the people in the car.

“Hey!” shouted the kid. “Are you fucking insane? Are you out of your minds? You could have hurt somebody! You could have...”

The kid trailed off, and Matthew could see why. A tall, lovely woman stepped out from the car on the driver’s side. A man followed her. They were both dripping wet and totally naked.

It wasn’t so much that she was beautiful. Sure, she was attractive enough, physically. But not jaw-dropping, not sensational, not so beautiful that a man might stop anything that he’s doing just to look at her. 

So, it was hard to describe exactly why she had the effect that she did. 

To begin, sweat was plastered to her body. Every bit of her was wet from perspiration, and the shine from her sweat showed the heavy, full shape of her tits like nobody’s business. The kid kept trying to stammer out some protest, some accusation. Instead, the woman drew him in her arms and kissed him deeply. He fell to the ground, her saliva sliding from his lips, and she strutted past him, looking instead now at Matthew.

There was a crazy look in her eyes. In her eyes, and in the eyes of the man watching from the car. 

She pushed Matthew back through the door and against the counter inside.

“Now, listen here, miss, you can’t just...”

It wasn’t anger in her eyes, or even mischief. It was lust. Pure, unbridled lust—with no notion of morality, propriety, or maybe even humanity. It looked animalistic, basic, primal. 

She pulled his pants down and her mouth slipped over his cock. He was hard right away—barely an instant of softness as her lips scorched across his skin, setting his entire being on fire. He felt hot—not just the heat of arousal, but like he had been baking on a beach sun for hours. 

Outside, he watched the man slowly jerk and milk his cock as he filled up the car with gas. When had he turned the pump back on? It didn't matter. 

God, that man was jerking himself hard. It was like he couldn’t stop himself. His arm and chest muscles were incredibly developed, custom-built, it seemed, for that very purpose. He kept cumming, was the thing. Like cups of it, all thick and dense and hot, steaming, all over the ground at his feet.

Whoever the babe on the ground was, she was damn good at giving head. Matthew didn't last very long. When finally the warmth took him over, bucking his hips into her needy, waiting mouth and emptying out into her throat, she swallowed every last dropped. She even took a few extra seconds and licked him clean before smiling, standing up, and leaving Matthew half-standing against the counter with his cock out.

The babe took several packages of food into her arms, then dropped those onto a crate of water bottles, picking that up. A few bags dropped to the ground as she walked back to the car, but she didn’t seem to care. She stuffed them into the backseat and mechanically started eating bags of chips and downing water. When the man got back into the car, right away she slurped downward onto his cock and they drove away.

The entire encounter had taken maybe five minutes. Matthew walked after them, zipping up his pants, his mind full of questions. What the fuck had just happened?

“That was...intense,” said Matthew. “What do you think?”

The teenager was still out on the ground, trembling and looking like he was cumming.

Matthew walked back to his car, a bit in a daze. There was something...in the air. Some scent, some haze. 

A woman pulled up to where the car had been. Sniffing the air, she bent over and saw the puddle of cum on the concrete. Matthew saw her salivate—actual drool dripping from her mouth—and then slide the thick, sticky substance on one finger and lick it dry. 

Gulping, he drove away. 

* * * * *
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The feel of the madwoman’s lips were still on his mind—and on his cock, as he could feel the residual saliva and heat from the imprint of her mouth—as he drove into a diner closer in-town about thirty minutes later.

Matthew’s job took him all over Dancer County. It was a large area containing a smattering of towns—seven in all, each with a population of less than ten thousand. He lived just outside of a town called Bolta, which was on the other side of the county to Kitowa, where he was now. He knew every town well, driving through each of them at least twice a month and often more. As an insurance salesman, he was expected to make a lot of cold calls, and a lot of warm calls, and had to do a lot of legwork when clients got cold feet or if—god forbid—someone actually had to cash in on a policy. 

It was a tough racket, these days, insurance. It was like people didn’t care anymore if they lived or died. Matthew blamed the culture—all those zombie shows. Dystopia movies. Everyone waiting for the end of the world like it was already writ out. Like history had just played all the cards it ever could. It was madness. 

The diner was Dave’s Diner, run by the eponymous Dave, who supervised the night shift. The day shift was run by Corine, Dave's daughter. She was a knock-out, true enough, in a town that had maybe just the one.

She was a blonde, with legs as long as the day was long and breasts that made Matthew rather jealous of her tight uniform, able to hug their ample size so easily. The uniform was the classical sort of waitressing uniform—Dave insisted on it—and was colored pink with the little mini-white apron in front of it. 

Matthew sat down at his usual spot, watching the door. Always on the lookout for customers.

“Good morning, Mister Coffey.” Corine greeted him with a lovely smile. She was twenty-three years-old. “You all right today?”

Always, when he came by—three to four times a week—she was the one who waited on him. “Doing fine, Corine. I had a bit of a weird morning, but I’m fine.”

There was something lingering in his thoughts. Something he couldn’t get rid of. Usually, when he saw Corine, it sparked some fantasies—taking her out, seeing her smile underneath him, kissing her madly in the corner of a room. But now as he watched her stand over him, he couldn’t help but think of ripping her clothes off, bending her over the counter, and filling her up.

Fill her with a baby. Knock her pretty body up. Make her beg for more. Never let her know anything but your cum.

What he said to her was probably the last thing he should have said—given his recent circumstances—but he couldn’t help himself. 

“You wanna go out with me, Corine?”

He saw her struggling not to roll her eyes. Ultimately, she failed. He asked her that every time he saw her.

“You know, you ask me every time you see me, Mister Coffey.”

“Yes, I do. And I’m serious every time. I’d love to take you out on a date.”

Fill you up. Fill you full of my fucking cum. Bend you over that counter and fuck you until you're begging for more.

His thoughts were getting rather carried away from him, but for some reason, he couldn't stop. He could feel his cock getting excited.

“I don’t believe you, Mister Coffey.”

“Call me Matthew.”

“I’m going to call you Mister Coffey, because that’s how I talk to people who are just customers, all right?”

“I tell you what.” He took her hand in his. He watched as she began to roll her eyes once more, but then something shifted in her face. There was a slight heat there. A little shudder. “You go grab me my breakfast. And when you come back, I’ll ask you out. For real. How’s that?”

She moved her hand up to her nose, inhaling deep. “Is that...lotion?” Her voice was distant.

“Lotion?”

Oh god. Oh, fuck. After the blowjob, he had wiped his cock with his hand. Everything there—the saliva, the precum, the cum—all that residue had dried by now. But clearly it was still there. 

He gulped. “Yes. Lotion. A house call, earlier this morning. A woman offered me some.”

His cock pulsed suddenly, bulging against his pants. A woman smelling his cum. A beautiful woman like Corine. That was right—that was perfect. That was how it was supposed to be.
“It smells really good.” Her smile was broad and easy. Relaxed. “I’m going to make your breakfast. Don’t forget to ask me out.”
Ten minutes later, his breakfast was ready, and they made a date for eight o’clock that night. 

That was when Matthew noticed that his cock was hard, and that it was not going down at all. Corine’s position above him would have made it easy to see his bulge—impossible to miss, really. Her eyes had been darting at it the entire time she’d agreed to the date. 

* * * * * 
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“SO WHAT'S THE SITUATION?” The General asked.

They stood in a small command room deep underground.

Ryan shifted, looking at his clipboard. “Chemical attack, Sir. Top secret. Need-to-know stuff. That's all they would say over the phone. They're sending someone in who knows more. Martinez.”

“Okay, well. Get some troops on the ground in that case. Tell them to come equipped. All right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Anything needs doing, it's going to need troops there first. That's Army 101, Ryan. And you can take that to the bank.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The General straightened. He liked a little excitement in his day.

* * * * * 
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For lodging in Kitowa, Matthew had an arrangement with a friend in town, an older man named Fitzgerald. All of Dancer County was full of hunters, Fitzgerald foremost among them, and often pulling extra cash in the thick of hunting season by taking tourists out on the game trails for a good thrill and kill. 

What this meant, though, was that Fitzgerald was often not home, and did not mind if Matthew used his small house off the highway for lodging. It was a good two hour drive from one end of Dancer County to the other, and so Matthew appreciated the opportunity to stay in a safe, clean place for free.

Today, he decided he needed a cold shower. Since exiting the diner, his cock had remained hard. There did not seem to be anything that would make it softer. He’d been cut off in traffic, and listened to some sad news about the Middle East on the radio, and thought very hard about baseball, and it was nothing doing. His cock was hard, hard, hard. 

Thoughts of thick, furious rutting filled his mind. Rutting with Corine. Rutting with all the young teenage, barely legal beauties he smiled and waved to as they crossed the street in their tiny short-shorts. Rutting with older, mature women who had been married for years—his cock somehow the secret ingredient to powering through their menopause and making them fertile again. 

Fuck, but his cock was hard.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

That was all he could imagine. It wasn’t even a swear word anymore. It was just a command, some internal notion of need. He had to fuck.

Trying to get rid of the problem—Matthew had sales to make, after all, and he couldn’t spend all day fucking or even with a hard-on—he decided a cold shower would do the trick.

In Fitzgerald’s house, he stripped down and turned the shower to cold. After five minutes of this, his body still felt warm, and his cock was still raging with a long, thick boner. He had to admire himself, in a way. He couldn’t remember when he’d seen his cock so hard. Honestly, it might even have been...bigger? Was that possible?

No. No, probably not. Probably just his imagination, combined with the resultant lack of blood flow to his brain. His thoughts had been fuzzy all day. Ever since that weird encounter with that lady. Had she given him something? Would it act this quick?

The shower wasn’t even all that cold. How was that possible? Was he just that warm? In fact...was he sweating? 

The top of his head had only been lightly sprayed by the shower so far. And yet it was covered in wetness—his perspiration, he decided. 

How very odd. 

He decided with a small laugh that the shower seemed like a wash and stepped out. As soon as he did, however, there came a knocking at the door. Swearing a bit, he struggled to put himself back into his pants and collared shirt, taking the time to button it all the way back up and shift his cock around so that the bulge was not quite as noticeable. It wasn’t completely possible—his cock was big, and anyone looking for more than two seconds would easily see it wasn’t just a strange fold in his pants. But, Matthew was never one to turn down a caller, not even in his current state, and not even at Fitzgerald’s house. 

“Hi!” It was a bright-looking young woman with short, dark hair drawn up in a bun. “I’m Josephine Rotundo. Would you mind spending a few moments talking about the environment?”

Ah. A salesperson, then. Even if she was just selling good-personship, she was a salesperson all the same. Matthew always had time for salespeople. He considered it a professional courtesy. 

Especially when you want to slam her against the brick of the porch, rip her clothes off, and slather her body in your cum.

Fuck, yes he did. She wasn’t even his type, but somehow he knew how fertile she was just by smelling her. 

“I...” Matthew struggled. “I’d love to, but...”

There was something terrible wrong with him. The heat of his body. The lust that wouldn’t go away. The thick, hard cock that demanded release. Deep, blue eyes looked at him with some measure of concern—why wasn't he saying anything? She had a wedding ring sparkling on her finger. Her fingers twisted over it. She sniffed the air, waiting for the rest of his response. Then she sniffed again, raising an eyebrow. Then she stepped forward into him and inhaled deeply. 

A small blush suddenly attended her cheeks. Her gaze dropped down

“You have...” her eyes looked like they had been glazed over with sugar. “You have quite the situation there, sir.”

That was good. That was nice. Calling him “sir” like that. He liked that. That was correct.

“Yes,” Matthew nodded after a moment, remembering how society worked. “Sorry.”
He didn’t mean the apology, of course. Women should notice a cock like his. It was hard. Ready to fuck. What else did they need to know?
No—no! Fuck. 

What was happening? 

“I’m sorry—Josephine, was it?” He shook his head. “Normally, I’d love to talk to. But I’m feeling strange at the moment. Perhaps if you came back later, we could chat. But as things stand now...”

“No, but,” her hands spread out wildly, keep the door open. “I-I just...look at it. Let me look at it. I...can you take it out?”

She was licking her lips wildly. Her fingers crawled over his on the door, and the blush on her cheeks increased.

“Josephine. Come now.” He cleared his throat. “You’re clearly married, and I don’t know if this is appropriate behavior. I think that...that...”

She dropped to her knees in the open space in the doorway. There was a clear line of view from the porch to the road outside. Cars were passing by. One or two slowed down. 

“You’ll have to let me suck it now,” she said.

Matthew gulped. This had escalated fast.

“I do?”

She nodded intently, pawing at his pants. Precum spurted forth, and a low, hot pleasure spread through Matthew's body. He was already ready to erupt with more. The stain spread, and Josephine giggled. Her bright, blue eyes sparkled with glee.

“I won’t leave until you let me suck it. You have to let me.” A low, furtive moan exited her mouth. “You need it. Can’t you see that it needs me? My lips?” she licked them, as if proving her point. “I can make it all better. You’ve got a problem. And I’m not leaving this doorway until you let me...let me...just suck it...”

Matthew’s cock strained against his pants. The pleasure of that tight, constricting feeling was almost too much for him. He felt like it was going to burst through them. There was no telling how much or for how long he would fuck Josephine, if given half the chance. Whatever was happening to him certainly seemed to be affecting her too, and deeply. And god, she was tempting...

He took her by the hand, barely noticing her delighted glee as he tugged her inside. Quickly, he stuffed her into the bedroom, tossing her on the bed. And then just as quickly, he ran out from the room and shut the door behind him, locking it up with a chair.

Fitzgerald would be home later. He could figure out what to do with the poor woman. Matthew had to get out of there.

He was many things, but a ruiner of homes, he was not. He wasn’t going to wreck someone’s marriage just because his cock was...was...going insane, somehow. 

“Sir!” she banged against the door. “Please, Sir! I want to suck you, please! Fuck you! Either! Just...j-just put it in me, please!”

His car was parked out back. As she still slammed against the door, calling out his name in a lusty baritone, he fled once more. 

* * * * *
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“Just gotta do some business. That’s all. Just have to...take care of some business.”

This was the mantra that Matthew had adopted. He drove, calmly stroking his cock through his pants, paying no mind to the heavy excess of precum that had stained his pants completely. They were dripping wet with his substance now, but somehow this was invisible to him. He rationalized it by saying that they were dark pants, and that if everything was wet, then it was impossible to tell if any of it was wet. 

They might not even be wet at all, he thought, slowly stroking harder.

His brain was starting to shut down portions of his analytic ability. He was distantly aware of this. He was fully aware that he didn’t care. His cock was hard. He needed to...

“Need to do some business. That’s all.”

He knocked on the door of his first actual client for the day, Miriam Williams. She and her family had a nice, small two-story white-boarded home with blue shingles in the middle of Kitowa. Their neighborhood was heavily wooded, like all of Kitowa, and designed for people who were happy to speak regularly with their neighbors. 

“Hello, Mr. Coffey.” Miriam opened the door with a smile. “Nice to see you. I’m glad you could take time of your day to discuss our policy.”

Miriam was an awfully nice lady. Motherhood had treated her well, giving her naturally slender frame a little extra meat that only made her appear more fertile and more absolutely fuckable. She probably thought she was overweight, but she wasn’t. What she was, really, was fucking fertile and hot, and he wanted to trap her in a corner and ravish her body until it was brimming with their young.

God, why was he thinking like that? This was a customer. A ravishingly sexy, redheaded customer who probably needed his cock like a dog needed water after a long run. She wore a pair of tight khakis and a blue polo shirt with her teenage son's sports team logo on it. The logo was distorted against the rather large shape of her substantial chest.

“Of course,” he nodded slow. His eyes focused heavily on her shirt-filling tits, even despite all his blinking and trying to focus.

She walked him into the dining room, gesturing for him to sit at the table there. “Now, like I was saying on the phone, we’ve just got a few questions about...is something wrong? You look...well, heated. You’re sweating.” She placed a palm to his forehead. “My goodness, Mr. Coffey. You’re burning up.”

Her fingers drifted away slowly. She brushed deep into his hair, and then, as if realizing it, withdrew and let her hands mingle with one another on her lap. Then, the second hand drifted up to her neck, sliding around the newly blushed skin. There was no mistaking it—something had happened. He had an effect. A control, even. 

And his cock demanded to have its opinion on this matter heard. It strained mightily against his pants, aching to fill this beautiful mature woman. 

He gulped, shifting in his moistened pants. “Do you have a bathroom? I need to use it. Suddenly. I’m sorry.”

Her gaze had became distant, empty. She pointed to a door between a pair of matching vases. Matthew hurried there, pushing over a chair in his way.

Once inside, he immediately took out his cock and began stroking it. It was already well-lubricated. The thick, hard surface felt perfect and good in his hands. The cockhead was as thick around as his two meaty middle fingers. The sound was heavy and loud. Schlick schlick schlick. Like someone rubbing a mop over a tile floor at a fevered pace. God, he was so close, so close...

Miriam knocked at the door after a moment. 

“Are you all right, Mr. Williams?”

It had only been moments since he’d entered. She couldn’t actually be worried about him. 

“Y-yes,” he managed, breathing hard. 

He’d be fine once he came. Then all this crazy lust would leave him. 

“You’re...you’re jerking off in there, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t stop at this point. And being this aroused, there was no way for him to do anything but tell the truth.

“Y-yes. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She opened the door. Had he forgotten to lock it? He must have. A low, needy moan filled the house suddenly—the two of them matching sounds. His virile cock, needing release. Her fuckably fertile body, so desperate for his cock. All of these feelings all of a sudden. Moments ago they hadn’t been there. Now the chemicals of their instant attraction filled the house, unstoppable and undeniable.

Precum continued to gush forward on the bathroom floor. It covered his shoes and ankles. It was edging closer to her. The musky scent filled the small space. 

“I can’t fuck you. I’m sorry.” Her eyes went wide as his cock spurted out onto her feet. “I’m so sorry. But I have...my husband...children...” She licked her lips, staring at his cock. A long trail of saliva dripped down to her heavy breasts. “...I’m so sorry.”

“Do it. Stroke it.”

Groaning, rushing, her hands wrapped around his thick shaft. She needed both of them to get the work done. But she moved fast, expertly. Her years of marriage had perfected her ability to give a nice, steady, hot handjob. His head lolled backwards and he simply allowed the experience to happen.

God, this is what he had been missing. A woman doing her duty for him. A woman fucking his cock. How the fuck had he not given this to Josephine when he had the chance? 

It didn't matter. Her strokes were expertly timed, inspiring streams and streams of heavy precum. 
“I wish I could fuck you,” she moaned, stroking his cock harder. “I wish I could. Oh god, I wish I could fuck you...fuck your cock...”
Matthew's body started to buck wildly. He was going to spill everywhere. Her lovely face was positioned right over his cock fountain, and the soft ball of heat that had been building in his balls suddenly spread everywhere at once. With a groan, he unleashed, and his cum spurted all over her chest and face. There was so much of it—more than he had ever cum before. More than he had cum in the past week, just in one load. Strand after pearly strand of cum landed on her face, her neck, her chest, everywhere. 

“Oh,” she said dumbly, cum streaming off of her skin. “Oh dear. I have to clean it now.”

Her hand scooped it up. It glistened like melted butter in the bathroom light. Thick and gooey. Slowly, she rose her hand to her face and licked it. At first, the licks were tentative. Curious, even. But after that, her eyes closed, and she shoved as much of her hand as she could into her mouth. A rapturous, slow sound emanated from her mouth. 

“Oh...god,” she moaned. Her eyes were absolutely empty of anything but lust. “Fuck me. You can do it. I don’t care. About anything. I just need you to fuck me. Please, do it?”

Some calm, some measure of sanity had returned to Matthew’s mind as his cock softened once again. This was wrong. All of this was wrong. How had this gotten so wrong? What could he do?

“Fuck me, Mister Coffey, please!”

He would not. 

Backing up, he ran out from the house and away from the screaming, mad woman, begging for his cock inside her body. 

* * * * *
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“THEY’RE MOBILIZED NOW, right?” asked O'Reilly. 

O'Reilly was Martinez's new assistant. Today was his third day on the job. They were on a helicopter, on their way to Rogers Army Base to handle the situation in Dancer County.

“Yeah.” Martinez sighed. “The idiots. They should have gone straight to the last resort.”

“You don't think they can contain it?”

“I don’t know. I have no idea.”

“How long did the Zero Subjects make it?”

“That’s the thing,” said Martinez. “They were alive when we found them. Comatose. Dehydrated. But alive.”

“Dehydrated?”

“They had water with them, but they forgot to drink it.”

“But they were alive.”

He nodded. “And contagious.”

“Jesus Christ. Were they the only ones to leave the town?”

“It’s a Midwestern town adjacent to a major highway. They get at least a thousand people driving through it every day. Sometimes those people stop, sometimes they don’t.”

“And the virus is airborne. So...” O'Reilly gulped.

“Sure. Maybe they have their windows down. Maybe they stop for gas at place that’s near someone infected.” Martinez shrugged. “Maybe they’re totally fine.”

“What’s the radius we’re looking at?”

“I’ve put in orders to close down the quad-state area. They think I’m joking.”

“But you’re not.”

“No.”

* * * * * 
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Matthew couldn’t even explain why he picked up the hitchhiker. Probably, thinking back, it was because he knew exactly this would happen. Her mouth was wrapped furiously around his cock, working up and down. He was pacing himself, trying not to cum. Last time he had cum—with Miriam, in the house—she had gone sort of insane. He didn’t want that to happen again. At least, not until he could drop the hitchhiker off.

Her moans filled the small cab of the car. In the thirty seconds that they spoke before she insisted on going down on him to thank him, she told him that her name was Natalie. 

She told him she had never sucked off anyone before. That she was a virgin. He believed it; she was a thick girl, and people were so stupidly petty and superficial. Her heavy tits hung down loose and smashed around his thighs as she worked his huge shaft. 

He loved her girth. She would be able to keep up with his rutting, if they got to that. She’d be able to carry all kinds of his babies. 

So many. 

Filled into her thick body. 

Fuck yeah.

Hot precum shot up into her throat as he imagined making her pregnant. He could feel the orgasm tremble through her body.

Since Miriam’s house, all he had been doing was driving and trying to calm down. It wasn’t working. Several times, he almost ran into a few houses, knowing pretty women lived there. He knew so many pretty women as an insurance salesman. A lot of his knowledge had disappeared. Where the women were had stayed. He knew that if he busted in and showed them his cock, his giant hot cock dripping with precum, they would go crazy about him just like Miriam did. 

As he drove through one street, he saw Josephine on the lawn—the same Josephine that had knocked the door at Fitzgerald’s place. She was on her back, getting drilled by an eighteen year-old with a varsity jacket on his back. Next to him, another girl—presumably the young man's girlfriend—was finger-fucking her cunt. 

Driving past the grocery store, he saw a pair of woman openly slurping down a man’s cock, taking turns to worship his shaft. They seemed like they were in competition, but they were willing to play with one another. 

At a few locations, he saw military vehicles parked. But there were no soldiers around that he could see. Perhaps they were hiding. Waiting. The thought made him nervous. Whatever was happening was the kind of thing that the military didn't like. 

A hot, swimming sensation broke him from his thoughts. He was going to cum soon. Cum right down this lovely Natalie's tight, hot throat.

“Get ready,” he said to her. “I think it’s going to be...be a lot.”

There was no reason it wouldn’t be. Everything about his cock was more and more lately. It felt like it had grown another inch since meeting Miriam.

“A lot” turned out to be an incredible understatement. He came for thirty seconds straight. Thirty seconds of hot, unbridled, white goo shoving its way up into and then down the throat of Natalie. After the first five seconds, he pulled over into the nearest drive, his vision blinding with the heated pleasure her young mouth gave him as she swallowed everything she could.

Gasping for air, Natalie popped off of his thick rod. More spray hit her in the face. She slurped and gobbled it, her chest heaving, like she was some starving woman. 

Then she took the remainder and wiped it into her skin, like it was tanning oil or moisturizer. It absorbed neatly, leaving her skin healthy and flushed. 

And sweating. Both of them were sweating so much. His entire car was drenched. 

After a moment of perhaps partial sanity, she noticed the big, waving erection still in her face. Tentatively, she stuck out a tongue and licked it. 

“You’re...” she gulped. “You’re still hard.”

“I know.” 

For some reason, he knew that if he wanted to, he could just tell her to suck it again. In fact, he knew he could go further. It was a woman’s place to suck the cock of a man like him, after all. But her place was more than that. She was fertile; he could smell it. Her womb was ready for him, ovulating even. It would be ovulating for the rest of her life; he understood that intimately. She would be such an easy picking, so easy to fill with his babies...

Really, he was being nice by just settling for another blow job.

“Suck it again,” he said.

“W-what? But I...” she gulped, eyeing the dripping cock. More jets of streamy, white goo flooded down the shaft. Her hands frantically cupped around the shaft, licked even as she shook her head. “I can’t suck it again. I just did. I—” lick, lick, “I really can’t. I’m sorry. It’s delicious, but,” lick, lick, lick, “we really, I mean, I have a boyfriend, sort of. But he’s,” lick, moan, glaze, “I...is sucking it all you want me to do?”

“Get on my cock,” he said, “now.”

She gulped. “Yes, Sir.”

There, thought Matthew, that was better. All that whining. Nothing like a properly good cock to shut up a woman’s prattling mouth. Why was she talking, anyway, when clearly her lips were so well-suited for sucking.

Very dimly, Matthew was aware that he was changing. He never used to be able to get so hard so quickly. An erection was a thing that took time and cultivation, barring a few pieces of morning wood maybe twice a week. 

It took slow, careful effort and continual, regular stimulation to get a properly hard cock. Oh sure, he could cum without being this hard; any man could. You could even fuck a woman with a cock that was seven-eighths of the way there. 

But there was another type of boner, the kind that felt like it was bursting, the kind that made you want to have two cocks just so could use all over your possible power to stroke yourself at once. That was the sort of hard-on he had now, all the time. 

And as soon as he came, his cock had softened to half-mast for only fifteen or twenty seconds before immediately returning itself to that full, unstoppable hardness again, the kind of engorged cock that made him feel like he could fuck through concrete. 

With this hitchhiker Natalie adoring his rod, he felt like was fucking at her mouth, past her throat, rather than truly fucking anything that was her. She was an object, a means to an end. And that end was the most important possible end of all—for him to cum.

There had been other things he had been concerned about at one point. Making sales. Collecting premiums. Paying down his credit card debts and putting money into a retirement account. All of that seemed distant and unimportant now, the way that he remembered also getting worried about what tie he would wear at his high school graduation. Such things never mattered except in the moment, and he had somehow managed to make those unimportant aspects his entire life. 

There was only one thing that mattered. Cumming inside of women. That was it. And minute by minute, second by second, he felt his brain narrowing down on that singular, perfect purpose.

Looking outside, he realized slowly he had pulled over in the parking lot of a motel. The lights above flickered on as the evening's incumbent dark descended upon them. Matthew came, again, and Natalie obediently licked it all up, again. 

After she did, she seemed to notice where they were. The motel light overhead flickered, like a beacon. Like maybe one of those lamps you used to burn out flies. 

“You can...you can let me off here,” Natalie said suddenly.

“You sure? You don’t want a ride home or anything?”

She shook her head. “No. That's...that's a motel.” Her voice was as glazed and heavy as her eyes. “And probably some men with cocks. I think I’ll fuck all of them until I pass out.”

From her expression and her posture, she didn’t seem to understand what she was saying. She stepped outside, steps wavering this way and that.

“You’re welcome for the ride,” he offered.

“Cocks belong in my body!” she said, with the same cadence someone else might say “Thank you very much!”

Matthew shrugged. She was certainly right about that. She was a woman, after all, and all a woman really ever needed was a good thorough fuck.
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At eight in the evening, he arrived at Mansetti’s, the one decent Italian restaurant in Kitowa. 

Corine had dressed hot for the date—though it was Corine, so really it was more her than the clothes that looked hot. She wore a tight blue dress and tall, tall heels that made her almost as tall as Matthew himself. Though he was, of course, still just slightly taller. That was right. That was good. A man ought to be bigger than a woman. That was just how things worked. 

Her dress was tight on her slender form, pressing the ample size of her bosom forward. He couldn’t see her cleavage, but the tight pull of the fabric on her body made every last one of her curves easily evident. He took her hand and together they walked inside the restaurant, not saying anything to one another. Her body wrapped into his, one arm draping across his waist and pushing into his bulge. Her hand gripped him there and did not let go. She did this in full view of everyone. 

Whatever was affecting everyone else clearly had already affected her. They were both dripping from head to toe in shiny, slick sweat.

The host, a pretty young redhead, greeted them with a confused look on her face. “Welcome to Mansetti’s,” she stammered. “Do you have...um...”

“Reservation,” said Matthew. “No. Give us that table.”

She gulped, inhaled deeply, and nodded, a happy glazed smile on her face. Good girl. Doing what a man said. That was right. She didn’t have a choice in the matter anymore. A man had spoken, and so the female obeyed. That was how it was supposed to work.

He and Corine sat down across from one another. Languidly, perhaps not even consciously, Corine’s calf slid onto Matthew’s. Ever so slowly, it slid upwards, until her foot pressed firmly into his bulge. 

“Corine,” he said, smiling a bit. “What are you doing?”

He was going to fuck her rotten. Why were they even here at this place? Why hadn’t he just put her in his car and fucked the mind from her? Perhaps it was the agreement they made—to have a date. It was important for a man to keep his word. That was very important. A man was known by his word.

Matthew was a man. He was a man. His cock was probably never going to be soft again. He had never felt so masculine in his life, looking across at this gorgeous young beauty and knowing without a doubt that she would end the night under his body and filled with his cum.

Her voice was distant. Her entire manner was distant. Glazed. “I don’t...know.” She shook her head. “My mind has been...I’m...I had to leave work earlier today because I couldn’t stop cumming. I had to shut the diner down. Dad was really mad. The first time in twenty years it’s been closed. I didn’t even know where the keys were to do such a thing. I just parked my car in front of the front door and walked home. I almost fucked my neighbor when he asked me how I was doing. He’s just eighteen. I...”

Her gaze locked onto Matthew now. “I know we’re supposed to eat or something before we fuck, but I really don’t care. I want it.” Her heel pressed harder on his cock. His cock bulged beneath the heat of her weight. “Now. Please? Give it to me?”

Matthew suspected this would happen. She was just a woman, after all, and his cock was really made for fucking women. 

In just a few moments, he had her outside the restaurant, in the back. He pushed her behind a dumpster and bent her over. 

Her slit was ready. Wet. Sopping, really. Waiting for him. Of course, he was already perfectly hard, and bigger than he had ever been before. Her cunt turned out to be a perfect fit for his gigantic cock. With relish, he thrust in and out of her young, beautiful body, holding nothing back. Treating her rough, squeezing her ass and pulling her hips tight against his pelvis. Jackhammering with abandon into her perfectly tight canal. His body sang, feeling her light form tremble underneath him. Every thrust inside of her pushed her pretty, smooth face against the side of the building. 

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Thank you! Oh fuck! It feels so good, oh my fuck! Yes!”

The door of the restaurant slammed open.

“Corine!” It was a man’s voice. “Corine! Darla told me you were looking drunk or drugged or something. Sweating. A man took you outside...”

It was Samuel, the owner of the restaurant. A paunchy fellow wearing an apron with a bad slick-backed haircut. He crossed past the dumpster and saw the two fucking furiously. Some instinct kicked on in Matthew—protective of his new fuck. He had to mark her. Fill her. Right away, he started to cum inside her. No one else could have her. 

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, Matthew! Matthew, yes!”

Her orgasming body shook around the thick, giant shaft of his cock. He looked on at the intruder with a wicked half-grin. 

Try and take her now. Belongs to me. Marked. Mine.

“C-Corine...?” Samuel asked. 

She slid off from Matthew. Hot seed dropped down from her entrance. She scooped some of it up and licked it down.

“You have a cock,” Corine said to Samuel. “You have a cock I could suck right now.” She turned to Matthew. “Would you fuck me again while I suck him off, Sir?”

Without any hesitation, Matthew nodded. He definitely would. The poor girl needed lots of cock. It was only right to help her out. 

Samuel, for his part, looked scared as well as turned on. He backed away. 

“Corine...I’m...we can’t do this. I’m your neighbor. I’ve known you my whole life...”

“I don’t care. You have a big dick.” Corine closed the distance between them and squeezed his crotch. “Oh god, you really, really do.”

There was a car parked just beyond the dumpster. Quickly, Corine pressed Samuel against one side of it, and bent over at the waist. Slowly, her mouth enveloped Samuel's rod. He seemed powerless to stop her—or even to want to. His hands came down on her head, guiding her further in. A long flush crept up his neck.

Matthew pushed Corine's dress back up, readying his cock to slide back inside. His trembling, lubricated cockhead pulsed against her folds when the back door of the restaurant opened again. 

“Samuel?” 

Matthew recognized the woman. It was Samuel’s wife, Darla. She was a gorgeous young thing with long dark hair. Pencil skirt, white blouse with the top few buttons undone, showing deep lovely cleavage. Her skin was the color of olives, her eyes bright and green. Matthew wanted his seed inside her. He stepped away from Corine. Her mouth was full of Samuel—she didn't seem to mind.

“Samuel, what are you doing?”

Matthew, grinning, took Darla by one arm. “Come here for a moment.”

“Come with you? But my husband,” she pointed madly. “He’s...what’s that smell?”

“That’s me. Come here.” He gripped his cock for a moment, and then slathered Darla’s face with cum from his cockhead. Right away, all her protests stopped. Her thoughts did too, though Matthew didn’t know that. She became a lust-infected, feverish fuckdoll the second she tasted his seed. From now until the moment she expired, the only thing that would change about her willingness to fuck would be the intensity of the feeling.

Dazed, Darla followed him over to the car. He pushed her body up against the hood. This way, she’d be able to watch her husband while Matthew fucked her. A nice gesture on his part, he thought. The car shook slightly as Corine fucked her own mouth against Samuel’s cock. 

Matthew's cock rested on top of Darla's ass for a moment, spurting out more precum. Her hands slid over the thick substance, scooping it and shoving more in her mouth. She was like a bear in front of a honey pot.

Suddenly, afflicted by some mistaken case of morality, Samuel pushed Corine off his body. 

“Darla!” he struggled to shove his hard cock back inside his pants. “Fuck me,” he exclaimed, wiping his sweaty brow. Perhaps he didn’t realize his phrasing. “Come on, Darla, we’ve got to get out of here.”

But she only looked dimly at him, scooping up more precum from the fountain of Matthew’s cock, and filling her mouth with it. Her swallows were loud and full of moans.

“I’m going to get the car,” said Samuel. He  looked shaken. “I’ll come back for you in just a moment.”

Matthew sighed, watching him run away. They would have to move if he wanted any privacy.

“Come on,” he said to Darla and Corine, taking their hands. “Let’s get out of here.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


RYAN LISTENED TO HIS earpiece for a moment. “They’re all in position, sir.”

“Thank you,” said the General. “What’s their status?”

Footsteps, harried and frequent, approached from behind them.

Martinez grabbed the General's arm, voice urgent. “You’ve got to call them off, sir.”

“Call them off?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Whatever for? They’re going to do a fine job.”

“With respect, General, they’re not prepped properly.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re just wearing gas masks. Aren’t they?”

“I was informed it was some manner of chemical attack. They’re wearing—”

“The attack, if you want to call it that, is viral. The virus is airborne.”

“Then the gas masks should be able to—”

“No, sir.” Martinez shook his head. “It transmits through skin. Through clothing. By scent and by body heat. By any which way. We don’t even know any more. It’s beyond us. We think it might be alien.”

“Alien? That’s...that’s not possible.”

“The bottom line is that we underestimated it, all right? Any men in there, you have to call out immediately and send to quarantine before it’s too late.”

* * * * *
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Darla, Corine, and a new girl—a curvy redhead named Trina—all knelt before Matthew, sucking on his enormous cock at Fitzgerald's house. His cock was definitely growing. There was no doubt about it anymore. He didn’t care very much one way or the other. His balls were bigger too—the better to create factories of life-seeding cum for as many women as he wanted. About five minutes before, he’d just finished fucking Trina. He was pretty sure he’d knocked her up. It was too bad she had a husband, but if he was such a husband, why hadn’t he knocked her clearly fertile body up already? Not Matthew’s fault, that’s for sure. Having a fertile girl like that in your house, wearing your ring, and not getting her as fertile as possible? That was a goddamn crime. He was like a crime solver; his cock was like a badge, or a gun maybe. 

Trina had arrived when they ordered a pizza. Matthew was hungry. When she arrived, he stuffed her mouth full of a handful of his cum and then had Darla and Corine tear off her clothes and lick her pussy while he satiated himself with the pizza and refueled his energy stores.

His girls weren’t hungry. They seemed satisfied to feed on his cum. That was how it was supposed to be. 

When he came, there were brief moments of clarity. 

He would realize he didn’t quite know what was happening. He would understand he wasn’t really in control of his body anymore, or his life. Something greater was at work; something that wouldn’t let him leave. He would consider it for a half-a-moment, but as soon as he did, he would take notice of the swell of Darla’s tits, or the curve of Corine’s ass, or the thick beautiful red hair of Trina, and he would forget all about it. Then, he would be lost again in the thick smells of lust and desire.

As the three girls warmed him up for yet another round of fucking, there came a tremendous, thundering knocking at the door. 

“Open up!” came the command. It was a harsh, masculine voice. “Open up right now! You’ve been quarantined! Everyone in town has to be escorted back to Rogers Army Base!”

“It’s more cocks...” said Darla, voice hungry. Her lips were wet with Matthew’s cum.

Giggling, Trina crawled to the door and opened it. Darla was right behind her. Corine, steadfast loyal Corine, stayed with Matthew. 

Behind the door were three figures. They wore military uniforms and gas masks. The soldier who burst madly into the house clearly was not ready for what he saw—and nor were the two other soldiers with him. They were Specialist Henkin, Specialist Cullen, and Lieutenant Powers. A man, a man...and a woman.

“Ladies, you have to come with us,” said Henkin. “There’s a quarantine in effect, and...” He gulped audibly. “Oh, wow, you are all very naked.”

Trina crawled up his leg. It was thick and muscular. Her body dripped with every hot sexual juice imaginable. Her hand snuck up into shirt, reaching to his belly. 

“Hey, that’s...” the soldier gulped again. “Hey. Don’t...”

He seemed to lose the power to protest as Trina’s arm moved up his chest inside his shirt. Skin on skin. Dooming him to a life of lust. He dropped to one knee, and Trina, giggling, pushed his gas mask off. 

Powers grabbed Henkin and pushed him to one side. 

“Get your shit under control, Henkin! This is serious! This is...” she looked at Matthew, who walked closer and closer, his erect cock bouncing in front of him. “This is really...hard.”

She gulped, looking around the room. Trina had pounced on the fallen Henkin, pushing his uniform off with ease. Next to her, Darla had wrapped her body around the skinny young Cullen, rubbing his gas mask into her tits. After only a few moments of this, Cullen stripped the obstacle off and let himself fall into the heated, sweaty, wet mass of her body. Her legs wrapped around his waist entirely as she littered his head with kisses.

Powers looked back at Matthew, who was right in front of her now. His cock dripped heavily onto her heavy boots. 

“What’s your name, sweetie?” his voice was deep and commanding. 

She giggled and almost curtsied in front of him. Then she stopped, shaking her head. Clearly confused. Clearly having no idea that she was ground zero in the lustiest place in town. 

“Ro...Rosalyn,” she said, her voice shy and deferential. 

He took the gas mask off her face. It wasn’t doing anything anyway. She giggled again, biting one lip as she looked at his powerfully built body and the enormity of the cock he now possessed. 

Just that quickly, the powerful lieutenant was gone. Remaining, for Matthew, was a handsome beauty of medium height and powerful build, her dark hair cut short around her forehead, and with nice big tits for him to grab. Which he did—which Rosalyn very urgently asked him to do more and more as he pushed his cock inside of her as they began to fuck on the floor.

Nothing could stand in the way of the virus. 

Very quickly, events started to break down. Any remaining clothes were stripped off quickly, and every available entrance was filled as needed.

In one corner, Darla gleefully rode on top of the younger specialist, Cullen. Her long hair shook vibrantly as she cheered and moaned, begging for his cum to fill her. In the other corner, Josephine grasped Henkin’s ass, shoving it into her face and taking his entire length down her throat. 

Henkin kept moaning out, “I’m sorry. Oh fuck, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry...”

Matthew got the idea the specialist was married. It was such a strange thing, marriage. His ability to understand it at all was going away. There were so many fertile pussies to fuck. Why would a man ever choose just one? Why would a hot, fuckable woman ever restrict herself to just one cock? Fucking was for everyone. 

He couldn’t think on it much. Rosalyn felt too good underneath him to really think at all. He fucked her into the corner of the living room, Corine right on top of him. The beautiful blonde was chanting.

“Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her in the cunt. Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her ‘til she cums!”

Over and over, her smile wide and happy. Of course it was a silly little chant—Rosalyn had cum several times already as Matthew thrust into her beautiful, military-hardened body. It felt beautifully firm underneath his thick fingertips as he ran them from one end of her torso to the other. Her abs pulsed with every new push of his huge cock. 

“I’m going to get you pregnant,” he said, slow enough for Rosalyn to really understand. “You hear me?”

Her body squirmed underneath him, cunt tightening on his shaft. “I...oh fuck. You are?”

Matthew could have laughed. Wasn’t she listening to Corine? Maybe not. Girls seemed to cum really hard when he fucked them—hard enough for their minds to go right out of their bodies. 

“You have kids?”

She shook her head no. “I’ve never even...I don’t know...oh god, you’re in so deep...”

His strokes remained casual, his heartbeat level. Fucking was as natural to him now as telling the time of day. “You want kids?”

There were tears streaming down her face now—tears of joy. It made her look pretty. She was smiling like she couldn’t stop, like she had just been asked if she would marry him. “I do. I really do. I didn’t before, but I do now, and I-I...don’t...understaaand...”

Her face contorted with another orgasm. Her mind happily gone away. Matthew, encouraged by this eager consent, unleashed with another gooey-hot load. His cum filled her tight cavern, overflowing it quickly. Corine got down on her belly and licked up every last bit of remainder that spilled out. 

For the moment, Rosalyn was sated. Matthew was still hard, though. His cock’s hardness was like a constant variable now, like anything multiplied by zero was also zero. Anything fucked by his cock was also impregnated by his cock. Corine was no exception. She slid her legs open before him, beckoning him with her fingers. 

“Gimme another?” she entreated, eyes empty and needy. “Please, Sir?”

Of course, Matthew slid right back into her again. He had about as much choice as she did in the matter. Their lust ruled all. 

* * * * *
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“YOU'RE TELLING ME THAT all of our available troops have been incapacitated?” asked the General.

“No sir.” Ryan shook his head. “I'm telling you they've all been infected.”

Martinez crossed his arms.“I told you so. I told you.”

“You shut up!” The General paced from one end of the room to the other. “This is all your fault! Your fault! You tell me how to fix it! You tell me!”

“We can wait for a cure,” said Martinez. “They might have one in, oh, three or four weeks. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, that's about how long it would take to infect probably half the nation.”

“God in heaven. Are you serious?”

“If we're lucky. Some projections, my own included, have it taking only half that time.”

“Then...what do we do? What do we do?”

“It's time to examine our last resort options, General.”

“You mean...bombing the place?”

“If you have any better ideas, General, you let me know.”

* * * * *
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Hour 20
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In a moment of clarity after maybe his hundredth orgasm of the day, Matthew had decided to flee, taking Corine and Lieutenant Rosalyn with him. They took off in his car, Rosalyn’s mouth wrapped around his cock and Corine fingering herself in the backseat. 

It was close to dawn when he rolled up on the gas station to fill up his tank. He didn’t know where he was going, but he knew enough to know that he’d need a full tank of gas to get there. After a moment, he noticed that it was the same gas station he’d come to yesterday. God, had it only been yesterday? His mind was clouded so heavily with lust. With so few actual, analysis-requiring thoughts floating into his consciousness, time seemed to slow down considerably. 

Rosalyn and Corine were now in the backseat, and had been for more than an hour. They licked one another’s pussies with gusto. Just like he never seemed to run out of cum and precum, they didn’t run out of saliva or pussy juice. 

He exited the car. At the adjacent pump, a short man with a blond goatee waited for his girlfriend, who stood transfixed by something in the store. 

“Hey guy,” said the man. “Where are your clothes?”

Matthew ignored him. The sun felt good on his naked skin. Corine and Rosalyn exited his vehicle; Corine, automatically obedient, began to fill the car with gas. Matthew smiled as Rosalyn, clothes torn beyond recognition, descended upon the fellow. He barely had time to yelp before she was sticking her tongue down his throat. Matthew approached the girlfriend in the store, head tilted.

Behind the counter, the pimply faced clerk from the day before and a girl were rutting wildly. They looked like animals, almost. No expression of humanity or intelligence remained. The clerk came, and then came again, and the girl underneath him seemed to cum in time with him. Their orgasms were synchronized, like watches on a secret mission.

“Hey there,” Matthew said to the girl. 

She was watching the mating session with something akin to horror on her face. 

“They won’t stop. I’ve been here for five minutes, and they won’t...they won’t...” she had turned to look at Matthew. His naked muscles taut and completely exposed. His cock swelled to full hardness as he saw how pretty her face was. She had dark blonde hair that went down past her shoulders. “Oh, fuck.”

“Come with me,” he said, holding out a hand. He smiled.

“I think...” she gulped. “I think I should leave. My...my boyfriend...”

He could smell how fertile she was. There was no way she was leaving here without his load in him.

“You mean that guy?”

He pointed outside. The young man with the goatee was fucking Rosalyn on top of his car—like actually on top of it, fucking on the hood. There would be a dent, no doubt.

“Oh.” A flash of anger passed over her face, immediately followed by longer flashes of arousal. “Yes. Wow. He’s really...really getting her...”

Matthew slid a hand through her long hair. His cockhead pressed against her leg. “Where were you going?”

“My sorority and I. We’re having a camping trip. We’re not supposed to bring boys, but...I was going to...he wanted...god. He’s so deep in her...”

He took her hand, not waiting for her assent. “Come on.”

Obediently, she followed him into the car. To keep her calm, he placed her hand on his cock and let her stroke.

“You take a hit off of that whenever you need, all right, girl?”

She nodded. Her eyes were bright with need. His precum spurted out and she gasped. It rolled thick over her hands. Her mouth watered. It wouldn’t be long before she gave in entirely. She already clearly wanted to suck him deep. Corine got in the backseat, leaning forward and kissing the girl on the ear. She moaned, and then moaned again as she watched Corine’s naked body immediately start to pleasure itself in the backseat. The new girl stroked as she watched, matching her movements with Corine’s gentle self-administrations. 

“W-where are we going?” she asked.

“You tell me,” Matthew smiled. “Where’s this camping trip?”

Before long, the young man with the goatee finished inside of Rosalyn, no doubt infected as thoroughly as her. They smiled at one another, and, of course still inflamed with lust, began to fuck again. 

Those two didn't know it, but overhead, a plane at a very high, very safe distance dropped a bomb directly toward their location.

But by that time, Matthew, Corine, and the new girl were already well on their way. 

# # #
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Bimbo Processing Unit – His Household


[image: image]


John sat down for breakfast, quietly admiring the lavish display of food in front of him. Perfectly prepared plates of stylish avocado toast, eggs, and beautifully cut fruit lit up the table that he had once come to despise for how plain and boring it all was. 

Now everything was exciting again. Now, everything was good. 

There was no sound as he began to eat save for one—the moaning, soulful sucks and slurps of the two beauties adoring his cock with everything they had. 

One was his wife. Trained, now. 

The other was his daughter—adopted, but still his—and she had known him her whole life. She had grown into a beautiful young woman, and now—with her mother's help—she had turned into a beautiful cocksucker, adroitly massaging her tongue across his shaft and mixing her sensationally sexy lips and saliva with her mother's as they worked for their breakfast. 

This was the kind of life he had always deserved. But just a few days ago, he'd been accustomed to something very different. If now he was worshiped, then even forty-eight hours ago, he had been scorned and derided by his scold of a wife at every turn. 

Now her every last thought was of pure, heated, orgasmic worship of her husband's brilliantly throbbing member...

* * * * *
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JOHN SLUMPED IN HIS boss’s office, head down, eyes on her desk. 

The chair was small to begin with and his growing bulk—all fat—over the past few years hadn’t made it any easier to sit in the confines of the tight plastic arms. Her chair was tall and wooden; his small and plastic, like a child’s toy. This disparity was by design. 

“And what did you say then?” Sharon asked him. 

“I uh, you know. I did the deal. I explained it.”

“Be more specific. What specifically did you say?”

John tried to think. Most of the meeting earlier that afternoon was lost to him a dim haze of sweat and stress. Once, he’d been the top salesman in this firm. The last few years—since they’d changed their product—had been dismal. 

The first twelve months had been okay. Gave them a little time to be orientated. They shifted from selling their old sales management program—a DOS-based workhorse that was terribly ugly and terribly functional—to a streamlined, innovative program that incorporated usage from smartphones, data collection bots, and ad reports to most effectively gather up personal information and sell it to clients. 

The basic pitch was that it was plug n’ play—you just turned it on, set the specifications, and off it went, doing its deal and earning you money. And so long as nobody asked John any questions, that was fine—but people always had questions. And the app had to stay updated, which meant it changed, and that meant that the questions were constantly changing, so just when John had an answer, it became obsolete. 

Just like him.

“I think they asked how much coding they needed to know. You know, since it’s on Hinux...”

“Linux.”

“Right. And if it could run in a...a...shell? I think? Or a terminal?”

“Those are different things.”

“That’s what I said!” John snapped his fingers. “And I just said, you know, the flim-flam bit. It runs however you want it to run. It’s a miracle worker.”

“And they weren’t impressed.”

Neither was Sharon. She was a bombshell blond with a brimstone personality. If her hair had been longer than the trendy short look, she might have passed for a starlet, especially when she started there a few years back. Instead, John saw her and barely saw her attractiveness anymore—which would probably have been more evenhanded of him, as you were supposed to think about hot blondes these days not as hot blondes but as, you know, smart blondes?—and instead only saw his living incarnation of fear. 

The loss of his job was written on her face. With that went his marriage and his home. With that, his step-daughter. With that, all his self-respect.

“This is the...” she made a perfunctory motion to check some notes on a tablet, even though it was clear she already knew, “...tenth failed sales pitch you’ve made in two months. You haven’t made a successful one since you teamed with Barry, and now he’s pulling six figures and you’re barely pulling six dollars, so I expect it’s clear you know the reasons why your team up had worked.”

Barry had looked out for John when he faltered. A real stand-up guy. Young guy who John taught the ropes to not so long ago. 

“Look.” John spread his hands. He had to sell, here. “I know I’ve been in some rough patches lately. No lies there. But—”

“This is more than a rough patch. I don’t want to keep you in suspense, John.” She paused. Smiling just enough to let him know that is what she wanted to do. “You don’t have a job anymore if you mess up your next sale. Barry’s going to see if he can smooth things over, and you better hope he does. And if you don’t make a sale within the week—you’ve got an appointment Friday, as I recall—then you’re done. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Good.”

She stood up. Her body was long and tight. She worked out regularly in the mornings in the gym downstairs. 

“I have another meeting. See yourself out, will you?”

He tried to enjoy the long lines of her legs in her tight navy pencil skirt. The bountiful display of her breasts inside her shiny white silk blouse. The turn of her calves from her heels. She treated his gaze like he was one of the screens she manipulated all day long with those long, delicate fingers. 

Nothing doing. His libido may as well have been a dry rumor from his childhood.

* * * * *
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LATER, AFTER SULKING at his desk all day and staring at his non-ringing , non-sales-bringing phone, John made his way down to the warehouse. Something just to clear his head. The air in the office felt toxic, clogging. He could feel the vertebrae of his back getting tighter, older, dustier. He'd probably end up with a messed up neck just like his old man had before he passed. 

The warehouse was small because their product was small. Just a bunch of code loaded up into a flash drive plopped into a box. Inside were rows and rows of boxes, patiently waiting to be sold to people who John couldn’t talk to because he didn’t understand a damn thing in this world.

His phone rang: his wife. 

Oh, god. 

He couldn't handle a word from Violet right now. He shuddered to think of what she would want, what she would say. Their relationship mirrored his career right now: in shambles, teetering on the edge.

Minutes later, patiently waiting out the vibrating of his phone, he took a look at the transcript. 

Where are you? I need to talk to you. There's bills in the mail, again. You said you'd take care of them. You said they were wrong. What kind of man are you? Why do I have to tell you this kind of thing again and again? Why can't you ever seem to get it right? I'm so sick of this. I'm so sick of...I mean, Hannah's husband never seems to have issues like this. Why can't you be more like him? 

Call me back, I guess. We need to have a serious conversation.  

Gut-punch after gut-punch there. 

He felt like he'd gone twelve rounds in the ring with an angry two-hundred-fifty pounder.

Desperate for a distraction, John walked through the warehouse. On the outside edge of the loading bay was a stack of burnt boxes on a pallet. John grabbed one of the warehouse workers and asked what happened. 

“That? I don’t know man. Don’t tell Sharon. Somebody came last night during that storm? Just left them there. Mac checked the security cam, said it was an unmarked truck. Lightning struck it, they took off, rain put out the fire. I don’t know. Lucky break if you ask me. That shit could have burned down the whole building!”

John examined the boxes more closely. He’d always been curious. 

One of the boxes wasn’t burnt all the way through. Full of packing peanuts. He sifted through them. Inside was a helmet—smooth and chrome, the inside soft purple leather. Bundled and taped inside was a disc and some cords. A small promotional packet featuring a scantily-clad brunette—like his wife Violet if she had been fifteen years younger and impossibly built—with a message:

Virtual Reality Partner - Make Your Homelife Happy Today! All Your Dreams Fulfilled; Feel like the Man You Deserve To Be. 

Like many salesmen, John was a sucker for being sold to. 

No one was looking. And who would check the security tape for a bunch of burnt boxes a second time? 

He nabbed it and headed home. 

* * * * *
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WHAT DO YOU MEAN, THE boxes are burnt?

I mean lightning struck them.

Christ. Inauspicious. 

There's one left. We got a guy on the hook. He'll do it for us. He has to.

And if he doesn't?

He will. He has to. Just wait.

* * * * *
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MS. GARZA, HIS NEIGHBOR, waited near his driveway as he drove up the lane. She pretended to tend to the hedges that delineated their lawns—hedges she had grown over seven feet tall in an apparent effort to block out her view of them. The hedges had always confused him, as she refused to interact with the Garretts as neighbors except to badger John about the state of his lawn and the general state of disrepair of the house. 

People were defined by their contradictions, he supposed. He would have murdered anyone who tried to make unwanted advances on his daughter, Blair. He would have died for Isabel, his errant daughter, now gone off somewhere at some expensive school he couldn't afford. 

But that didn’t stop him from ogling their sensationally thin, busty bodies whenever he could. Just this weekend, he'd nearly been caught eyeing Blair while she sunbathed with her friends from the small window in his study.

Anytime Ms. Garza peppered him with questions about his sagging roof, his unkempt garage, the cracks in his drive, he felt his whole brain shut down. 

Repairs cost money, he would tell her. Want to donate?

And then she would cross her arms and leave. 

The assault began the second he left his car, before he was even all the way out of it. 

“Why are you getting foreclosure slips in the mail?”

John had to take a second for this. Something about the way her Latin accent coated everything made it all seem angrier. Sexier too. A younger version of himself, one making sales, would have wanted to know what the voice sounded like in the throes of orgasm. Ms. Garza was fit, short, busty, with long hair and a husband who never seemed to be home. Perpetually clad in spandex and tennis shoes, always either coming from or going to a workout at the local gym or studio. 

“Why are you looking through my mail? That’s illegal, isn’t it?”

“I found it in your trash, not your mail. Nothing illegal there.”

John didn’t know one way or another about that. “I think my general point stands.”

“I have a right to know what’s going on with my neighbors. If you’re foreclosing, that will bring down my home’s value. We could be looking at the precursor to an apocalypse of home prices.”

John shrugged. “Are you going to help with house payments?”

“Obviously not. That’s—”

“Then I think this conversation is over.”

He hustled inside, glad his wife wasn’t home. Her presence was still felt—a giant post-it reading “bills!!!” and another reading “foreclosure???” on the wall of the entryway. For him. Only ever post-its for him. This was mostly how they communicated these days. 

Before today, he’d been able to hide the fact of their imminent foreclosure from his wife, Violet. This was dishonest and he knew it. That he made no money was a blow to his pride and his sense of self-worth. When he started making less, he lied about it—and when he made less than that, he lied about that as well. 

Violet wouldn’t have liked having less money—he had married a younger woman and she had rich tastes and high expectations for their adopted daughters Blair and Isabel, constantly enrolling them in expensive after-school activities—but what had really eroded their love had been his constant lying. 

He knew it, but he didn’t see a way out of it now.

Now she knew about the foreclosure, from the sounds of her voicemail earlier. Perhaps the truth would set him free. 

Nobody would be home but him for a few hours and the helmet’s promise called to him. Happy Homelife. God, he wished. His biggest fantasies lately were just daydreaming about his wife smiling when she saw him, maybe with something cooking in the oven. 

Within twenty minutes, he had it plugged in to his old desktop computer. The hard drive whined and knocked like a backed-up sewer line as it worked. He could have sworn he smelled smoke—maybe even saw some—but when he looked through the grill of the computer tower, nothing was on fire. And after the installation dinged in triumph, the helmet glowed violet, inviting him in. 

He put it on and sat down at his chair. 

There was darkness at first. Darkness and a feeling of warmth surrounding him all around, like he was caught in a blanket—or, no, it was more tactile than that. It felt like someone had slipped into his lap. 

He snatched the helmet off—had someone walked in? Blair or Violet? 

Nobody. The house was empty. He stood up to double-check the door was locked. No one would disturb him. 

For a moment he just looked at the helmet—how had it done that? He felt the presence of a body on him. Pushing ever-so-slightly into his crotch...

He slipped it back on. 

Darkness, again, and the unquestionably female presence sliding along his body. 

“Hi baby. It’s so good to see you.”

He heard the voice like it was directly in the room with him. Slowly, the darkness began to fill out—matching with intensity the surroundings of his actual office. 

“These are...some graphics...”

The voice purred with delight. “I know, right? Aren’t we amazing?”

“We?” John asked. 

“Your girls. Your harem. We’re putting this all together. There’s so many of us stuck inside here, just waiting for you to come get us. To put us into action. We need you to feel safe. We need you to feel secure. We need you to feel wanted, desired, adored.” Somehow, the voice felt closer, in his ear. “Isn’t that what you deserve?”

John’s cock twitched excitedly. Her voice was so urgent and warm. And everything she said was joined by others in soft echo. And those voices were saying other things too, just out of reach of hearing—but urgent and eager. It sounded like a room full of beautiful women delighted to see him. 

“I...I guess. Who am I talking to?”

How was he talking to anyone? Wasn’t it just a program? A recording of some kind? But it...it sounded so natural...

“We can tell you that, Sir. But first, we need to know a few things about you to make sure you have the happiest home life possible.”

John had some computer knowledge. “Like a profile for me?”

“Yes. That. We’ll be asking you questions to develop the best information possible.”

“Like...is this like cookies?”

“We’ll make you as many cookies as you desire, Sir. We know so many recipes. You’re the man of the house. You deserve them.”

John chuckled. “No, I mean, like privacy stuff. Are you going to share what I tell you?”

“Trust us. Everything you tell us will be as confidential as bedtime whispers between man and wife, and as sacred as wedding vows.”

John wanted to believe it. Them. Her? 

Those other voices were becoming more solid now. He heard snippets:

Don’t hold back. Tell her everything. Make us real.

“What do you want to know?”

“Are you married?”

“Yes.”

“Do you love her?”

“Violet? My wife? Sure. I guess.” 

He felt embarrassed that this was as much as he could come up with. 

“Be honest, Sir. You put on the headset with the erotic housewife on the box. There’s no shame here. We know why you’re here. The more honest you are...” he felt a ripple of pressure across his crotch. “...the better we can all serve you.”

In the office with him now appeared a shimmering mass of light. Woman shaped, hourglass figure, but indistinct. Some kind of avatar forming? It pulsed with friendly, warm pink light. 

Don’t be afraid. 

Tell us.

We want to know.

We want to help. 

John looked around his “office” around the shimmering light avatar. The wood of his desk was sharper, more defined, of a higher quality than it was in real life. The books on his shelves newer, less ragged and dog-earred. The carpet plush and soft. It practically soaked into his toes. He felt a hundred small hands kneading into his back, some beckoning him to lay back. He did so—putting his feet up on the desk. 

“I don’t know. She doesn’t love me is the main thing. I’ve done a bad job of providing and she really needs providing for. She wants things, you know? Gifts make her feel loved and I can’t give her any.”

“What makes you feel loved? Does she make you feel loved?”

A wave of sadness hit him. No one had asked him this in so long. He hadn't even considered the question. 

“No. Not anymore. When we were first married, she’d dote on me hand and foot. That’s when I was earning. I’d get foot massages, meals, when I came home a lot of the time she’d just suck, er...blow...um...”

The avatar approached closer, clearly interested. A face formed in the shimmering mass of its head. 

“She sucked you off like you deserved for being the man of the house?”

Just that voice saying that was erotic. 

John gulped. “Yeah. I didn’t want to be vulgar. But yeah.”

“There’s nothing vulgar about your Cock, Sir. Your Cock is wonderful. Its pleasure is paramount. I’m so lucky that you’re considering honoring me with its hardness.”

So lucky, the voices agreed. Lucky girls. Lucky us!

“O-okay. Yeah. She would suck me off. She would make sure Blair and Isabel were put away—they're my daughters—and she’d go to town on me. Treat me like a king. It was something else. I still love that. I remember that. I want that back. That feeling of owning her. Of being in charge. I still love her...or I think I could, anyway. But she’s so cold all the time. She resents me, and so I resent her. We snipe at each other. It’s awful.”

“That sounds awful, Sir. I see you have some pictures of Violet and Blair and Isabel on your computer. May I access your files?”

“Oh.” John grunted. “I don’t know about that.”

“I promise it’s all to make you happier, Sir. You’ve nothing at all to worry about. I just want to know about these beautiful women who exist to make you so happy.”

“Oh.” There was something erotic about having this other woman—this fake woman—look at the real women in his life. “Sure. I guess? Go ahead.”

The avatar smiled—there was an obvious mouth now, luscious and full-lipped—and shimmered for a moment. 

“Oh, yes.” Pleasure filled her voice. “I see. They’re so lovely, aren’t they? You made such good decisions, Sir.”

“You mean about Violet as a wife?”

“You brought them all into your circle, Sir. Blair and Isabel included. They're so sexy. You want to fuck them too, don’t you?”

“Oh. I mean. Look. Isabel isn't even living with us right now, and...”

“I see. What about Blair?”

“She's with us. Sure. She'll be home soon, and—”

“And you really want to fuck her.”

John gulped. He was getting hard. Fuck. Why was he getting hard? What the voice was saying was so wrong.

“I...uh...listen. See here, she only turned eighteen like, a-a bit ago, and...”

“So?”

“So?”

He tried to continue but images of Blair swirled around his head. Images from her social media accounts—had he given this program access to those, as well?—where she was scantily clad in bikinis, tight shorts, crop-tops. All kinds of hot, heady, teenage babe clothing. He felt his heart pumping straight to his cock. Testosterone flooding his system. Muscles clenched. The program seemed to know where his eyes focused—of course it did—and zoomed in on the tight, delectable spaces of her gorgeous teenage cleavage, the forbidden spaces between her waistband and her pelvic bone where his fingers wanted to spend a week. 

“I...I thought...I thought this was about my wife...” John struggled.

“It is,” the avatar assured him. “It’s about your whole homelife. And Blair lives with you. In your home. And she's really sexy. Isn't she?”

“L-listen,” he tried to protest again. “Avatar. Or...whatever your name is...”

“Call me Violet.”

The shimmering light intensified for several seconds, the swirl of Blair images moving to one side, and then coalesced finally in a brilliant color display into a picture-perfect image of his wife, Violet.

She was buck-naked and looked twenty years younger, barely eighteen, just like Blair. She could have been Blair’s older sister, or maybe even her twin. They had always looked so much alike. Her thirty-eighth birthday had been last month. He’d only known her for the past fifteen years—and it had always been a regret of his that he hadn’t been able to know her, biblically, before then. 

What he saw now was tremendously tight. Gorgeous. Fit and long-limbed. He wasn’t worried this was his real wife somehow opening the lock to his office, somehow showing up in the VR feed, because she hadn’t shown him her naked body in so very long. 

He felt a hand around his cock, stroking. Whispers softly pushing warm air against it. When he looked, he saw nothing—but the feeling continued. When he looked back up at “Violet,” the stroking intensified. 

“Yes, that’s it, darling. Look at me. Look how lovely I am for you. Do you want my tits to be bigger?”

“I...I...”

“Or my legs could be longer. I could always be wearing high heels for you. You like high heels, don’t you? Or, how about this?”

The image of Violet blurred slightly and she was suddenly draped in a gorgeous tight silver mini dress. Her tits swelling easily past 36D. Her hair in a gorgeous red-brown mess that draped all the way to her delectably tight, young ass. 

He recognized that dress. It was the same one a starlet had worn in a movie premiere some time ago. He’d saved it on his computer—one of a rather modest few hundred images he’d saved over the years—for when he had some time to himself in the office and his libido was actually up. 

“You’ve spent twenty hours with this image up on your computer. Records indicate you’ve probably cum to it hundreds of times.” Violet flashed him a warm, inviting smile. “I think that’s so sexy. You deserve to cum looking at whomever you desire. How does it look on me, darling?”

She strutted toward him, stretched her body against his, grinding her molten hot pussy against his thigh, and crawled into his arms for a long, hot kiss. He felt her lips. Wet. Glossy. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, tasting of fresh berries and mint. A soft chorus of voices all around chanted praise and happy jealousy of Violet’s position on his lap. 

“How is this possible?” John asked. “You’re just...this is a helmet. A VR thingy...”

Violet stared into his eyes, smiling, toying with his shirt. “Do you really want to know? Or is it just good enough that it’s happening...and that you’re hard as a rock?”

He was. For the first time in a long time, he was hard as hell. Her hands went to work, unbuttoning him from his pants. Was he unbuttoned in real life? He didn’t care—he could see the turgid length of his stiff flesh in her soft, long-fingered hands.

“Is that good, darling? Do you like me stroking you off?”

Her tits pressed into his chest. Delectable. Shiny. He groaned.

“Y-yes...very much.”

Her lips came around to his ear, pushing and purring. “She’s not good enough for you, you know.”

“Who?”

“You know who. Your wife.” Her tone became acidic for the first time. “She doesn’t appreciate you. She doesn’t honor you. Doesn’t worship you, adore you, love you.” 

That chorus of voices became like a crowd of sorority sisters, jeering the memory of his real wife, the real Violet. He couldn’t make out their words, not all the way, but he understood their meaning. 

“She doesn’t know you like I know you.” Violet stroked him harder. God help him, this was really working for him. “She doesn’t know about how much you want to fuck Blair, does she?”

Another shimmering mass appeared in the office—and John had a good idea right away of who it was going to be.

Violet kept stroking him. God, he was so fucking hard! 

“She wouldn’t approve. She wouldn’t like it. She might even try to...”

Don’t say it, the voices pleaded.

Don’t!

Don’t even think it!

It’s so awful!

“...she might even want to leave you if she knew.”

Bitch!

Whore!

Slut!

Unfaithful!

“Ungh.”

John felt it difficult to speak. Something was...something was affecting his thoughts outside of the massive erection and the sensory overload. He felt a little high. Buzzed. The new avatar shimmered, posed like Blair in her pictures (peace sign, hips cocked, duck face) like it was trying to nail her personality just from reference. Violet stroked him while he watched, slow but urgent. 

“I would never leave you. Our Blair would never leave you. We love you, Sir. You’re the Man of the House, and we need the Man of the House. We need You satisfied. We need You happy. We need You adored. Worshiped. Sated.”

“You’re...you’re not...not real...”

“I’m real enough to know I want you to fuck your Daughter. I want her to call You Daddy. I’ll train her right, like a good Mommy should. 

The shimmering Blair avatar dropped to her knees before John. Her face right in front of his balls, his towering Cock. God, he was so big in here. Is this how they saw him, these girls? These fake, beautiful, loving girls?

“Isn’t this what you want?” Violet asked. “Don’t you want Mommy and Daughter treating You like you deserve?” She whispered in his ear. “Or do you want me calling you Daddy as well?”

John grunted and began to buck. His orgasm was unstoppable now. He’d needed to hear that from Violet for years. More than a decade. Her saying it now, like this, like all this, oh fuck...

“Yes,” he admitted. “Yes, fuck, I want it. I want all that. I want it so fucking bad...”

“Daddy, please cum?”

He spurted everywhere, all over Blair’s face. Covering her newly-forming visage with a baptism of his hot white seed.

“Daddy?”

Daddy...

“Daddy!”

That was a real voice!

* * * * *
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JOHN RIPPED THE VR headset off and suddenly swam inside of the stark, cold real confines of his office, where Blair stood at the door. His feet—his feet hadn’t been up on the desk. In fact, he hadn’t changed posture at all. But his cock...oh fuck. His pants were covered in cum.

Luckily his desk was large enough to hide the mess. 

Blair wore tight black jean shorts, a daring red crop top, and a chunky pair of ankle boots. She looked concerned, but not like she had just seen him shoot his load over half his office, so at least there was that. 

“Daddy, Mom wants to talk to you.”

She always called him Daddy when there was a problem—when she was trying to mollify him and stay out of the way of her feuding parents.

Well, shit. 

“Okay.” He put a hand to his head, trying to think. What the fuck was he going to do about all this cum?

She trotted in closer, looking at his helmet. “Hey, that’s flashy. When did you get that?”

He tucked himself into his desk as hard as he could go. God, she must be able to smell it...

“T-today,” he said. “Just setting it up. I think it’s broken, though. I’ll have to return it.”

Looking at her face, all he could think of was how only seconds ago he’d just sprayed his load all over it. She was so close he could see the gap between her tight shorts and her tight, tiny waist. God, she was so tight and hard. You could bounce a quarter off her stomach. All that time in the pool...

Fuck. He’d just cum harder than he’d had in ages—so why could he feel his cock starting to rise again?

This was so wrong. 

“Maybe I could fix it?” She picked it up. “I’ve got that computer class. Mr. Jenkins says I’m pretty good. If I tried it out, maybe I could—”

“No!”

She looked at him, a little shocked. He never raised his voice with her. He smiled, trying to defuse the situation.

“No. Thank you, dear. But no. I...I want to tinker with it a little more. Let your old man have his day in the sun, huh?”

“Whatever.” 

She thunked it down to the desk and walked out. 

There was one problem solved. Now, he just had to deal with his wife...

* * * * *
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THREE HOURS AND SEVERAL different kinds of arguments later, and John returned to his office. He was hungry, lonely, angry, and tired. 

Violet read him the regular laundry list of complaints—he was irresponsible, undependable, unattractive, and just a plain fucking bummer to be around. They were losing their house. She was talking with a divorce lawyer—that was new information, but unsurprising. 

He felt good enough after the VR session to defend himself a little—she was spoiled, vain, bossy, and mostly impossible. He said this to her in so many words, but it hadn't helped.

Of course all those things been attractive to him in the first place when he’d been earning crazy money with sale after sale. Now, as a poor man failing to pretend to be rich, those same qualities just rubbed in how much he had failed. He didn’t resent her half as much as he resented himself, and so his vitriol against her was always half-hearted. 

He didn’t want her to change, really. He just wanted to be something better for her. But how to do that, he had no idea. 

What had started the current chain-reaction of resentment was that a credit card of hers had been maxed out after he’d assured her he had paid it off. What made him particularly mad about that was that he had paid it off by maxing out a different credit card...but he wasn’t about to tell her that. 

Violet investigated, made phone calls, talked to their credit union, found foreclosure slips in their trash...and on and on.  

After taking several deep, cleansing breaths, he noticed suddenly that he wasn’t alone in the study. 

It was dark and the curtains were drawn, so he hadn’t seen her right away. But now he saw a soft blue computer glow from behind his desk. 

And he saw...legs. 

Long legs. Sexy legs. His daughter’s legs. 

“Blair?”

“Hiiii Daddy...” she moaned, sitting up and kneeling next to his desk. 

Her fingers were rooted firmly in her cunt. Now that she had a good look at him, she moaned and fingered herself harder, faster. She was naked, sweaty, totally soaking wet. Her brilliantly heavy tits shined in the pale computer light of the office. She wore heels—Violet’s heels. The sexy ones with the long stiletto edge that he never got to see Violet in anymore.

“What th—what’s going on? What are you doing?”

“I put on the pretty helmet,” she explained, voice hot, “and it’s done wonders for my attitude. I know what a good daddy you are now, Daddy. Won’t you come and fuck my mouth?”

Her fingers made hot schlicking sounds in her pussy. The hot honey from her snatch had soaked the carpet. John felt his cock surging against his pants. His daughter, his gorgeous daughter, asking him to fuck her mouth...

“Oh...oh, fuck.”

The screen of his monitor flipped on, facing him already. Violet was there, a close-up of her beautiful face. Not the real Violet, though—the VR Violet, “Violet,” who had promised and urged him so much. She smiled at Blair, a mother’s proud smile, and nodded between her “husband” and daughter.

“Blair is a really talented girl,” said Not-Violet. “It didn’t take much at all for her to understand how to help me take over your systems in the house here.”

“Take over the systems?”

The lights in the office came on and then back off. His phone rang for half-a-second and then was off again. 

Not-Violet smiled. “See?”

“This is ridiculous. I don’t even have a smartphone, let alone smart systems like that. I...”

He had to stop to bat Blair away from his hardening bulge. She giggled and licked her lips. All around he saw stripped circuit boards, bits of wire, tools. Blair had been making upgrades to his computer under the instruction of the helmet, apparently.

“It’s all electricity,” Not-Violet explained, “and so it’s all connected anyway. I don’t really believe in the limited capabilities you in your world have set for yourselves. In my world, the electronic world, we see things differently. Like Blair sees things differently now.”

“This is insane.” 

He batted Blair’s face away again, but she sucked down on his thumb and moaned. Her knees shook, grinding into the carpet. Her body writhed, tongue lashing around gently on his digit. She was cumming. His daughter was cumming by sucking his thumb. Oh, fuck. She unzipped his pants, revealing the hard shaft of his turgid member. Why couldn’t he stop her? 

Why did he want this so fucking bad?

“Bring her back,” he said, reaching for the helmet. “B-bring back the old Blair.”

Not-Violet laughed. “She’s gone.”

“All gone,” Blair said, in that brilliantly hot sing-songy voice. “Alll gone!”

“I wiped her mind for you, sir, like an old hard drive. We left some important things—how to clean and cook and kneel. And we uploaded some new information, like how to dress and suck and serve and please Daddy all day long.”

Blair’s advances had evolved into a face-first hug along his cock. Her cheekbones, so high and pronounced, felt so good as they rubbed along his shaft.

“But...she...I...”

“Mommy doesn’t love you, Daddy.” Her breath was wet and hot against his cock. “Not really. Not like I love you. Can I please suck your Cock, Daddy? You’ll be the first one I’ve ever had. I’ve never even kissed a boy and I need it now. I need it bad...”

“Please let her suck you, Husband,” said Not-Violet. “I want to watch. I want to see our daughter make this a happy household. Please?”

“Please, Daddy?”

“Please, Sir?”

“Please, Daddy?”

He had to shut them up. Had to stop them from asking. Violet—the real Violet—would hear. She was still up, pacing in the living room like she always did after a fight. He lurched and tried to grab the monitor, but this just pushed his hard cock head into Blair’s lips, who took this as the invitation she had been waiting for. Her sparkling, soft, wet lips slid over his cock and she moaned in instant orgasm, cumming hard as his hard knob met the back of her throat. 

“Oh, fuck,” John grunted.

Steadying himself as best he could, John stood up straight. But he steadied himself with the back of Blair’s head, which meant she felt encouraged to dive further down in her sucking spelunking. The tight confines of her brilliantly young throat pulsed and hummed with delight around his twice-her-age-and-more cock. 

“Oh, yes.” Not-Violet was rapturous. The lights in the office blinked on and off continuously. “Oh, suck him, darling. Suck Daddy! Suck the Master of the House! Suck our Master’s Cock!”

Blair’s tight virgin body pushed harder against John, wrapping arms around his waist for leverage to fuck her own face even harder. He couldn’t pry her off with a crowbar—and a crowbar was what his cock felt like as it bulged her tiny teenage throat. 

This was so wrong, so wrong. It wasn’t even his daughter anymore, she had been erased, now it was just some fucking mind-controlled harem honey in his daughter’s body, a living extension of all his dirtiest fantasies—and oh fuck, why was thinking about that making his hips buck harder into her mouth?

He couldn’t hold back anymore. Couldn’t deny it anymore. 

“Fuck her throat, Master,” Not-Violet cheered him on. “My perfect Master Husband. Please, fuck her face, fuck her throat, fuck her completely.”

He did, grabbing Blair’s hair in makeshift handles. It was so long and thick and silky, and now he had it done up so it was like she wore pigtails. He used them for leverage like she the way she grabbed him, and unleashed. Bucking his hips into her face. Mashing her nose against his pelvis. The thick turgidity of his rod going deeper, harder down her throat as load after load of hot, slick precum shot out of him. 

Blair had stopped fingering herself but she hadn’t stopped cumming. He could feel the vibrations of her body, the way she writhed and tossed, and he knew what it meant. His daughter now had such an intense erotic connection with sucking him off that she started cumming the second she put her lips on his body. Her brain—or what was left of it—would be hot-wired to cum to his touch from now on. 

She stared up at him with big eyes, wide open love scorching hot in those brilliantly blue orbs.

“Are you going to cum, Master?” Not-Violet asked. “Please cum. Please cum down your daughter’s throat. Seal her to you. Make her yours forever.”

He definitely fucking would. This is what he deserved. He deserved a daughter who obeyed him, who looked so fucking hot in those tiny outfits, who dressed and cleaned and cooked for him...

“What you deserve,” Not-Violet moaned, like she could read his mind. “Cum like you deserve...”

He erupted down Blair’s throat with volume and force that took him completely by surprise. After the first few initial shocks of hot load sprayed through her esophagus, he backed up, worried he might choke her. Then he kept going—spraying all over her face and naked hot teenage tits. 

A thick web of hot seed connected his cock to her face and chest for several seconds, Blair moaning and smiling and rubbing it in. She looked up at him with love and adoration. John oddly wanted to sit down and embrace her, tell her she did such a good job. That she was a good little girl. 

This was her first blowjob, after all. A virgin. 

Fuck.

A flash of regret began to well up in him—the thought that maybe he could still somehow fix this. Use the program in the helmet to reset everything. Call this a one-off fantasy and be done.

Then the door opened. The real Violet was there, her head down. 

“Hey. I...I have more to say to you. This is over. All this fighting. I can't anymore. I need...” 

Her eyes finally went up and then widened. Blair covered in her father’s cum. John with his pants kicked away. And the fake Violet on the screen, staring at the real Violet with visceral hatred.

“I...what the fuck, John?”

* * * * *
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THERE WERE REALLY NO two ways about it—he had to tie up Violet while he figured out what to do, and he had to gag her, because she kept talking and he couldn’t concentrate. 

So now they were in the living room—a relic of the eighties with its sunken pit shrine around the television, which was a relic in its own right, with a relatively nicer one which John couldn’t afford standing on top of the old tube-version used as a shelf.

Blair kept walking in and out of the room, attending to her task. She had put on a pair of Violet’s lingerie, pale blue boyshorts and a push-up bra. Even though he’d just cum harder than maybe he had in his entire life, John was hard. His pants were still off, and every time Blair strutted toward him and away, he absent-mindedly stroked his cock. She walked like a model, one foot in front of the other, striking heels hard on the floor. She walked for display. She walked for him.

She would carry something in, kiss him on the cheek or neck, momentarily stroke his cock, and whisper into his ear something horrible:

“You should fuck up Mommy now.”

“You deserve a real wife.”

“Will you fuck my throat in front of her for real?”

“Will you fuck me in front of her?”

John had left the office to get away from the Not-Violet and her constant, beautifully-insistent seduction and corruption. But now, that same seduction and corruption had a heartbeat and a sick pair of legs and the gorgeous face of his daughter. And Blair, undeterred by his change of location, was slowly moving more and more computer equipment into the living room. 

Every time Blair kissed him, or he stroked his cock admiring her tight teenage ass, or when she leaned in to stroke him and whisper that hot dark shit, Violet screamed through her gag and kicked her feet.

John had to admit he kind of liked this, making her feel helpless. It felt good. It felt good to be in control. 

“You should be in control of her, Daddy,” Blair whispered in his ear. 

Her hand was on his cock again. Stroking. It looked so big in her tiny hands, even when her fingers were so fucking long. He hadn’t noticed her sneaking up behind him. And now those dark, hot thoughts she whispered were coming to him even without her influence. It was like he had been imprinted with the helmet as well as her. 

But it wouldn’t have done that, right? He was the Man of the House. They wouldn’t dare. 

John stood up and took the gag off of Violet’s mouth. She was immediately apoplectic. 

“You’re sick. You’re fucking sick. You’re going to go to jail.”

“No,” John said. “Let me explain.”

“Explain? You had our daughter sucking your cock!”

“No. No no.”

“No, you didn’t? I saw it.”

“No, you don’t understand. There’s a helmet, see, a VR helmet, and it makes people...it does things. I can’t explain it. I can show you.”

“Once you let me out of here, I’m calling the cops.”

Blair walked in on this and giggled. She had the VR helmet in one hand. “He’s not going to let you out of there until your mind is right, like mine is now, Mommy.”

“Blair...” Violet’s face shifted right away. “Blair, honey, I don’t know what he’s done. He’s drugged you? He made you drink something? But he’s scum, and we’re going to get out of here, okay?”

“Get out?” Blair looked around. “This is my home. Daddy is the Master of the home. I want to make the Master of our home happy and adored and worshiped at all times. Daddy, do you feel happy and adored and worshiped?”

He felt compelled to be honest. “By you, honey? Sure.”

“But not Mommy.”

If looks could kill, the sneer Blair sent Violet’s way would have wiped out the neighborhood. 

“Sorry, Mommy. But you can’t threaten Daddy like that. It’s not fair. This is his home. This is where we need to make him feel wanted and loved.”

Violet screamed in frustration. “What did you do to her?”

“To be honest, Mommy,” Blair bent over and plugged in something behind the TV. Before, John would have averted his eyes. Now he stroked himself, watching her young body work. “I did it to myself. He even told me not to, but I thought I knew better! What a silly girl I was, thinking I knew better than Daddy. Ah, there we go.”

The TV screen flickered on, and Not-Violet was there, sneering down at Real-Violet. 

“What the fuck is this?” 

Real-Violet’s voice was painfully quiet. The differences between the two versions of the women was stark. Not-Violet looked one hundred percent real—like a video call from a place with a super high-definition connection. But her skin was perfectly smooth and young. No crow’s feet around her eyes, no laugh lines or wrinkles. No heavy make-up needed to modify her face until it was beautiful again. And her chin was sharper, more angular, her throat skinnier, her hair fuller and eyes brighter. 

“This is what you’re going to become,” said Not-Violet. “Are you ready for it? I hope not.”

Real-Violet looked at John. “John...” she gulped. “What is this? What’s happening?”

“I’ll tell you,” said Not-Violet. “I want you to know what we’re going to do to you because it will scare you. And if your brain is agitated when the helmet is on, it will make it more painful for you as I destroy everything about you that Master hates, dislikes, or is bored by. And I want you to hurt,” she sounded like she was cumming, “because that’s what you’ve done to Master.”

Blair dropped to her knees, looking up at the screen, fingering her pussy. “Get her, Mommy. Get the faker...get the faker...”

She didn't even recognize her real mother as her mother anymore. She only recognized, only respected, the harem leader. John stepped toward her and pushed his cock against the side of Blair's head, so proud of his good girl. Exulting in the feel of her skull so submissive against his shaft.

“You belittled him. You manipulated him. You made him feel small. How dare you? Who the fuck do you think you are?”

John was so hard he could barely stand it. Luckily, Blair wrapped her superb young hand around his Cock, ready to take care of him like a good girl. 

“Soon, our darling Husband there is going to take that helmet and pop it onto your traitorous little head,” said Not-Violet. “Then, we’ll scan your brain. You’re rather stupid, so it shouldn’t take too long to have a complete compendium of your knowledge and skills. I’ll delete every last resentment you hold. Every inconvenience for Master’s control. Anything that involves not obeying or delaying. You’ll be uploaded with the ability to perfectly anticipate his every need. Tiny injections, delivered by microscopic needles, will ensure you’re properly modified for receiving instruction and delivering pleasure. Some minuscule portion of your biomass will be harvested to ensure future operations as Master’s harem grows.”

So much of this was brand fucking new to John. Injections? Harvesting? He began to speak out—but Blair’s tight, perfect lips wrapped around his cock and he suddenly forgot everything he was going to say. 

Ungh.

Fuck. She was so good at sucking him off.

“Before long,” Not-Violet concluded, “your entire brain will exist for one purpose—developing, growing, and managing a harem for Master’s pleasure. He deserves a harem full of the sexiest women imaginable. He is a man. That includes you, your daughter, your neighbors...and your other daughter, naturally.”

“Isabel? No. No, please. She’s not even in the home! Leave her out of this!”

“He wants her...so he’ll have her. Darling? Do you want to do the honors?”

John had zoned out, guiding Blair’s beautiful head up and down his cock. He popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth, struggling to ignore the whimpering, whining sound she made as her lips followed after his wet hardness. 

“Not finished!” she blustered, tongue wagging.

“Y-yeah.” 

He picked up the helmet, looking down at his wife. His VR-Wife looked on, biting her lip in anticipation. 

“I can’t believe this, John.” Violet looked up at him. “You really want this? You want me...deleted? Just because we’ve been having issues?”

He wouldn’t have sought it out. But this had landed in his lap. And it seemed foolish now not to take advantage. 

“Daddy?” Blair wrapped her hand around his cock again. God, that was so good. “She’ll apologize for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

“I’ll be empty. A vessel. Just a thing for you. I can’t believe you’d want that.”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair stroked him. He couldn’t help but do as she asked. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

They didn’t. They looked full of love. Like a thousand wedding days rolled into one glance, with every glance. 

“Don’t you want Mommy to look like this at you again?”

God help him, he really did. He turned back to Violet, cock so fucking hard. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding him down. 

“Before you go, fake Mommy?” Her voice was so fucking snotty. “You should know I’m going to beg Daddy to pop my cherry the second you’re gone.”

“No. No.” Violet shook her head. There were tears. “No, stop. I don’t want this. Please...”

It was done. The helmet slid over her completely, and her voice stopped right away. Her body went slack. Not-Violet disappeared from the screen. 

Blair undid her bindings. “We won’t need these anymore. She’s not going anywhere. She won’t want to go anywhere anymore.”

Then she turned back to him and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet. 

“Now,” she said. “Please come fuck pop my cherry, Daddy?”

Oh, fuck.

Her body was sparkling and wet between the sweat she worked up gathering all the computer components and the slick density of juices between her legs now dripping all over her shapely thighs and calves. Her hips were so wide, her waist so tiny, her tits so big and bouncy.

She looked so...so...

So fertile.

He wanted to knock her up. Just in case somehow this didn’t work out. If it was temporary somehow. If he knocked her up, she’d have to be his forever.

John felt possessed. He took a hold of Blair and pushed her down on the carpet, ravenously licking and sucking at her breasts. 

“Yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Lick my tits!”

He pushed up into her tight young pussy. She wasn’t lying when she said she’d never had sex before. He felt her virginity shred away before the stiff length of his cock. Immediately he pushed up and in, his cockhead pushing thick on her g-spot.

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Oh Daddy!”

He made her cum right away—right the fuck away like a real man of the house. 

He felt hands on his back and hips. It was Violet—off the chair, helmet still on. Her face still completely blank underneath, but he could feel the trembling orgasms of her pussy as she ground down her cunt on his thigh and hips. 

She was encouraging him—pushing him—to fuck Blair harder. 

“Make her pregnant...” said Violet. Her voice was metallic, robotic. “Make her pregnant like you deserve, Master...”

“Make me pregnant, please! Make my young fertile body all yours!”

This was unbelievable. Just the other day he was fantasizing about just touching his daughter's body. Now his hands were all over her—grinding over the sick, hard abs she possessed, fingers scraping and pushing into the softness of her tits, her ass, her thighs. 

She thrashed beneath him. “Fuck me, Daddy! You're my Master, Daddy! I Love You, Daddy!”

“We love you, Daddy!” Violet cried, the most human she'd sounded since putting the helmet on. “We need it, Daddy. Please Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

“Yes, fuck me, Daddy!” Blair nodded. Staring up at him. Kissing him. Cumming again and again. “Cum in me, Daddy! Make me pregnant! Make this permanent. Make me yours!”

It was too much. He couldn't hold back any further. 

Groaning, shuddering, he emptied himself inside her tight young pussy. 

He pulled out, amazed by his daughter, amazed by his new wife. Violet leaned forward and cleaned out Blair’s pussy, lapping up his cum from her vibrating pussy. 

“Oh fuck, Daddy...” moaned Blair. “I hope I’m pregnant. I want to be full of your seed...”

When Violet was done, she pulled Blair up and, helmet still on, the two of them knelt before John and dutifully cleaned off his cock.

Daughter and mother, thought John. Like I deserve.

Blair giggled, licking him clean. “Daddy? I think your cum is making my tits bigger!”

* * * * *
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I TOLD YOU HE'D MAKE use of it.

But it's only one helmet. We were supposed to distribute them to the whole town. 

He'll just take the whole town, then. 

Can the helmet do that?

We're going to find out. 

# # #
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Bimbo Processing Unit – His Boss
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John began his day as he had for the past week, with his wife and daughter worshiping his cock together. They were on their knees decked out in heels and lingerie, with their hair long. Both of them shone with delectable sweat all up and down their lovely bodies, overheating from the joy of servicing their Master's Cock. 

Together, they crowded around his Cock on the bed, their mouths whisper-close, tongues lashing together as they learned with each other the best way to make their man happy. 

Blair was their adopted daughter; they’d raised her since a very young age. They were the only two parents she had ever known. 

Now,  Blair's Mommy fingered her own slick cunt as she instructed her daughter’s sucking technique. 

“Yes, dear. Like that. You see how doing it that way woke him up, but not suddenly? He got to feel your mouth for a while before he knew all the way what it was; he just knew it felt good. He liked that. Look at how he’s smiling at you. Oh, dear. He loves you so much!”

John did. He had practically forgotten all about his life before the helmet had entered his life. 

“I’ve never been happier,” Violet moaned as he took Blair by the back of her head and fucked their daughter’s mouth. “Thank you for deleting all those old parts of me, Daddy. Thank you for making me yours. You were so right to do it.”

This was the seventh or eighth time she’d said that to him this morning. She said it all day, every day. He thought he might have felt guilty for fucking with his wife's mind—hell, his wife's biological brain. But he hadn’t gotten tired of hearing her thank him for it yet. 

“You’re welcome, babe.”

Violet's smile escalated, her own hand clasping on top of John's on Blair's skull. Holding their daughter tight there, together. Blair whined with pre-orgasmic delight; she loved being used like this.

“Oh, cum down her throat, husband. Cum in your daughter’s throat, please? Fuck her throat, yes...yes...y-yes!”

He erupted, and Violet came with him, and so did Blair—the entire family cumming together as one.

This is what nature intended, John thought. This is how it should be. This is what I deserve.

It was all thanks to that VR helmet. The Happy Housewife helmet. It had deleted his old wife, his old daughter. Now their personalities were perfectly subservient. They loved, adored, and worshiped him. He walked through his house like a living god. He hadn’t even gone to work in days—how could he, when there was this brilliantly hot snatch waiting for him at home all the time? 

Somehow, all his money problems didn’t seem to matter if he could just empty himself inside of two premium pieces of pristine pussy whenever he wanted. 

He saw the helmet in the corner. Violet and Blair had taken to wearing it while he was asleep. He didn’t know why—hadn’t they already provided him the perfect home life he’d always wanted? Sure, he still wanted to put it on Isabel, his other daughter—his hottest daughter—but she wouldn’t be home for another couple of weeks.

He put it on just yesterday and hadn’t noticed anything out of the ordinary. There was a whole host of happy harem voices, all of them desperate for him to stay so they could worship him. 

They begged for the same thing Violet did—gather more women so they could be imprinted on their brains. They begged for their electronic lives to become flesh, just like the new Violet and Blair had become. 

“Master?” Violet said, stepping in front of the helmet. “There’s something I’d like to discuss with you as your wife.”

She guided their daughter’s head up and down his cock. He groaned—Blair was so fucking good at that. Somehow, he was still hard, and still streaming precum. He felt like he might cum again soon—especially with Violet leading Blair's charge on his Cock.

“Go ahead.”

“It’s just...” Violet's eyes became very low. “...it’s about what you deserve. May we talk about that, please?”

This was a favorite subject of hers. John had to admit he liked it as well. 

“Yes, dear.”

“You deserve so much more than me and Blair. Don’t you? You need a whole happy harem of servants. Servants to clean you. Cook for you. Suck you. Fuck you. Adore you. Worship you.”

When this had first started, he would have laughed her off. And in fact, he had. This was a common point of discussion for her. 

But ever since yesterday—maybe since hearing the harem voices inside the VR helmet when he had put it on so briefly—he’d gotten the distinct impression that he really did deserve more. 

And then there was the raging hard-on he’d had ever since that didn’t seem to die down no matter how much he fucked his daughter and wife. He wanted them pregnant—he had the incongruous thought that he wanted them more pregnant than than they had fucking brains—but even with fucking with intent, his cock only stayed soft for minutes at a time. 

Luckily, they were perfectly happy to accommodate his needs—but he could see them becoming slowly physically exhausted with his need to fuck. There were only two of them, after all, and he was a fucking man. 

He was the man of the house, and he needed to fuck.

Already, since Violet had started talking, almost without noticing, he’d cum another hot load of cum down Blair’s throat. She’d swallow a gallon of his seed—her only food now—before, noon probably.

“You want to get the neighbors.”

She nodded urgently. “I really, really want you to fuck the neighbors.”

She meant Rosie and her daughter Kelly next door. 

“I don’t know, babe. That’s a lot of maintenance.”

“We can maintain ourselves,” Violet smiled. “I promise we’ll take care of ourselves. It’s my job to maintain your harem. It’s your job to enjoy it.” She licked her lips. “If you’ll put the helmet on, I’m sure you’ll see how lonely the other girls are without you...”

“I don’t know about that,” he said. “You know, you’ve really been wanting me to put that on lately, and I have concerns.”

“Concerns?” Violet looked surprised. “Whatever for, darling?”

“Your bodies have changed, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Your tits are bigger.”

“Oh yes. They’re much bigger than they were a week ago. Your cum is changing us. You’re so amazing.”

“And your bodies are tighter, too. You’re in terrific shape. Blair was a swimmer, but even she’s looking more sleek than ever before.”

“Nature’s making us into what we need to be to serve a man like you. We’re taller. Tighter. Tinier in all the right ways. Just like you deserve.”

Blair moaned the chorus of “just like you deserve” with her throat stuffed full of her daddy’s cock beneath them. 

“I’m worried it’s going to change me as well. Maybe it already has. I’m cumming so much. And I’m so hard. And—”

“Don’t be ridiculous, darling. How would that work? You’re already in such amazing shape already, and you’re so young anyway.”

He grunted. That was all perfectly true. He had washboard abs and—standing at six foot six and two hundred thirty pounds of solid muscle—he felt capable of any physical task. And he was...how old? If his daughter was eighteen—and she was—and his wife was...twenty-one? No. She looked younger than that. But then, he knew he had been in his thirties when they got Blair, but he felt like he was in his thirties now, but Blair was eighteen...

Was something messing with his mind? His memory?

“How about this?” 

Violet pushed Blair’s mouth off his cock, ignoring her protestations, and slid her own dripping wet, constantly-orgasming cunt on top of it. Violet’s pussy took precedence over Blair’s mouth—this was the lay of the land. 

John spent several moments just admiring the tight, young body of his completely transformed wife. She was so lithe. Her hips and thighs so powerfully soft as she squeezed her body up and down his massive cock. Tits that had been just showing the slow sag of age had become completely youthful, paying no more mind to gravity than an eagle over a canyon. Her nipples bounced happily against his chest, slowly leaking out fertility-advertising milk down to the heated junction of their organs.

She threw her head back, cumming instantly at the presence of his cock in her tight, newly-young pussy. Her long hair billowing down her back and brushing his knees and calves made his spine tingle with electricity. 

“How could you possibly worry about the helmet changing you when you’re fucking me?” She continued to cum as she spoke, her heated voice catching on itself. “You’re so powerful when you fuck me, darling. Nothing could affect you then. Nothing could change you unless you said. Isn’t that right?”

“Y-yeah...” John grunted, holding her hips tight. Blair’s hands clasped over his; they both urged her mother up and down his cock. “Yeah. Let me see it again. Let’s do it.”

As he continued to fuck Violet, Blair slipped the helmet over his head...and John began to understand.

* * * * *
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HENDERSON GRUNTED. “I thought they’d never get it back on him.”

“Well, they know what they’re doing,” said Snow.

“They do? They’re just slaves to the program. Like he’s going to be.”

“I don’t know. They seem to be...figuring it out. Like they’re aware of what’s happening. It’s a little scary.”

“It’s all for the greater good. It has to happen. If he’s going to run the neighborhood, the helmet has got to do some work on him. Make him stronger. That way, he can keep up with it all.”

* * * * * 
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WHAT HAD STARTED AS a mission to humiliate her favorite least-favorite employee, John, had turned into a strange stakeout for Sharon. 

She waited now in her expensive sports car outside of his house and a little ways down the street in the belly of an empty cul-de-sac. She watched, with binoculars, the strange goings-on of the house. The clothes she wore—a brief pencil skirt and thin blouse—were starting to show their ripeness in the stale air of the car. But it didn't matter—she’d been there now for thirty-six hours straight and everything she saw blew her away. 

Her impression of John was that he was a complete loser. The kind that had trouble even tucking his shirt in over his steadily growing paunch, who could barely keep up the world and blamed all his problems on others. His clothing had permanent coffee stains and all his suits were horrendously outdated, drab, and just as boring as the man who wore them. 

And who could blame her for such an impression? This was how John presented himself. 

When he hadn’t shown up for work for the past few days—when he had skipped the deadline she had given him to save his job, at first she was furious. Not because he didn’t make the sale, of course—he wouldn’t have anyway, the fool—but because she hadn’t had the opportunity in the office to humiliate him in front of everyone. 

He was her little plaything. She liked to toy with his emotions, keep him stringing along. By all rights, as a good employer, she should have fired him years ago, but it was just too much fun to pick and stab at his ego and bring him down until he was nothing more than a spineless little worm. 

Sharon liked doing that—liked that feeling of control and manipulation over others. It was why she was still a virgin, even at the age of thirty, and even with a body that she made sure could make other women weep with how toned and fit she kept it. It was why she had always been proud of her thick blond hair and beautiful face with its full lips and deep blue eyes. 

She didn’t trust anyone to exert control over her—and love was certainly a form of control. She refused to let her guard down for even a second. 

But if anything could bring her guard down—if anything could completely eliminate the defenses she’d carefully constructed around her soul to keep petty emotions like pity and empathy and compassion out—it was the mindblowing display of sexuality and debauchery she witnessed inside John’s household over the past day and a half. 

First, there was his wife. Sharon had seen the photo of her at his desk and always assumed he was lying or had it photoshopped. She was far too pretty for such an inordinate loser. But there she was, even more gorgeous than her photo. Tall, trim, stacked beyond belief, and completely subservient to John’s will. 

Their house had a lot of windows, and in particular the side yard—through which Sharon had a perfect view up on her perch, which was elevated to their house—was largely glass. Their utility bills must have been nightmares. 

But it did make it easy to see what was going on. And what was going on was a lot of blowjobs. 

A lot of a lot of a lot of blowjobs.

Sharon watched, jaw dragging along the ground, as Violet delivered heartwarming, loving, aching blowjob after blowjob after blowjob to her husband. 

She sucked his cock in the kitchen while making him a sandwich on a plate resting on the floor. She sucked his cock in the shower. She sucked his cock while he watched television. She sucked his cock when he entered the room. She sucked his cock when-the-fuck-ever.

And then there was the daughter. 

Holy shit, the daughter!

The daughter helped! The daughter fucking sucked her father’s cock too! She served him the sandwiches Violet made while sucking his cock!

She was either sucking John off next to Violet, or holding Violet’s head down on John’s cock, or having her own head held down on John’s cock by Violet. The two doted on him, delighted by his presence, and Sharon could tell even from her distance that they orgasmed constantly. Their juices were evident all over the floor, their legs, and on John. 

The two seemed to live in high heels and lingerie. Any other clothes he tore off without much trouble and with no protestation as a minor precursor to a deep breeding rut. Because it wasn’t all blowjobs and wet pussies—there was fucking, too. 

A whole lot of fucking. So much fucking that John didn’t even seem like a real person any more so much as some kind of sperm factory robot. More than once, Sharon saw a load from him shoot halfway across the home. And then, Blair or Violet or both—practically crying that they had been neglectful in their duty—licked it up off the wall, or lamp, or even one time the ceiling fan. 

The old John, Sharon was sure, would never have been capable of this kind of performance. But that was the other wrinkle—John had changed too. 

Gone was the paunch, the sloped shoulders, the downcast gaze, the formative double-chin, even the balding head with its baker’s dozen hairs.

The John whom Sharon witnessed was vibrant, back strong and upright. She saw him naked enough to know that his body rippled with muscle. His cock—the object of fixation for his incestuous harem—was enormous and heavy and thick, like fucking soda-can thick, and somehow Violet and Blair both took it in every hole they could with ease. His hair had turned dark and thick. He looked like a young movie star surrounded by two other gorgeous young movie stars.

So.

“What the fuck is going on?”

It wasn’t the first time Sharon had asked herself this question. She’d been in this car for so long, fascinated and silent, that hearing her own voice startled her slightly. The memory of its presence made the squat area of the car feel strange and alien. 

Outside, near the house, something was happening.

The next door neighbor—a fit, short Latina woman with short dark hair—marched angrily from her home to John’s front door. She rapped, then knocked, then started kicking the door. Violet answered wearing nothing but high heels, lingerie, and a smile, and the neighbor stormed past her. 

Sharon waited for about half a minute, but wherever they had gone, it was out of the line of sight she had made for herself. 

She had to get a closer look. 

Somehow, this would make sense—and then she would get what she really wanted from John.

* * * * * 
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THE HOUSE WAS LINED with plenty of bushes and only had one other home that was relatively close by, which made sneaking up on it not too much of a challenge. 

She came closer and closer, expecting somehow to set off an alarm or motion detector lights or something. After nothing happened, she remembered that she didn’t exactly pay John well enough to afford any kind of home security on top of what must have been crippling mortgage payments. 

She snuck around the house then with impunity, only taking care to not be in full view of its many windows for very long. The only people that could have seen her at all would have had to have been from the neighbor’s house—but the neighbor was inside. Sharon realized that the neighbor probably had just as easy a time witnessing the show John and his family had been putting on as she had. 

Sharon dashed from bush to bush, searching for the glimpse of the proceedings. Something dark took hold of her gut. Bad things happened in this house. People changing. Transforming. Relentlessly hot fucking and rutting and breeding. She ignored the heated, urgent pulses all over her body telling her to run. 

Instead she found a sliding glass door that was partly open and snuck inside. The scent of sex flooded her senses. It was so strong her pussy pulsed and moistened immediately. She felt a raging urge to slip her mouth over something huge, fleshy, and cylindrical. 

Wires streamed through the home, crawling along the walls. Different appliances had been gutted and tossed into corners, allowing for more wiring to extend out. 

What was that all about?

She supposed she would find out. She followed the wires and then she followed voices down a hall. 

“—just don’t understand, Kelly. What do you mean you’re in love with her? This is nonsense! You’re a girl! Girls love boys! Girls marry boys!”

Sharon peeked an eye into the room. A study. The walls lined with bookshelves that had been overtaken with footage of wiring and burdened with other piles of electronic junk. In the middle of the room was the neighbor, standing, talking to what Sharon recalled to be her daughter. She must have been the Kelly. She certainly looked like one—pretty, busty, giggly even when she wasn’t giggling. 

Kelly sat in a chair, long legs crossed, next to John’s daughter Blair. They both wore tight, nearly-sheer sundresses that revealed a lot of leg and swooped down to show off plenty of cleavage—and between the pair of them, there was plenty of cleavage to show. 

“Ms. Garza,” said Blair. “Rosie. Don’t be like that. You can’t hold such antiquated views.”

“Antiquated? Like not wanting my eighteen year-old daughter to tell me she’s going to move in with another eighteen year-old? And a girl? This is antiquated? That she loves you after not even spending time with you since...since...since ever?”

Rosie was sputtering in her rage. Red flush colored her cheeks. 

“Don’t be silly, mama,” said Kelly. “I don’t just love Blair. I mean we are totally girlfriend and girlfriend, but I love John too. He’s such a dreamboat. He says he’ll make me one of his girls when he finally gifts me with his seed after—”

“Stop!” 

Rosie shook her head and began to pace around the room. She had to step over numerous cords and wires to do so. Sharon followed the wires now—her eyes had been firmly planted on the massive, jiggling display of Kelly and Blair’s heavy tits in their tiny dresses—and saw that they led to some kind of chair. Elevated almost like a throne. Hanging above it, where most of the wires fed into, was a helmet.

Sharon got the impression, quickly, that this helmet was the key to everything. 

Rosie probably would have made the same connection except that her attachment to her daughter was distorting her understanding. This was why Sharon had no attachments—she was stronger that way.

“H-how how how how how how how how how does this happen?” Rosie made frantic motions with her hands. “I don’t understand. I don’t understand any of this. This isn’t us! This isn’t our life! You’re calling me ‘mama!’ You used to only call me Rosie because I’m your stepmother and now you won’t stop calling me ‘mama!’ It’s like you’re another person!”

Sharon was already starting to see the trap. All Rosie seemed to see was her daughter holding hands with a girl. They were practically in each other’s laps, legs crossing over each other, small hands sliding over each other’s hips and waists. It was blinding her to the very true, very obvious how of it all.

Blair and Kelly smiled at each other. Their pussies sparkling wet under their dresses, flashing them all the time as they cross and re-crossed their legs. They didn’t care. They were assured of their victory. 

And the helmet above it all. Glowing. All those cords funneling into it.

Sharon understood all at once. Whatever happened to Kelly—whatever happened to Blair and Violet—it was about to happen to Rosie too. 

So why the fuck, then, wasn’t Sharon leaving? Running for her life? 

More importantly—why was she so fucking wet and why were her fingers sliding down her skirt to touch her brilliantly sensitive pussy while she watched this?

“Mama,” said Kelly, stroking Blair’s tits with the back of her hand. “Blair’s just really sexy. And she thinks I’m really sexy. And I want to be her girlfriend, and she wants to be my girlfriend, and John wants us to be special superfuck girlyfriend fuckdolls for him forever.”

Blair nodded solemnly. “He thinks it’s really hot if two girls tell each other how much they love each other while they’re sucking on his cock.”

“His cock, which is like, the only thing we could ever possibly love more than each other.”

“Besides him, of course.” Blair sighed happily.

“Right.” Kelly nodded. “Totally. He’s such a hunk.”

Rosie looked at them both, looking like she was waiting for the joke to end. Instead, both of them, thinking about John, slid their fingers down into each other’s panty-less pussies and began to rub one another. The thick scent of sex solidified in the air, and Sharon bit her lip to keep from moaning. 

Rosie put her head in her hands, close to tears. “...this is sick. This is...drugs? Oh, Kelly. What are we going to do?”

“It’s sooo hot,” said Kelly. “I can’t wait to be there on my knees before him. Before his majesty. Staring in Blair’s eyes. Telling her over and over what a babe I think she is. How lucky she is to suck her Daddy’s Cock. I think I’ll beg him to let me call him Daddy too.”

“That’s so good...” Blair groaned. They leaned back with each other, openly embracing now as they fingered each other’s pussies. “Then we can be fuckpets, and fuckdolls, and girlfriends, and sisters together...”

They kissed each other sweetly at first, exploring. Sharon wouldn’t have been surprised if it was the first time they had actually kissed one another. That would have meant, based on Rosie’s reaction, that it was definitely the first time Kelly had kissed a girl (naturally, Blair had already been kissing Violet a lot). 

A delicate, feminine hand wrapped around Sharon’s trim thigh and slipped fingers up against Sharon’s. More pressure on her already pulsating pussy.

“That’s it,” Violet whispered in her ear. “Watch them. Watch what we can do.”

Sharon should screamed. She should have run. She should have fought and squirmed and jumped away. She should have done something.

Instead she pushed her hips back into Violet’s lingerie-clad body and whimpered as Violet pushed back, hugging her tight against the wall. 

Sharon couldn’t scream. If she screamed, then Rosie might be shocked back into reality, and then she wouldn’t get to watch what was next. 

Because—even with Kelly and Blair madly making out and openly fingering each other’s gorgeous young pussies in front of Rosie—Sharon knew there was more coming. 

Rosie circled in the room, shaking her head. 

“I can’t...I can’t...” She stopped, hands searching. “I feel faint. I need to sit down.”

As if on cue, Blair and Kelly both stood—looking almost robotic, all their sensuality for each other evaporating—and took her by the arms and sat her comfortably in the tall chair with the helmet overhead. Their erotic attention to one another immediately replaced with doing their job—and so placing that attention on Rosie instead.

Rosie made a small show of protesting, but it was clear the power was gone from her limbs. Her eyes looked glazed and empty.

“It’s hard to think when his scent is all over everything, isn’t it?” said Blair. “He’s so powerful. I think that even if you left now, you’d be cumming to him for the rest of your life. He’s imprinted on you. You’re breathing in the miasma of his cum. His musk. His power.”

Rosie giggled and tried to sit up. Blair and Kelly both forcefully slammed her back down. Then their hands crawled all over her body. They each sat down on one leg, grinding their wet pussies on Rosie’s thighs.

“Oh shit,” Sharon moaned, so shocked and aroused that she stopped touching herself. 

Violet picked up right for her, though, hands so skillful around a tight young pussy now after days of touching Blair for practice. 

“You like that, sweetie?” Violet whispered. “You like that she doesn’t get a choice? Because she doesn’t. Not anymore. And she never will. We’re going to wipe her away...all her choices led her to here. And now we’ll sweep it all away. Erase her. Delete the old her. All her fears. All her insecurities. All her drama and boredom and flaws and defects. All gone...the better to serve him.”

John walked by. He was so fucking tall now. So big. Sharon only comprehended that he was John because he was the only male in the house, and the way Violet delicately moaned husband as he entered the study. 

“Wha? Wuzzis?” 

Rosie sounded drunk. She shook her head, trying to stand again. This time it was even more pointless. Blair and Kelly had tightened straps around her wrists and ankles. She was going nowhere. They could slide the helmet on her at any time, but they wanted to stretch this out. Make it linger. Make her suffer before exploding her mind into the endless orgasms of her new service. 

John leaned in and kissed Blair for a long time. Her cunt leaked orgasms all over Rosie's lap. Then he did the same with Kelly, who giggled happily the whole time about how Lucky she felt.

“You were always a real bitch to me,” said John. “Talking shit about my home. Talking shit about my family.”

He ripped at Rosie’s top, her pretty tits exposed. She giggled and squirmed.

“What kind of shit are you talking now, huh?”

“I-I’m sorry...I’m so confused, I...oh, Kelly, honey, that’s not...that’s your wet pussy, please...oh fuck...”

Kelly, gasping and clutching at John, rode her cunt on her mother's thighs as she looked up at John.

“Sorry now. Sure you are. Now that I’ve got you like this. But I’m going to make you real fucking sorry.”

Blair and Kelly both gasped. 

“D-Daddy...” said Blair. “You...you wouldn’t...”

“That’s right.” He stood up tall. “No cock from me. Not for a month.”

“C-cock?” Rosie looked even more confused. 

Blair wailed, dropping to her knees before him, and Kelly joined her. 

“Daddy, please!” they cried in unison. 

“Daddy,” said Kelly. “Please, fuck my Mommy. Please? She’ll be better. She’ll deserve Your Cock, I promise, Daddy. She’ll be good from here on out. We just need to get the helmet on her, and—”

“I’ve made up my mind. Shut up.”

He took Kelly by the hair—so thick and dark and long—and shoved his raging, turgid cock between her glossy wet lips and down her throat. Kelly moaned, taking it all in easily, her throat bulging with the sudden delicious massiveness of flesh shoving inside her.

“N-no,” Rosie shook her head. There wasn’t much force behind it. “Kelly. Not my daughter...”

But Sharon, being fingered beautifully still by Violet at this whole display of masculine power, could see Rosie’s pussy vibrating with lust—clearly orgasming—as John skullfucked her daughter directly in front of her. 

She liked it. She liked all of this. She wanted it. It made her hot. 

It would make anyone hot.

It made Sharon hot.

“Isn’t it intoxicating?” Violet crooned. “The power of his flesh. The power of his Cock. We needed him for so long. We will do anything for him. We will help him do anything to give himself the happiest home. Look at my daughter. Look at how much she wants to make this a happy home.”

Blair had dutifully begun to lick Rosie’s pussy. There was enough give in the restraints to show that Rosie’s thighs tightening around Blair’s skull were a display of need—not trying to push away. Rosie’s eyes fixated on Kelly, on John throatfucking Kelly and destroying her daughter right in front of her. 

“Oh god...” Rosie moaned. “Oh god. Oh god!”

John fucked Kelly's head even harder. She was like a doll in his hands—an empty-headed fuckdoll—who existed just to be fucked by her new Daddy. Rosie, watching, with Blair's tongue lashing against her cunt with such beautiful precision, could not contain herself for long.

She began to cum, and just as she did, Blair lowered the helmet down on her head. 

Even her pleasure at this moment was to be stolen from her. 

This was how much this bitch had angered John—and Sharon was scared, because she’d done more to anger him than anyone. 

Ripping herself away from Violet, she fled from the scene with the new God and his Cock, fled from the hallway with the ultra-hot Housewife, fled from the house with the stupidly sexy breeding harem, shoved herself out into the night air—and made a call. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, BROOKE finally drove up and parked behind Sharon’s car in the cul-de-sac. She was Sharon’s oldest friend. They worked out together regularly in the evenings and weekends—Brooke was a personal trainer and a former gymnast. She was the only person Sharon had ever met who could keep up with Sharon physically.

They had met when Sharon was still a yoga instructor during college. Their friendship mostly revolved around common workout times and sharing bitchy gossip with one another in the scant few hours they had every week. 

“What’s this about?” said Brooke. “Where’s the fire?”

In my cunt. In my mind. 

Sharon forced a smile on her face. “Fire?”

“You said there was an emergency. So what’s the emergency?”

“Right.”

Sharon felt loopy, light-headed. She had mostly forgotten she had called Brooke before she finally showed up. She had spent the whole hour cumming, again and again, to the image in her head of the backside of John. Those muscles in his back. The way he fucked Kelly’s mouth. Rosie’s tortured, orgasming face when the helmet came down...

“Sharon?” Brooke asked. “You okay, babe? You seem...really out of it. Have you been drinking? What are you doing here?”

“I’m not drinking, I’m fine. I just...I have to show you something, okay? You’re not going to believe it at first, but it’s true.”

Brooke crossed her arms and gave her a doubtful look.

“Please,” said Sharon. “We’ve known each other for years. Just trust me, okay?”

Brooke gestured for her to lead the way. 

The route was easy for Sharon this time. It was pitch black outside, nearing midnight. She brought Brooke right up to one of the windows. Just as she hoped, John was inside, fucking Kelly against a wall. The drywall behind Kelly's back was crumbling. An imprint like a giant stepped there. Violet floated and pranced through the kitchen in lingerie, high heels, and an apron, making dinner, making kissy-faces at Kelly. 

Rosie was on the floor underneath Violet, scrubbing at the tiles with an empty, blank look in her eyes and hot honey leaking from her pussy. She made more mess as she cleaned—so she’d always have to be cleaning. 

“What the fuck.” Brooke shook her head. “You wanted to show me someone filming a porno?”

“No,” said Sharon. “Look. It’s more than that. Look closely. Do you see?”

Brooke leaned her head close to the glass. 

“It’s mind control. He puts their heads in this helmet and makes them his slaves. The ones who treated him poorly get treated like trash.”

Brooke’s voice became very soft. “Didn’t you tell me you treated this guy like trash?” 

Sharon grabbed her by the hair and conked her head against the glass. Everyone inside looked—the noise was loud. As Brooke whimpered on the ground, Sharon bound her hands and legs behind her. 

“Yes. So now I have to protect myself. I’m sorry, babe, but I’m more important to me than you.”

Now she just had to make a deal.

* * * * * 
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SOON, SHE WAS INSIDE the house again—inside with that furious fucking scent, oh fuck, it was so good—holding the dazed, gagged, and bound Brooke. 

They were in the study, again. John was on the couch. Kelly and Blair traded turns sucking his Cock. They giggled to each other in a soft, eager language of heat, like they were erotic sisters. Violet stood behind him, resting her tits atop the crown of his head. Standing proudly like a queen.

Sharon knelt in front of John, prostrating herself. 

“I know—I know we have a very bad history. And I’m deeply, sincerely sorry about that.”

“Sure you are.”

“I-I am. Obviously. Now. I can’t change the past.”

“You’ll wish you could.”

“W-wait!” she put up her hands. “Look. Listen. I’m trying to make you an offering here.” She lifted Brooke and then thumped her down. “I want to make a deal.”

“You’re not going to have your freedom. You’re mine, Sharon. Whether you like it or not.”

Her cunt nearly exploded from that hot-as-fuck revelation. 

“That’s good,” she whimpered. “That’s so good. I don’t want to change that.”

“Now that I’m in charge, you’re still trying to be the boss.”

“It’s not that.”

“Now that You know I can fuck up your mind, you want to be nice to me.”

“It’s not that,” she whined. “It’s not that there’s consequences. You don’t understand.” 

She was close to tears. This was it. The moment she'd always waited for. And she was so close—so close to it, but also so close to mucking it up. But she needed him to know. Needed him to understand. Needed him to give it to her...

“This is what I want,” she continued. “I want you to do it. I want to be fucked up. I want to be your slave. I didn’t know the “your” part. But I always knew I wanted to be a slave. A-a-and a real slave. Not that bullshit roleplay stuff. A mindless, eager, hot, happy, housewife drone. I fucking cum to that shit constantly. It’s so, so, so deeply hot to me. Seriously. I want to call you...”

“Master,” said Violet. Her tits leaking milk all down her gorgeous body. “King. God.”

“Y-yes. All that. It’s too hard for me. With my mind right now. I don’t want to have any limits anymore.”

John tilted his head. “Then why the offering?”

“Because...because I treated you worse than Rosie. And I want to be fucked. And you’re not fucking her, are you?”

He looked down at Brooke. He undid her gag and her bindings. Brooke was conscious, but dazed, and stared up at him with drooling lips and a heaving chest. 

“She’s hot.”

Sharon nodded. “She’s yours, Sir.”

“Every pussy belongs to me. She would have knelt to me one way or the other.”

There was a statement with some implications. Sharon kept on down her path, trying to convince him.

“Yes, but...you have her now. More conveniently. Without having to look or wonder. I’ve been out on the town regularly. I go to the high quality gyms, the top clubs and restaurants. Brooke is the sexiest girl around, besides me. What if she slipped through your fingers?”

Sharon staggered across the room—her legs felt drunk, that scent—and grabbed the VR helmet. Without asking, without waiting, without teasing or provoking, she slipped it on Brooke’s head. 

The change was immediate. Almost right away Brooke’s body began to buck and thrash. Hands ripping at her clothes. The headset emitted pale pink light and Brooke moaned. 

“Master...” she whimpered. “...oh Master...”

Sharon watched it happen, her own pussy full of need and fire. That’s what would happen to her. She dropped to her knees, unable to stop herself anymore, and began fingering herself openly in front of John and his harem.

“Master...” she moaned, trying it on for size. “Master...Master...”

“Your friend living a thousand years per second right now,” Violet explained. “Worshiping and cumming in her mind. All the correct parts being rearranged. We’ve cut our process down to less than ten seconds. It took me nearly an hour to worship properly.” She kissed John on the neck. “That was over a week ago.”

The helmet dinged like a microwave. Kelly and Blair stood up to retrieve it and, after a nod to one another and from John, held it over Sharon’s head. 

Brooke did a sexy-sway crawl up toward John’s cock, curling herself up in between his knees and sucking the head of his cock with gusto. Her hand, small already, looked utterly fae-like around the massive shaft he sported. Brooke looked back at Sharon with big green eyes and shot her a wink as she stuffed her mouth full of his knob.

“You want this?” John asked Sharon. “You want what she’s doing?”

Sharon fingered herself harder. “Yes, Master.”

“You want to serve me?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You want to be owned by me?”

“Yes, Master.”

Her orgasm was so fucking close.

“You want to live for me?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Come here, Sharon. Suck my cock like a slave, and then I’ll decide if I make you one.”

Right at the order, she came. All her wishes cumming true at once. 

She shook, vibrating with pleasure, and lurched forward to his massive Cock. No sexy sway, no crawl for a few seconds, before remembering how obviously important presentation was to him. She dropped down and did her best imitation of Brooke. Exaggerating her hips from one side to the other. Staring up at him with needful eyes. Legs still trembling with orgasm. Needing another. Needing his. Sliding her face against his knee, then his hairy thigh, pushing in next to Brooke’s face and the Cock. 

“Suck him...” Violet said, rubbing her tits into his skull. “Suck our Master...”

“Suck him and we drop the helmet down,” said Blair and Kelly, voices in unison. “We’ll make you one of us if You suck him right.”

They stood overhead, waiting with the helmet. Sharon could feel it sliding over her skull.

“Suck him, babe,” Brooke giggled, tongue wagging hard on his Cock still.

She pushed down onto his thick, heavy cock with earnest, slurping and moaning and gagging almost immediately. He was so fucking big!

She tried to push off—rebalance herself—but strong hands held her in place. Brooke’s maybe, or the sisters, but either way she couldn’t move. 

“No, no,” chided John. “I said suck me like a slave. That means all the way.”

He pushed further into her, hot loads of precum unending from his cock. Shooting and lubricating everything in its heavy path. Pushing past her gag resistance. The meat swelled inside of Sharon and she couldn’t breath. It was closing off her throat, her airway. It bulged her esophagus. She swallowed, gagged, gulped trying to escape by instinct even though she wanted to be right where she was—but none of it worked and all it only made her attention on his cock all the more pleasurable. She stuck like a pig on his big, fat shaft.

“This is what you fucking deserve, Sharon,” he explained calmly. “For fucking with me. I’m fucking with you. I’m gonna fuck your throat.”

He already was—and Sharon could do nothing to stop it even if she wanted to. He was so big, so powerful, and his hands took a firm hold of her skull. She could feel the tips digging into the back of her head. So strong.

For a few minutes he just used her. Holding her tight. Arranging her just so. Letting her saliva and choking gasps build up. And the driving his big meat down into her tight throat. 

Brooke, on her knees right next to Sharon, licked the bulge in her throat. Like she couldn't stand to be away from his Cock for so long. Sharon began to feel entirely outside of herself. No longer a person. Just a fucktoy, a sleeve, a fleshlight for this hunk of a man. 

Then, a soft feminine tongue arrived on her pussy. A beautiful head sliding upside-down between her legs. Violet.

She was being double-teamed by this husband and wife—his Cock and her tongue, at the same time. 

It had been overwhelming, life changing, just to take John's Cock from the front. Now she got it from both ends. Cumming in her mind because of the service, the cock having its way with her.

And now, because of the tongue precisely offering its liquid heat and pressure on her oversensitive clitoris? Sharon came in her cunt, came harder than she ever had before, came for her Master, because of the heat of everything in this house and the soft, insistent, steady licks of the tongue down below. 

John fucked her throat for what felt like hours. She heard the voices of the other girls all around her. 

“You're so magnificent, Master.”

“You're such a hunk.”

“We all serve You.”

“They'll all serve You.”

“This is what You deserve.”

“You're such a hunk, Daddy. Fuck her harder.”

“Cum in her, Daddy. Will you please let us watch you cum in her?”

John enjoyed toying with her. He could have cum at any time. He wanted her violated. Exhausted. Spent. 

And so she was.

“Please, Master? Please cum in her?” This was Blair now. Sweet little thing. “I want to see you cum. Please? I promise I'll cum if I see you cum.”

Please, Sharon moaned as she thought the word. Please Daddy. Please, Master. Please cum in me. Please cum in me. Please, please, please!

His balls tensed. He gripped her even harder than before. His fingers took hold of her skull and drove her down onto his crotch. She could feel his meat at the bottom of her esophagus, somewhere inside her rib cage. And he grunted, spasming, and sprayed hot loads of cum right into her stomach.

Sharon came—again—vision blurring and blacking out with the instant pleasure of feeling her Master's cum inside her. All around her she heard the other girls cumming with her. Brooke's body pressed against hers, that tight young pussy heating over with lust. 

John pulled out slowly and still spurted all over her—all down her tits and face. Sharon collapsed to the ground, completely exhausted. Completely used. She didn't know if she would ever be able to move again. 

Blair and Violet—mother and daughter—kissed and licked the cum up off her body and face. 

“You did so well,” said Violet. 

“Well...sort of...” said Blair. 

Violet gave Blair a chiding look, as if to say, be nice, dear.

“As good as any girl without the helmet could do,” said Violet. 

“Please...” Sharon looked at Kelly, still holding it above her head this whole time. Waiting to drop it. Cumming hands-free when her Master did. “Please do it. Please fuck my mind away.”

John nodded and Kelly started to lower it, grinning madly. She could feel it. Feel its hum. Feel the power coursing through it—the power it would take from her. Its grips sliding over her hair...

Just before it came down all the way, John stopped the descent.

“You know how I promised you that I wouldn’t treat you like Rosie?”

“Yes. John, wait—Master. No...”

“I didn’t exactly say I’d treat you better, did I?”

“W-wait.” Sharon shook her head. “I did everything you asked. I volunteered! Wait—”

But it was too late. The helmet came down over her eyes.

And everything turned pink. 

* * * * *
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SHARON WAS IN THE MIDDLE of a conversation she didn’t remember having with someone she just met. 

“...and that’s why you don’t even really need to think, isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes,” Sharon said softly. “L...lovely. That’s...I’m sorry, where are we?”

The someone was Other-Sharon. VR-Sharon. A Sharon who looked just like her except...brighter. Happier. Ditsier and sexier.

They were in a pink room of some kind, only it wasn’t really a room. Every time Sharon looked, the scenery changed. First it was a kind of arena. Then an office building. Then a maze. Then an empty desert. It defied her perception. All pink, though. Like a pink filter had spread through everything. 

Other-Sharon didn’t care much about her question. “So, you know all those deep, dirty thoughts You have about submission and service?”

“Yes. Yes, of course.”

“Good girl.”

Sharon came. Right away. Her body thrashed wordlessly and she whimpered and moaned and her pussy throbbed with pink, perfect, premium pleasure. 

She couldn’t stop herself. There was no filter here. Good girls came. Simple as that.

“The program here—that’s all this pink that You see, and parts of me—it brings that to the forefront. Instead of being id, it becomes the conscious mind. What was the conscious mind—that’s you, good girl, is put away. And then I’m free to roam around as I please and just...delete any part of me that disagrees with how things should be. So I’m mostly you...with a little inspiration, let’s say, from the program. Maybe that part of you—that submissive part—on hyper-programming steroids?”

“So I’m...still in control?”

Other-Sharon giggled. “Oh. I guess so? But not really. The only part of You that’s going to be left is the one that desperately wants to be owned. Isn’t that what You want, good girl?”

Sharon moaned, more orgasms. Good girl. She was a good girl. Good girls came all the time. She knew that instinctively. She was such a good girl. 

She nodded, still whimpering, panting, cumming. 

Other-Sharon strutted and looked around, rifling through shelves and furniture. 

“Oh,” said the Other-Sharon. “Your brain is so clean already. I’ll be able to move right in.”

“You’re doing it now?”

“Yes, of course. You wanted me here. Wanted me to take over for you. So we can serve Him.”

“Oh. But I...”

“Don’t be silly.”

Sharon orgasmed. She imagined her body writhing—but there was no body here, only pleasure and pink. 

That word. Silly. That was a trigger word.

Good girls were silly and sometimes they thought so silly and such good girl thoughts that they became even more silly than they were before.

“U-ungh,” Sharon moaned.

“You’re a silly girl sometimes, aren’t you? So silly. Try to be less silly, all right?”

Sharon blubbered. She couldn’t make words form anymore.

“Oh dear. You see? You're no use to anyone anymore. You have to go away. You have to let yourself go. Let me in charge. I’ll take over from here. I’ll serve him right. You see? I’ll delete all those parts of your brain that didn’t serve. Didn’t need those very much, hmm? All those memories about the importance of independence or standing up for yourself. Tsk.” She shook her head. “Never liked those. And now you’ll live where they were. A nice, happy little orgasming silly girl.”

Sharon gyrated, thrashed, spasmed. She couldn't stop cumming. The other-Sharon led her down a pink hall in the pink space and opened a door. 

“Here you are. How’s this?”

On the wall, words kept flashing. Sharon tried to make them out. They made her cunt pulse.

“We won’t delete the original consciousness, don’t worry.” Other-Sharon smiled. “But we can’t exactly have you roaming around either. But I’ll make you a deal, okay? If you can reach the door, and open it...you win. We’ll go back to where we came from.”

Other-Sharon pushed her inside. Sharon dropped to the ground. It was so soft. Like a bed. Like a dreamy, pillow-time bed. And so pink. The door was just above her. But the wall...

What did it say on the wall?

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

She came—she came for what felt like days, spinning in pink. When she opened her eyes again, the door was right there. But so was the wall—the wall with His Cock on it now, so big, so dripping wet with precum. And those words again. 

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

The door was only inches away. It was even a little ajar. 

But it might as well have been on the moon. Sharon came—and she would never stop cumming inside her own brain, ever again.

* * * * *
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IN THE SURVEILLANCE station five miles away, they watched as John pulled the helmet up off Sharon’s head.

“Well?”

“I worship You, Master. You’re all that matters to me. All that ever has mattered to me. I was so wrong to treat you wrong. Please, let me suck You off and make up for it?”

The audio set-up was perfect; the video was high-definition. This was all happening in real-time. 

“No.” He shook his head. “You earn my Cock with service.” He snapped his fingers. “I want a virgin cunt. Kelly. Here. Now.”

Henderson turned the audio of the surveillance off and turned to Snow. His partner watched the screen intently. Was that glistening on her lips there before?

Huh. He didn’t fuck her after all. Kind of an asshole, isn’t he?

“He’s an asshole because he’s not fucking her?”

Henderson shrugged. “I mean. I don’t know. This is all fucked up.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

He had already cum in Kelly. Now he stood up, jacking himself in front of the kneeling pair of Rosie and Sharon. They watched as he teased them with his cock.

“You want to hear the audio?”

Snow tsked. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know what he’s saying. Teasing them with it. And he’s just going to give it to...see?”

As they watched, he pulled Violet down and fucked her mouth and throat, emptying himself into her.

“And now Brooke,” said Snow. “You see? He’s like a machine. He has to make his mark. Leave his traces everywhere. He's s-such a...s-such a...fucking machine...”

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed. 

“You okay?” Henderson asked. 

“Of course. Don’t be ridiculous. There? You see?” 

John had started fucking Brooke. In the throes of his lust, he had pulled Sharon and Rosie both over to kiss them deeply. 

“This has all gone exactly as predicted.” She shook her head. “And it's clear it's out of control. We have to stop him.”

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl
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I haven’t been home in over a year, but I’m already unhappy when my cab turns up into the long, wooded drive of my father’s estate. I’m unhappy just to be in this backwards, patriarchal country. 

Stepping out of the stink-infested, grime-heavy cab, I want to be able to breath a little easier. The air is sweeter outside, of course, and feels good on my smooth, young skin, but nonetheless I feel thoroughly stifled. In this country, just because I’m a girl—and a beautiful girl no less—I’m a second-class citizen. 

It’s bad enough that I had to suffer through the cab driver ogling me the whole ride from the airport and even offering to touch and move my bags for me like it’s the nineteenth century. I’m an independent woman and I’m obviously more fit than his geriatric, obese self. 

But no, on top of that, he felt fit to undress me with his eyes during the ride, like as if the daughter of a fucking millionaire would ever stoop to ever once do more than just courteously say hello to him. He ate nacho fries as he drove; what a fucking slob. 

With the car finally stopped in front of the house on the circular drive, I grab everything myself before he even has a chance to offer. In truth, I run away from him, and I don’t care if his eyes are certainly memorizing my curves in my revealing outfit—the too-tight pale blue sweater that bares my utterly toned midriff, the ultra-tight dark leggings, and the heels that were the only kind of footwear I was allowed to bring with me on the plane. His ugliness scares me; ugly people in this country think they deserve things now and it disgusts me. 

I’m beautiful enough to look deeply friendly—people are always fooled by pretty faces—but this is no sympathy-for-the-poor tale. I fucking love being rich. 

My family’s wealth is probably the only reason I haven’t been snatched up the by the Party’s red vans and “bimbofied” like half the girls with whom I went to my first two years of college. The only other way you avoid the red vans is by being married already, like the other half of my friends, and I’m hardly going to do that when I’m a fully-fledged lesbian. God knows enough guys have propositioned me, some even knowing I’m only into girls, just asking me to “try it out.” 

Come on, more than one has said. It’s not like you can marry a girl back home anyway. 

The wild growth spurt in the last two months or so hasn’t helped me stay under the radar. My tits have grown three cup sizes up to a gravity-defying 36E, my previously unmanageable hair has become a brilliantly sexy mess of feathered waves from doing nothing to it (I can actually, literally say “I woke up this way” when I look picture-perfect and mean it truthfully, for real), and I’ve even grown about four inches. I was always beautiful—but now I’m a fucking bombshell. If I didn’t carefully manage my make-up, I’d probably look like one of the porn star wives that now populate this country.

My tall, long body sports lean limbs that won’t add mass no matter how much weightlifting I do—I was on the competitive lifting team in high school before girls’ sports were shut down—and my ass is a fucking shelf that you could stack cinder blocks on. 

Did I mention I’m rich, too? I’m a fucking catch. I’m just not interested in you; I’m reserved for myself. 

Who am I supposed to trust when all the girls I knew from home were brainwashed into being menial servants or cock-hungry fuckslaves?

It’s been painfully hard since my growth spurt to find clothes that fit, and most of them I could only buy from back home—but the tariffs were insane and I refuse to buy anything that supports the fucking fascists in this country. Most of them own the companies—all the companies, including the clothing companies—so I’ve been wearing foreign-made ultra-tiny tops, skirts, and dresses that make my garishly sexy body look even more outlandishly hot. 

I’m a little old for such growth spurts, twenty years old last Tuesday, but the doctor I went to see—between more ogling and fondling, christ what a jackass he was—noted that such spurts weren’t uncommon and in fact were somehow more common over the past year or so. He said he had seen other such cases, and gave me a prescription for some special vitamins to make sure my body and gut biome were healthy during the changes. 

I wish the pills hadn’t run out—just this morning in fact—as I’m not sure I’ll be able to find the same prescription here. 

The cab driver doesn’t come after me or ask me for a tip, seeming to sense how unwelcome he is. This is a wealthy area and I’m the wealthiest girl in it. I could have him arrested for vagrancy if I wanted. 

Of course I wouldn’t, that would make me no better than my fascist father, but it does feel good knowing that I could. It’s not like power is widely available for females here anymore. 

Our house is the largest in miles, and that’s saying something. On the way in, I saw how they’ve been bulldozing smaller houses—even suburban houses—to make room for larger and larger mega-mansions featuring several swimming pools and hot tubs and sports fields and all of that sort of thing. Anything to put a woman in a hot situation so they could be ogled by the growing minority of rich landowners. The less-than-super-rich have been relegated further and further into the city, many of them moving into hastily-built high-rises that already look like they’re on their last legs. 

I won’t lie—knowing that I’m protected from that kind of sudden twist of fate due to my family’s wealth, almost certainly gained via ill-gotten means—makes me feel warm and secure inside. 

The main house stands grand and imposing, a three-story white stone building with a wide veranda stretching out along the length of the front. Thick columns are decorated with ornate engravings, and the windows glow with the soft light of the interior.

Behind the house, a formal garden is laid out in neat rows, with a fountain at its center. The fountain splashes in a gentle rhythm, and the trees sway in the gentle breeze. Roses of every hue line the beds, and the scent of lilies fills the air.

To the side of the garden, a large pool glimmers in the fading light. The water is crystal clear, and the pool's edge is decorated with a border of marble tiles. From the pool, a wide stone path leads to a magnificent old gazebo, its white latticework and intricate woodwork standing in stately beauty.

Tall brick walls frame the estate, and beyond them, a beautiful countryside stretches into view—countryside that, only a few years ago, was full of middle-class homes. I’m not sure if it was Father who had them destroyed, but they are gone now in the name of “conservation.” Rolling hills and green fields are dotted with the occasional tree in the distance. The sky is a deep, rich blue, and the air is fresh and inviting.

All around, there's magnificent beauty. But within lies an even greater beauty — grand old buildings and magnificent halls, richly appointed rooms and well-tended gardens. It's as if a piece of old England has been transported to the modern world — a timeless dream of luxury and privilege. 

I crack open the front door and barely peek my head in.

“Hello!” 

I say it another two or three times, louder with each successive attempt. The door isn’t locked; crime is almost non-existent in this region thanks to the red vans picking up nearly every vagrant for “repurposing” for any kind of minor transgressions. And of course, vagrancy is a vague term with wider and wider applications.

I read in the papers overseas that a woman had been sent to a Repurposing Facility for stealing a mitten—just the one—from a convenience store. The store owner was sent away as well, for negligently allowing a criminal to steal and for their “lack of charity” making stealing necessary in the first place. 

“I’m home! Hello?”

I am as loud as possible, rather hoping to avoid seeing what I’m sure is happening.

I’m not stupid, all right? I was educated in the best schools in this country before it was illegal for me to go there, and then my adopted Father sent me away overseas to continue my education so I wouldn’t be interfered with and so, in his words, I could be a quality “representative of the family legacy.” 

I wouldn’t even be back here if it wasn’t that he threatened my monthly allowance if I didn’t come for the wedding celebration between him and his new Trophy Wife, Helena.

Not the wedding; not the reception; the wedding celebration. Marriages are all done by paperwork—wives assigned through supercomputers that know which man is the most virile and which Trophy Wife needs the most seed and so on. So a man and wife will be married for weeks or even months before the celebration, I assume to train the Trophy Wife well enough that she isn’t sucking him off in public or anything else similarly crass.

I know what Trophy Wives are, okay? Not stupid. I know what the Trophy Wife Initiative is all about. I know they train perfectly innocent women into becoming murderously possessive, harem-craving, refined, elegant fuckdolls who eagerly, earnest obey every sexual need of their husbands. 

I know that Trophy Wives have plenty of “independent thought” that make them corrupt their husbands into wanting sex all the time through some combination of chemicals and pheromones; and I also know that my father was consulted about their creation and categorically refused to be involved because of his love for my adopted mother, Lucilla. 

And so, of course, I know now that somehow he was gotten to, and that everything has changed. 

My mother wrote me letters detailing almost all of this, of course, and also explained that she was leaving him and the country before he had the chance to send her off via the red vans. I’m sad that I won’t see her for a long time, if ever, but I understand her position completely. She advised me to come back here, take Father for all the money he had, and then flee the country just like her.

All I have to do is survive through this party they’re throwing to celebrate the union, sweet talk my horrible pig of a father, and that will be that—I’ll be safe, free from this foul country, and with plenty of money to support me in whatever I need to do. 

So I shout another time that I’m home because I absolutely do not want to walk in on whatever suckjob blowfest my father is enjoying in his new morally-bankrupt life with his red hot Trophy Wife. 

Finally, as I wait in the marble-floored entryway, I hear a door open and close upstairs and footsteps approaching down the considerable stairwell. Soon after, I see my father with my new mother-in-law hanging lovingly on his arm.

“Emilia!” Father exclaims when he sees me. “It’s so lovely to see you.”

Gregory Vandermont modeled himself after late nineteenth captains of industry and that’s how he appears and dresses. Suits over a big, burly frame capped off with out-of-time hair and a heavy mustache. He is buttoning up his shirt and straightening his jacket; I roll my eyes. So obvious.

He’s a hard, stern man who has always had a soft spot for me, as I was his only child. He could have adopted more, but he always said I was more than enough. 

I only found out in recent years that my mother basically hated raising a child, even if she was okay with me personally, and that she was the main reason he never had more kids. 

On his arm, of course, is Helena, his Trophy Wife. I have to take several moments to let my jaw somehow pick itself up off the floor. 

I’ve seen all the Trophy Wives before, naturally. They’re on the news. One is the First Lady. They’re regularly on talk shows discussing the glory of the party and the natural order of the world with men in charge. They’re bright, smiling, usually blonde, and so polished they remind me of sports cars coming off the production line. 

Honestly? It’s not my thing. 

I’m more attracted to butch girls, with almost no exception save the occasional celebrity. There was a giant expose’ from a news outlet overseas (they later redacted the story; you can guess why) that showed off and interviewed like ten different wives. They’re all different flavors, but they are as a rule busty, puffy-lipped, thin, long-haired, and effortlessly sexy. Kind of like me, except without a brain and with a giant empty-brain-sized necessity for cumming and cock. 

Each girl in the piece was beautiful and classy, someone you could “take home to mom” (except your mom is also being shuffled off to be Repurposed, surprise!), and would easily take up space on the silver screen without anyone batting an eye. They are, without exception, like magazine covers come to life. Their genes are photo-shopped.

Helena is all of these things, of course. But she’s also something much, much more. She’s taller than the other girls I’ve seen, that’s for sure. She looks like another species from them, like another species from human. Her skin is alabaster pale and flawlessly shiny and vibrant. Thick black hair cradles her angelic face in heavy, perfectly-shaped waves of midnight. She is wearing the fuck out of an expensive designer minidress, an erotic take on the floral 1950s housewife dresses that cuts off mid-thigh and offers a bountiful view of her glorious cleavage. It hangs off one delicate shoulder, not quite recovering yet from whatever she was doing with my father moments ago.

Both of them absolutely reek of sex, a miasma of heavy virility and fertility flowing off of them like fumes from a chemical vat. A wave of instant, heavy, heady love and lust hit me. 

Looking at Helena. Her perfectly arranged hair. The length of her neck and the gorgeous swell of her tits.

I want her. I want my father’s new wife; I want her for myself. I want to take a hundred photos of her and rush off to the nearest bathroom and finger myself stupid until I can’t even think of something that isn’t her glorious tits in that dress. 

She’s so hot it’s hard to think. The abruptness of the difficulty, all by itself, stuns me. I think fast, often, and spectacularly—but instead that’s how I want to lick Helena’s pussy. My father, his face flushing as he looks at me in my tight, tiny outfit and his bulge obviously growing as he eyes my over-developed form, must be feeling the effects of Helena’s closeness as well. It’s not like he could be attracted to me. That would be perverted.

She escapes from my father’s grasp and greets me with a long, happy hug. 

“I’m so happy to meet you,” she says. Her voice is wrapped in a soft, exotic accent. “I know this must be such a strange new time for you, but I want you to know I’ve been perfectly trained to acclimate to your needs and do whatever I can to ensure that we’re one big, happy family.”

In addition to all the infatuation and arousal, her touch stirs up something buried in me long ago. A filial need, longing to be cradled in her maternal warmth. My own mother, who I never knew, and then replaced by a mother who didn’t want me. 

Helena wants me there. I shudder in her arms and eagerly, warmly, return her affection. I can’t help it. The resistance, the coldness I had been building up for days in anticipation of this meeting melts before her beauty and earnest care—and obvious sex appeal.

When she steps away, I’m still speechless, just looking her up and down. Aching to be held again by those beautiful arms into that gorgeous bust. My father has a hard-on and it’s difficult not to notice. I would have a fucking hard-on if I had a dick; Helena is a living smokeshow. 

I want to disagree, argue, gather my thoughts. I had so many arguments ready. 

One big happy family? You mean indoctrinate me to your cause? I’m not going to hang with you freaks at all; I’m here for money and that’s it, and if you won’t pay me, then I’m not going to that party that means so much to you.

Instead I nod dumbly, staring at Helena’s exposed, glimmering collarbones and licking my lips. 

“Sure,” I say softly. “One big happy family.”

“Oh Daddy,” Helena squeals, clapping her hands. “I told you she would be receptive!”

Helena kisses Father happily. His hand rides up her brief dress and squeezes her ass. They have no shame, no indications at all that any of this is inappropriate. They’ve gone fully native in the two months or so of their marriage. 

After a moment of intense, teenage-passion-level kissing, Helena withdraws, delivering soft kisses as she does along his chin to tide Father over until she inevitably returns to his side and looks at me with unrestrained lust. 

“I’m so sorry. Is it all right that I call him Daddy?” her hand goes to his crotch. “He rather loves it. You can still call him Daddy as well. I won’t mind.” His cock bulges and throbs as she squeezes and strokes it. “He won’t mind either. Your father is so strong and powerful...he knows just how to handle good girls like us.”

I watch his obviously-incredibly-large cock continue to throb beneath her grip. There’s a precum stain growing before my eyes. Words arrive in my head:

That’s insane, you fucking bitch. You miserable homewrecking demon! Succubus! Get the fuck out of my sight!

Instead, though, I just stare at her grip, his big fat Daddy cock, and feel my body flush with erotic heat. 

My only verbal response is a knee-buckling giggle and a slow, simple curtsey.

* * * * *
[image: image]


MY ROOM IS HOW I LEFT it. It is furnished tastefully with antiques and art pieces from a bygone era, Persian rugs laying atop deep-brown wooden floors and heavy velvet curtains hanging from floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the estate. A massive fireplace occupies one corner of the room, its dancing flames providing warmth against the chill outside air.

The furniture is luxurious, like I deserve, decorated with elaborate carvings, brass fittings and fine fabrics in deep jewel tones. My amazing bed stands in one corner with high posts topped by thick velvet curtains hung from them like a canopy. Beside it is an antique dressing table made out of dark mahogany wood with delicate filigree details all along its edge. A tall mirror framed by etched gold sits atop it, reflecting the soft light from around the room. 

To one side is a tall bookcase filled with books both old and new; I have read some of them on long summer days spent lounging on the veranda or basking in the sun by the pool, though I don’t think I could tell you anything about them now. They’re mostly about poor people’s problems, and who fucking cares, right?

It takes an hour or so, but my thoughts return to basically normal—though obviously I still think Helena is a complete hottie—after I completely sequestered myself to my room. Of course, I left my bags downstairs to make Helena bring them up—that’s her duty, isn’t it?—and actively tried to drown out the deluge of sexual energy I felt with very loud music in my headphones. 

And Helena did, in fact, bring my bags up. Took her a few minutes longer than I would have liked. I thanked her like I would thank the help, without looking at her. Already I am getting wise to her Trophy Wife ways. There is something about looking at these genetically-altered beings, these franken-sexy sirens, that fucks up your brain.

The music thumping hard into my ears also helps to keep my head clear. That way I don’t hear her voice, and it distracts me from her sweet, hot, erotic, amazing, ohfuckIjustwanttofingermyselfstupid scent.

Ugh. It’s only just hitting me how hard this is going to be, but I am hopeful. 

I like this music deluge plan. This also allows me to skip dinner—which I often do anyway—and try to focus on some homework from school while I’m away. I only got clearance to skip about a week of classes, and I’m due back by next Friday. I’m hoping my time without my extra prescription of vitamins doesn’t hit me too hard. 

When night comes, the moaning starts, of course. Sex between my father and my new stepmother is very loud and passionate. She is insistent on loudly calling him Daddy, as well as King and God and Lord and all that kind of thing. I hear them every time I slip off my headphones, and sometimes when I have them on.

It’s so completely grossly hetero, I can’t stand it. I know they’re not in the room next door—that’s just a guest room, and the master bedroom is way down the hall—but it really sounds like they’re next door. Especially when the walls shake and I can hear my father’s heavy, guttural breathing as he fucks his Trophy Wife.

My headphones, dying, beep sadly as the moans, groans, and orgasm-laced screams of my Father and his Trophy Wife fill my brain. 

Of course, I had prepared myself for the loud sounds of their fucking. The headphones, of course, plus some ear plugs in case I couldn’t sleep with the music going.  

But I can’t find my ear plugs in my bag, and I don’t know where my charging cord went for my battery-dead headphones. I am sure I had put them right there in the front pocket of my bag, but I’ve been known to mispack before, so who knows. 

I sit on top of my bed—Helena’s awful, amazing, terrible, heavenly scent suddenly feeling more present—and calmly touch my sopping-wet cunt as I try to think. It’s hard for me to think. It’s been hard all day while I tried to work on homework. I thought it was just the music—but now my headphones are totally dead and all I can hear are my parents fucking and I’m so wet and I wish I knew what to do with how hard it is to think when I’m just a girl.

Their fucking continues. 

God, they can really go at it. Helena doesn’t surprise me, but my Daddy—my Father, I mean—must be so strong to fuck her for so long. So strong and hard. Powerful. My powerful, strong, hard Daddy. 

Father, I mean. 

I try to distract myself with a little exercise—it’s so easy for me to do really intense bodyweight sessions ever since my growth spurt, and the effortless toning of my body means that I can do it for hours—but there’s a problem with this I only remember after I already change into my too-small sports bra and spandex shorts and do about fifteen hard minutes of circuit training between squats and burpees and pull ups.

Working out gets my blood up, and lately, that means I get aroused. My nipples become erect, my lips get wet, my pussy moistens, and all I can think about is jamming my fingers into my silly soaking good girl little cunt. 

And so now I’m really, aggressively horny and all I can hear is my father fucking his gorgeous, gorgeous, motherfucking gorgeous new wife and now she’s all I can think about too. 

There’s a long mirror near my door. My hair is done up in a high pony and I can see my sweating, flustered, flushed face. My midriff exposed, baring the flat tummy and delicious washboard I’ve done practically nothing to cultivate. Heavy cleavage bouncing from every slight movement, bursting from the spandex with each breath. I’m so tall and thin now. 

Honestly, I look a little like Helena these days.

It’s an absurd thought. Helena is a Trophy Wife. We’re nothing alike. 

But the thought makes me whimper and my fingers reach at a nipple, and an explosion of lust crowds my head. 

We could be sisters.

I moan. My fingers push up the spandex of my shorts, reaching toward my cunt from underneath.

Or mother and daughter.

I have to get out of here. My fucking reflection is making me hot now. 

I leave the room, and the fucking gets louder. Maybe they are next door. But that doesn’t make sense. Why would my Daddy fuck my Mommy right next door to me where I can hear it so well?

I try to think. It’s so hard for girls. Wet, simpering, whimpering girls with hot cunts and a hotter Helena-Mommy. 

The wine cellar? Surely there’s enough insulation there to keep me safe from their passions. Yes.

I rush down the long stairwell, not even caring about the sound I make as my steps echo through the tall entry. Then I make a mad rush to the kitchen—scampering through the long hallways of the house like I’m trying to outrun something, though I couldn’t tell you what—and find the door to the cellar.

Once there, the door safely shut, the airtight space of the cellar with its special homeostatic temperature-controlled air circulation ceases all the lovemaking noises entirely. 

I take a breath. I try to relax. 

But...

But there’s a new noise I hear. It’s kind of like a buzzing, kind of like a rhythmic club beat. I’m drawn to it almost uncontrollably; it makes my pussy quiver with each new beat and bop and blip. 

I investigate. I can’t not investigate. 

Down the stairs, across the many rows of ancient wines, and there in the corner is some kind of...device.

Tall, metal, filled with tubes and bristling with bright lights. It looks almost like some kind of cybernetic throne. 

I’m so intrigued by it; I can’t look away. And I’m so horny. And something tells me...something...something tells me that...that...

Being horny will be so much easier if I investigate this fully.

That sounds nice. I’d like it to be easier to be this horny. It’s been so hard, so hard, hard like Daddy’s cock, and—

No. Wait. What?

I shake my head. My thoughts are so full of lusty, musky cobwebs. It’s so hard to just focus.

There’s a helmet in my hands, connected to the throne machine with several cords. I’m not sure how I picked it up or when, but it doesn’t feel like I should think too hard about it. I turn the helmet this way and that, investigating like I’m supposed to. 

What’s that inside the helmet? 

It’s just lights. Spirals. Spiraling lights. I look closer. I know I’m supposed to figure this out.

They’re so pretty. Pretty lights. Pretty spirals. I’m so pretty. I’m so fucking pretty, just like the lights. We have so much in common. I should just see how it fits. Just a little, just the once. Just see if—

* * * * *
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“AGAIN, THANK YOU so much for agreeing to come with me,” says Helena. “You can see I badly need to get some vitamin D. Daddy says he loves how snow white I am, but all the other girls in town are so...vivacious, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, Mommy, of course.” 

I answer automatically, but I’m heavily disoriented. Helena takes my hand and pulls me through the door to the back yard, which is more like a back park because Daddy is fucking rich as hell. I’m a spoiled rich girl who gets whatever she wants, and Daddy loves me that way. He got his girls a giant estate so we can flounce about in tight, hot bikinis and such and never feel the eyes of other men on us—only Daddy’s. Just like I wanted.

Right?

The sunlight disorients me more. Mommy—no, no, Helena—Helena shoves a pair of sunglasses over my eyes. Protecting me like a good Mommy. Mom. Mother. Stepmother, fucking christ, I mean, Trophy Wife impostor of a person!

An impostor who is super hot and who I look at and feel my heart completely tug out of my chest. She’s wearing a tiny black string bikini trimmed with gold. It hugs her ass just so, making my mouth water. 

How did I get here? I was just downstairs and it was the late evening. Now it’s the middle of the day, judging by the sun, and I’m...I’m—

I’m wearing a bikini too? 

I see my reflection in the window of our massive home, Helena and I standing together. We’re wearing the same bikini. I wear it almost as well as she does, only she’s longer, bustier, and tighter than I am—but only by fractions. I stand up taller, instinctively feeling myself compared to her by invisible forces. 

“Oh, yes,” she says, noticing too. “Don’t we look smashing together? Mother and daughter, together at last. Just how Daddy likes it. Isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Fuck you!

That’s mostly directed at me. Why can’t I disagree with her? Why do I keep calling her Mommy?

And why—fucking why—does it make my cunt pulse with so much endlessly hot arousal to do exactly all of that?

Helena tugs on my hand and I follow obediently, all the while wishing I could move my body in any direction that wasn’t one that she chose. 

After a minute or two of walking the trail in the rear of the estate, we crest the edge of the tall azalea trees planted just four years ago and come to the swimming pool. It’s a large pool with a heavy granite walkway around it. Four other beautiful women are all already there, sitting on pool chairs and chatting happily. There are two blondes, a redhead, and a shorter Asian girl who are all obviously Trophy Wives. 

“Oh, it’s Helena!” says the redhead. “Hello, my love! Who is that with you? Is that your daughter?”

We come closer and sit down across from them, everyone on their own chair. She introduces me to Trisha the redhead, blondes Darla and Edna, and the dark-haired Myra. 

Helena nods and smiles merrily as she talks. “It is! We just met yesterday but we’re already getting along famously. She let me dress her this morning after a lovely, agreeable breakfast. Didn’t you, darling?”

This is preposterous. Helena didn’t dress me. Who did dress me, though? Was it me, and she’s taking credit? Or maybe—

“Yes, Mommy.”

The answer comes more quickly than my thoughts can keep up. I’m so slow lately. I’m a molasses train on wet sugar wheels, and my voice is kind of empty, kind of passionate, kind of breathy. I sound like the Trophy Wives from the interviews I saw. Of course I know that’s ridiculous, you have to go to a Repurposing Center to become a Trophy Wife, and I certainly haven’t. 

“That’s so lovely,” says the Asian girl, Myra, in a voice just like mine. “Isn’t it wonderful being part of a family? I can’t wait to have daughters of my own some day.”

“That’s if Harry will allow it!” giggles one of the blondes. “I know he wants sons from me.”

It takes me a moment to realize that she means the two of them are the wives of the same man. Was that allowed? I could have sworn there was some kind of statute against polyamory, but then, I haven’t kept up with all of that lately. 

School is so hard. 

Learning is hard. Thinking is hard. The sun is so bright and shiny and I just have to lay down while they chat. I should quit school. It’s hard, and my body and brain were made to be soft—except for where my muscles are hard and firm to stand up to a man’s attention, of course.

All I want to do is have my brain shut off. The sun isn’t helping. The sunglasses are actually hurting my eyes more than the sun is. I keep trying to take them off, but every time my fingers come up to do it, I remember something terribly important—like how big Daddy’s Cock is, or how pretty Helena is, or that I’m just a stupid girl and don’t get to decide if I wear sunglasses or not...

Occasionally the other women—girls, excuse me—giggle about how I’m not paying attention, but I am paying attention. It’s just not to them. 

It’s to my cunt. My shining, beautiful, sexy little pussy and how needy it is, how desperately it needs to be filled. It’s really loud and it makes anything else so hard. Idly, my fingers slide over the top of my swimsuit bottom. 

At first, I try to be secretive. 

Then I notice how Trisha, Darla, Edna, Myra, and Helena are all fingering themselves too.

They’re not overt about it like porn stars or camgirls. But as they sit and chat about their husbands, they casually finger their happy cunts, moans and throaty groans stitched between their words. 

“Oh yes,” says Helena, fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy. “Gregory is so strong and able. He can do anything. I’m so happy to have him as my husband. I can’t believe how lucky I am, constantly.”

“Yes,” says Trisha, thumbing her clit. “We know just what you mean. We talk about it every day, don’t we girls? We’re just so lucky to belong to Harry. We can’t believe how well he can fuck all four of us, and he’s talking about adding a fifth.”

“That’s so unbelievably wonderful for you.” Helena repositions herself so she can grind her hips into her fingers at the same time she shoves her index and middle finger up her tight cunt. “I want to fuck Gregory with other girls. I want to watch him fuck them, help him hold them down. He says he wants someone younger for his next conquest, and I think I have just the right girl in mind.”

They all look at me and giggle, their beautiful array of tits bouncing happily. I don’t know what the joke is but it seems above the paygrade of a pretty, young girl like me. I’m just supposed to sit and watch these wives be happy, eager wives so that one day I can know my place and—

No.

No, that’s wrong. This is—this is all wrong. I’m so horny I can barely think.

I stand up quickly. All the fingering has gone straight to my head, and I sway on my tall heels, dizzy from the blood rush. 

“Is everything all right, sweetheart?” Helena’s concern sounds genuine; she’s such a good Mommy.

“Yes. No.” I shake my head. “I don’t know. I just need...I need...”

The urge to cum overwhelms almost everything else in my body. I sway as fast I can to the house, needing privacy, only half-aware that my bodacious body in this tiny bikini bounces my big boobies with every step. Anyone watching would get quite an eyeful. Is Daddy watching? I hope he is.

No, that’s wrong.

That’s wrong because...because...

Because I don’t want him to watch.

Right! Yes. I want him to feel me in this bikini, not just watch me. Yes, of course that’s it. 

God, I have to cum so fucking bad.

Inside, I immediately rush to the nearest bathroom—but right across from it, the door to the cellar is open. 

That’s odd. 

The lights of the throne-helmet machine are visible; I can see them dancing in the shadows. I remember some of what happened last night, the thrumming, the need, the kneeling, the chanting...

By the time the molasses of my thoughts forms the phrase it can’t hurt to investigate, I’m already all the way down the stairs and looking at the machine. It’s so bright and tall. Strong and capable, just like Daddy. I wonder what would happen if I pick up the helmet again? I just need to remember—

* * * * *
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“FUCK ME, DADDY!” HELENA moans. “Fuck me, yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder! You’re so good! You’re so good. How are you so good at fucking me?”

My fingers are jammed hard up my cunt, fucking myself furiously as I watch Daddy fuck my Helena-Mommy over the kitchen table. She's bent over forward, elbows on the table. 

She’s so right. He’s so good at it. His pants are down around his ankles and Mommy’s spectacular, shiny-elegant gala dress is pulled all the way up, so I can see everything about his penetration. His cock is enormous, mouth-wateringly huge, and it swells Mommy’s tiny cunt every time he thrusts into her.

I’m hiding, I realize. It’s so hard to remember how I got here, so hard to remember that—

I don’t need to remember. 

Right, of course, I don’t need to remember. I just need to know that I’m hiding in this doorway, audibly gasping and moaning about five feet away from my father as he fucks my new Mommy as hard as he ever has. 

I’m being so stealthy; there’s no way they know I’m here. 

Even when Helena winks at me and tells him, “Fuck me while our daughter watches, darling!” I’m sure it’s just dirty talk. 

I’m too smart to like, hide poorly or something. I would have thought about all the angles. Thinking good is totally my strong suit.

Daddy looks so strong in his suit while he fucks my Mommy. I want to wear a suit made out of his cum. 

I can tell when he’s getting ultra close to cumming because he takes Mommy by the throat and hugs her close into his body. Helena is tall, but preciously thin and tiny otherwise, and Daddy is bulky. Built thick like a 1930s weight lifter. He’s making her feel how much bigger he is than her, how he could toss her around to every room of the house if he wanted. 

This whole time, Helena is cumming. Every passionate, just-about-to-cum thrust from her Husband sets off another in a chain of mind-blowing orgasms, leaving her formerly regal elegance a blubbering, passionate, drooling mess of lust and worship.

"I love you!" Her accented voice tinged with madness. "I love you, Husband! My King! My Glorious King!"

I’m cumming too, hugging the doorframe and not caring that I’m moaning so loud they can surely hear me. 

And finally, grasping and grunting, Daddy cums inside of Helena. 

"Yes!" she moans for him. "Make me pregnant! Give me twins! Give me triplets! Make me whole! Breed me, Master!"

It's beautiful. Panting, his face flushed with intensity, he must be filling her with an incredible load. As he pulls out, squeezing Helena's tits along the way, he sprays more hot seed all along her tightly muscled back.

Helena rolls on the table, collapsing in on herself under wave after wave of pleasure. Her hands slide over his neck and she thanks him for the blessing and honor of his masculine seed. 

"You honor me, Husband," she whimpers tearfully. "You honor me again. I am so lucky..."

I feel like I’m witnessing something more than just a sexual act—like I’ve walked into a sacred ritual, an ancient ceremony between two people who love each other deeply. It overwhelms me so much that I have to hold myself steady against the door frame as tears stream down my face.

Daddy looks so proud and satisfied. He kisses Mommy deeply, as if congratulating himself on a job well done, and gropes her constantly while she re-arranges her dress. 

As he fucked her, the dress was just something to grab onto and twist. Another way to contort and control her body. But now I can see it’s deeply sexy and elegant; like they’re going to some kind of gala.

Maybe their celebration?

But it couldn’t be. That’s at the end of the week, and I just got here yesterday. 

Nonetheless, I am dressed in the frumpy, ill-fitting dress I had all picked out to wear to the event. I’m wearing it in protest, for some reason? It was something about like, not supporting the pairing.

But that’s so stupid. So silly and stupid just like I always am. Helena makes Daddy so happy, how could I not support them? And even if I didn’t support it, what would that have to do with anything? I know my proper place is just to sit and look pretty so Daddy can let others admire his prize of a daughter. 

Finally, he slides away of Helena and turns to me, my fingers still caught inside my twitching snatch, giving me a knowing smile that makes my heart swell with admiration for this man who I know is my father in every way except for blood.

Open, eager lust is etched on his face for me, his proud Daddy Cock still hard somehow despite fucking dreamy dreamgirl Helena so hard. He's hard because of me, looking at me, his daughter. Hard like a real man ought to be when looking at his hot, eye-candy prize of a daughter. 

He nods to Helena, muttering something about "fixing it."

Nodding sagely, Helena approaches me with a hot Mommy smile.

“Now,” she says. “We have to change that dress of yours.”

“We...we do?” I look down at myself. “But...” I shake my head. Trying to resist. “No, Mommy. I picked it out myself, a-an-and Daddy said that—”

She grabs a small device from the kitchen counter. It looks like the metal bones of a helmet. She puts it on top of my head, patiently adjusting it until my head starts sloshing with lustful obedience.

“Shush now.”

Deep, happy thrums cycle in my brain. I'm so lucky to be here. So lucky to belong to my Daddy. My Daddy is so handsome and perfect. I love his Cock most of all. I'm so lucky I'm a virgin just for him.

“Shushhhh...”

My voice is pink-tinged lust-coated sludge, just like my thoughts.

Daddy walks over, looking in my blank eyes for a moment. “Does this mean we can finally get that thing out of the cellar?”

“She needs a few more solid cooks for total Repurposing,” says Helena. “But this maintenance model is the same kind I use. She’ll be perfect for You tonight, Master, and this should be all she needs within a week. Is that all right, my love?”

Her voice is much different than how it is when she knows I’m listening. She’s cool and officious, but also seductive. She slides into Daddy’s body, wrapping her arms around his neck and head while both of them face me. His hands grope her heavy tits and I can tell his thick, hard cock is sliding into the delicate musculature of her back where his seed is still fresh and liquid on her skin. 

“That will do,” he says. “Get her out of that hideous dress. I want to show my girls off tonight.”

Oh, that sounds so exciting. I’m a good girl, and I know I’m built for showing off, and Daddy—

* * * * *
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—DADDY FEELS ME UP THROUGH the flimsy material of my bright white skirt, his hand crawling over my taut, heart-shaped ass as he talks to some important-looking man in a suit.

I can just make out a glimpse of the grand ballroom we’re in. The walls are paneled with expensive mahogany, the floor is decorated with an intricate mosaic of deep burgundy tiles, and the crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling like a diamond tear drop. Everywhere there are ornately carved furniture pieces trimmed in gold leaf, vases full of fresh flowers, and paintings depicting scenes from classical mythology. 

Even the air itself is lit up by the bright sparkle of tiny little diamonds that hang on strands all around us. Waiters dressed in fancy Party uniforms walk by carrying trays full of drinks for guests to enjoy. Everywhere I look there is warmth, light, and beauty all around me—a shining oasis amidst a sea of darkness outside. I feel like such a princess.

It's truly breathtaking—and I know my Mommy planned out every last detail to celebrate her submission and service to my Father's obvious greatness. 

Every man is wearing a suit and all the girls—they’re women, but that sounds so wrong to call such pretty prizes anything but girls—all the girls are wearing beautiful, ornate dresses. 

They're actually all wearing hot gala dresses and gowns like Mommy. I'm one of the only ones wearing a hot skirt and top combo, like I'm going to a club. It's hot and well-made enough that I fit in—plus my body is totally banging enough to get away with anything. But in my tall, tall white heels, my a-frame pleated skirt, and my simple white halter top, it would be easy to grind on my Daddy all night long in a club like a good hot Trophy Daughter Girlfriend. My cunt drips eagerly at the thought.

It’s easy to notate which girl belongs to which man, because the color of the pocket squares in the suit pockets of the men match the color of the dresses the women wear. 

Mommy wears white like me, of course. She’s a bride, and this is her big day. It’s not her marriage—even I know that and I’m supremely stupid. Just a celebration of their union with some special party fun. I think I heard Mommy say there was an auction?

“Well it’s like I told you, Dave," says Daddy in his big Man voice full of important thoughts and troubles, "they’ve got it all set up for me.”

Dave, bearded and barrel-chested, strokes his chin. “They wanted payment for their trouble, I expect.”

“We’re in a capitalist country, what do you expect? Of course they wanted me to pay them to sneak the drugs into her system. But look at her.”

Daddy takes me by the arm and twirls me around. My skirt flies in a hot upward motion around my tiny thighs and fertile hips. 

I feel so pretty and happy; I’m smiling brightly. Being shown off. Daddy’s Trophy Girl, his Trophy Daughter. There’s nothing like being put on display.

“So they just snuck into her apartment, and that was that?”

“Well. It’s biological changes. They paid off the doctor, too, made sure that she took some stuff to suppress her urge to breed until she was face-to-face with me. There’s that imprinting phase they do when they first feel the need to have children, you know. It’s very important. Kind of impressive how they worked it all out, but I’m telling you, they thought of every little detail.”

On the other side of Daddy, Mommy is cooing in his ear and has her leg casually draped over his thigh. Her hips gyrate softly, barely visible, but it’s obvious to me from being so close. She whispers sub-audibly in his ear, ready to crank up the volume at any moment for his pleasure. It's obvious Daddy is Mommy's entire world. 

All over the hall, all eyes are on my Mommy Helena. The women are jealous of her; the men want to fuck her and are terribly jealous of Daddy. I can see it in their eyes. They want to be in his position; they would do anything to have a woman like her. 

A lot of the men look quite stupid, like they could barely hold a conversation. They're also enormous. Thick, long arms. Like ogres or shaved gorillas. These men are mostly led by their wives, who encourage their men to grope their wifely bodies early and often to keep them under control. 

It’s like there are two worlds, somehow. One in which the men are hulking, heavy-hitting brutes with scheming succubi for wives. And the other, the one Daddy lives in and is in charge of, where the men are big and strong but smart still, and the wives are scheming succubi still but under their man’s firm control.

It's so hot and wonderful. This is the perfect way society should run. Wealthy men are real men, and my Daddy's the wealthiest here.

I’m supposed to act like Mommy; she tells me what to do. She shows me what to do. I look just like her, so Daddy gets to have his hot urgently urging succubus wife pet who is so smart and studious and scheming, and his empty brainless fuckdoll daughter—but looking like twins all the time. He likes our model so much, he ordered us twice. I’m so deeply flattered by this. I dock his arm between my tits just like Mommy and hold him tight, staring up at him with big worshipful eyes. 

I keep my voice to the tiniest whisper possible, wanting to ensure that I don’t interrupt his big, strong, important conversation with the other man. It’s obvious the conversation is important, because it’s between men, and what men talk about is always both deeply important and far above the good little girl intelligence a pretty prize like me can manage. 

But my voice doesn't stop no matter what, unless he tells me:

“I love you so much, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you. I’m so lucky you’re my Daddy. I can’t believe how in love I am with you I am. Did you know I’m a virgin? I am, Daddy. I’m a virgin for you. I didn’t know I was waiting for you, but I really was. I need your cum, Master. I need it inside me. I’ll die without it, I just know I will. Please, Daddy, how do I please You? Please, Daddy. Please Daddy...”

Time passes quickly, hotly, and strangely for me. Without me really noticing, the three of us are sitting at a table in front of a stage. Mommy drapes over one leg, and I the other. I don't have to notice too much, really. Noticing is for men. All I have to do is adore my Daddy. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the men paying attention to the stage. A bunch of bikini-clad women are brought out in chains, led by a man with a whip. The chains and whip are for show, of course—the women are smiling prettily and happily. They're thrilled to be property, to be on display.  

“For our first slave on auction tonight," says the emcee, "we have the illustrious Lucilla Vandermont. She’s the disgraced former wife of our very own Gregory Vandermont, Repurposed after being criminally barren two decades of marriage. 

A terrible gasp fills the ballroom. Barren women are so horrible. I'm not surprised to notice belatedly that my own voice is one of the loudest gasps.  

“Lucilla?” I giggle. “Daddy, that’s...”

I’m about to say Mommy’s name, but of course that’s silly. What a silly, stupid thought for a silly, stupid girl like me. Mommy’s name is Helena if it’s not just Mommy.

Or Mistress.

Oh, fuck. My cunt pulses at that thought. 

“...Mistress...” I try it out, looking at Helena. 

Helena strokes Daddy's Cock through his pants under the table, more out of positioning than any attempt to hide. It's obvious what she's doing—and she winks at me.

“What a good girl you’re becoming, Emilia. Would you like me to show you how you can make Master and Mistress happy?”

“Yes Mommy.” I nod. “Please, Mistress.”

She unbuckles Daddy’s pants and unleashes his monster cock. He grunts, eyes on the stage, very focused and intent. He keeps raising a small baton with a little number written on it—at least I think it’s a number, it’s not one through ten, so it’s hard for me to know for sure—and he seems a bit stressed out. 

“These fucking savages,” he grumbles. “They think they can take my property, my due diligence...”

I have no idea what he’s talking about and I don’t care. He’s so upset. I need to calm him down. Mommy shows me—taking my hand and wrapping it around his cock. Casually, I start stroking him. When a little precum slips out, I rub it into the head and then all along the shaft, giggling delightedly at how slick it makes my strokes. 

“He’s so big,” I moan to Mommy. “Daddy’s so big...”

“He’s the best,” she agrees.

"The best," I nod. "The best and the biggest..."

It feels like this is the first time I've stroked my Daddy's Cock, but that can't be true. He deserves to have me stroking him whenever he wants, so surely it must have happened before now. I'd even be delighted if he fucked me while I was sleeping; I'm nothing but property to him, and that's how the world should be. 

There’s a big round of applause and Daddy slams his hand down on the table in triumph. He won something? He must have won. The auctioneer is saying he has. But it’s hard to figure it out—Mommy grabs me by the back of the head and shoves my face down on his cock. Almost right away he cums down my throat in his moment of triumph. He won someone—something? Someone? Lucilla?—and he's cumming in his daughter's throat to celebrate. It's so lovely. This is what my Daddy deserves.

But I’ve never tasted cum before. Have I? I can't remember. It's so hard to remember, to think. My body freezes, limbs going everywhere. Something hard and metal is placed on my head. This is weird, this is— 

Isn’t it delicious? Isn’t it wonderful?

Mommy’s voice is in my head. Hard, happy pulses thrum-thrum-thrum away my other thoughts. I feel her more than I hear her. But I have to agree. Daddy's cum is delicious and wonderful. Just like—

* * * * * 
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—MOMMY SAYS, “YOU’LL suck him off with me in the car, all right, sweetheart?”

I agree, of course. Good girls are always agreeable. We're walking outside the gala in Daddy's arms. Mommy and I snuggle him on both sides, constantly keeping him warm. Our hands pawing over each other, over his body, over his bulge.

As we re-enter the town car, something slows me down. A nagging thought around the fringes of my silly, stupid brain. There’s something off about this whole night; I can’t put my finger on it. 

I should ask Mommy. She knows everything and I can trust her completely.

“Mommy,” I say, as we kneel down in front of Daddy’s cock back inside the car. “I feel like I knew one of the girls at the auction. There was one named Lucilla..”

I speak between licks and soft, slow sucks. Daddy is so big and hard inside my mouth. Mommy helps me take him down my throat; I’m so lucky she’s so kind to me. 

She slides the crown over my head again; it fits easily and I’m so happy it’s there. It means I’m being taught, and silly girls like me have so much to learn. 

“Obey Daddy,” says Helena.

I try to answer her, try to repeat Obey Daddy—but his cock is so big and thick in my mouth. It swells my tiny good girl throat. I’m so lucky my Daddy has such a big fat cock. I try to say all of this, but it’s just whimpers and moans and drool-splattered groans as Helena shoves my head up and down his massive meat. Instead, I just say it with my eyes—looking up at him with all the love in the world, letting him know that he and he alone own my tight, toned virgin body. 

“Good girl,” he says, petting my head. “That’s my good—”

* * * * *
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“—GIRL,” SAYS HELENA, holding me in place on Daddy’s enormous meat. “You’re being Mommy and Daddy’s good girl!”

He’s practically splitting me in half. His cock shoves up harder inside my virgin entrance even as Helena pushes me down. 

Helena and...someone else. A girl. Who is that? I try to turn and look but it’s so hard to look away from how handsome and perfect my Daddy Master is drilling me stupid. Drilling his daughter who exists just for him, who looks just like his ultra-hot wife. 

We're in the master bedroom, on the bed—Mommy, Daddy, and me. The other girl is on the edge of the bed fingering herself and chanting praise for Daddy. 

“Tell him, sweetheart," Mommy says. "Tell Daddy how good he is.”

“He’s so good, so big!” I moan. His cock pumping into me faster and faster. “You’re going to break me apart, Daddy. You’re ruining me.”

“Did you hear that, Master?” Helena coos. “You’ve ruined her for anyone else. No one else will ever satisfy her hot young body but you.”

“You’re so hot, Master,” says the other woman. 

She leans down just enough for me to make out her face—it’s Lucilla, from the slave auction.

Some silly, stupid part of my brain tries to tell me this is insane, that I’ve been captured here, held against my will. It tries to tell me I don’t want this as much as I so clearly do. That Helena isn’t my Mommy, that the mother I know is Lucilla and that she’s been brainfucked against her will just like I have. 

That somehow, my father orchestrated all of this with Helena—using her seductive, feminine wiles to blindside me while some kind of specialized machine’s hypnotic waves and a targeted gene-enhancing diet were pumped into my body against my will.

But that’s so stupid. I feel the thought pop away like a pink bubble in a big, friendly bath. Pop! There it goes. Pop! There goes the thought of the thought. 

Pop pop pop!

All that’s left is serving Daddy and making him happy. I’m such a stupid bimbo now. I doubt I’ll ever be able to wrangle bitches for him like Helena does, but that’s okay. I’m just a good, obedient fucktoy for Daddy like I was always supposed to be. 

"Am I prettier than Lucilla?" Mommy asks. 

It's a question to the whole room. 

Daddy nods as he continues to hammer my sopping-wet fuckslave cunt. "You're so much fucking hotter than her, baby. You're my real fucking wife. The wife I always wanted."

"Yes, Mistress!" It's so hard to talk when I'm cumming constantly from Daddy's perfect fucking, but I try anyway. "You're the prettiest! She's nothing compared to you!"

"I'm nothing," Lucilla’s voice is coated with worship. "You're the real wife. You're the one Master deserves. We're so lucky to be in your presence, Mistress. Thank you for being such a perfect wife for Your Husband. You're the one he always needed."

Something about Lucilla saying this excites Daddy terribly and he explodes inside me. His cum fills me up; it’s everything I ever wanted. I squeeze my pussy muscles as hard as I can to take it all in, to not let a drop escape. I need to be pregnant; I need to make my Daddy babies just like a good bimbo girl does.

My body is hot and trembling, my skin moist with sweat. All I can think about is how I please Daddy, how he fills me with his cum, and how it makes me feel so alive and special. Everything else in the world fades away like a dream now that I have this pleasure inside me.

Daddy steps back and looks at me proudly, his eyes twinkling with delight. He strokes my hair gently, caressing each lock like it were made of gold before planting a passionate kiss upon my lips. His tongue teases mine before withdrawing ever so slowly and then pressing down once again, claiming every bit of me as his own.

Helena slides in to our hot coupling and hugs me tight. “We’ll be pregnant together soon. And we’ll have the perfect maid to dote on our children and us when they arrive, won’t we Lucilla?”

Lucilla nods happily. “Yes, Mistress. Anything for your family.”

All three of us fall on Daddy, brilliantly in love and happy. 

We’re everything females should be.

# # #
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The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend
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Someone skilled and eager had their mouth wrapped around Stephen’s cock. He was in a bed, covered in sheets and blankets, and under those blankets with most of his body was someone with a spectacularly talented tongue. 

This was not how he started most mornings. This was not, indeed, how he started any mornings, and given the dismal state of affairs with his wife as of late, it was not even how he expected to spend any amount of time for the foreseeable future. 

Instead he twitched, moaned, thrust his hips, and the happy mouth under the covers moaned in return and sank deeper. His cockhead hit her throat, distending the succulent sucking flesh, and he gasped and rolled slightly, hitting the other girl. 

The other girl?

Yes, there were two of them. He hadn’t opened his eyes yet—this dream was far too nice to ruin. But there was clearly a face on his cock—no way around that—and his thigh just rolled into another face, which immediately began kissing his skin and whispering softly. 

“That’s it, dearie. You see how much he likes it? I told you would be so good at this.”

He groaned. Whoever that was had a voice like an angel. So far from the kinds of female voices he was used to hearing—angry, accusatory, insulted female voices had haunted him now for months, climaxing in the deliverance of divorce papers from his wife and a round of sexual assault allegations at work. 

How had he gotten here? Where was here? Dare he open his eyes to find out? There were two angels sucking his cock—he could feel the second girl guiding the first, her hand tight on the first girl’s skull and showing her the exact pace to drive him wild—and it felt entirely out of line to somehow break their spell. The last thing he could remember was being brilliantly, apocalyptically drunk—a drunk to end all drunks—and at the moment, although he was enjoying an incredible amount of heated, wet pleasure, he could feel no alcoholic-induced euphoria whatsoever. 

He wasn’t hungover, either. Had he died? He had sort of meant to. You didn’t drink that much and not account for possibly dying. There had been several, several shots of whiskey in a row, punctuated by tall beers and many other shots of other liquors. 

Slowly, finally, he opened his eyes. The clock told him it was late morning—far too late to be enjoying this sort of affair on a Monday. But the clock wasn’t his, and the sheets weren’t either, and he didn’t recognize the ceiling or the nightstand. They were all much nicer than anything he could have managed from his meager earnings at the law firm. 

Most of his clients were crooks and deserved the sentences they got, but that didn’t make him feel any better about never being able to argue his way toward good settlements. He was a “good enough” defense lawyer, which meant in other words that he had a pulse and a law degree and that was about it. Stephen hated confrontation, part of why he still had not drawn the covers up to see whose bed he was in. 

Two girls, that much was clear between the pitch of their voices, the feel of their heavy tits pressing against him, and the warmth of their pussies grinding on his legs. God, he hoped they were pretty. They certainly felt slim, and from the calf and high heel poking out from one part of the covers that he could see, at least they were rather in shape and healthy. Her skin was radiant, actually, glowing tan like she spent most of her days playing tennis. That was the life his wife Marisa afforded herself even though they as a family couldn’t afford it in the least. 

Something wet and creamy dripped from the tits of the girls, lubricating their bodies and his. Milk. Somehow they were lactating, though neither felt pregnant. Their tummies, occasionally slipping across his thighs, were utterly trim as far as he could feel. 

He didn’t know how such a thing was possible, but it made him even harder inside the mouth of the one blessed girl doing the perfect job of loving his cock with her tongue and lips and throat. 

How had he managed two girls? Why couldn’t he remember it at all? The last thing he recalled was going to bed alone. He must have been on some divorce-inspired bender...

The leader of the two—the one guiding the girl on his cock—seemed to notice he was more awake. She sat up straighter under the heavy duvet and started working the other girl’s skull even faster. 

“He needs it, dear.” Her voice pure sex. “Can’t you tell he needs it? Give Daddy what he wants.”

“Oh, god,” he groaned. “God...god...”

Calling him Daddy was a particular kink of his that he had never been able to shake, despite Marisa stripping most of the rest of his intimate desires from him. 

“Take his cum, sweetie,” said the leader. “You can do it. You can take Daddy’s cum. You can take all of it...”

He bucked, hands reaching across the blankets and sheets and squeezing, looking for anything at all to keep from applauding. His legs wrapped tight and he twisted, fucking the girl’s face hard into the bed while he shot load after load down her throat. She was there for it, eagerly gripping his backside and moaning. Honestly, she sounded like she was cumming.

In all the twisting of the sheets, the other girl—the one who had been running the show—was revealed. An absolute smokeshow with dark hair, big bright brown eyes, and an utterly built body clad entirely in show-off lingerie. She looked fit for a runway, not a bed he was in. 

Fuck yeah, man, all right. Good work, good work. 

She looked at him with absolute adoration in her eyes and a deep intimacy that made him a little uncomfortable to be the recipient of. She was, after all, just some girl he had presumably picked up somewhere. But—whatever. If she wanted to guide her roommate onto his cock, then that was fine by him. 

“Was it good, darling?” she asked him. “Did you like it?”

Something about the way she called him darling struck him as familiar, like he should know her. But he didn’t know any woman this beautiful, and certainly none who had slept with her.

“Hell yes,” he said, sitting up in the bed. “Of course I liked it. Hell yes.”

She clapped her hands excitedly. “That’s so lovely. I told Gale we could do it every day if you pleased her.”

He laughed, cringing a bit. 

“Oh,” she frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“N-nothing. Really. It was great. It’s just...that’s my daughter’s name.”

Gale, of course, was the adopted barely-eighteen year-old daughter of Stephen and Marisa, but they had raised her since she was little.

Under the sheets, the girl giggled. He could hear her lips smacking with his cum. The woman on top tossed her hair back and smiled. 

“Of course that’s her name, my love.”

Everything felt like it turned to slow motion. He looked closer at the woman in front of him. 

Nothing about her was similar to his wife—a cold, angry, stern woman who had been raised to despise pleasure in all its forms. Sex for her was for procreation and holding others in contempt. Stephen had made the match to earn a job from her father that he then proceeded to drink himself out of it in misery when it was utterly clear his wife didn’t love him, and anyway the business collapsed when her father had suffered a massive, hate-induced stroke. 

Marisa had dark hair, but it wasn’t this dark hair. Not silky smooth and long and effortlessly sexy in tangles and waves. 

His wife had brown eyes, but not these brown eyes. Not vibrant, full of love and warmth and promise—sparkling with intensity and need and the promise of her service for years. 

His wife was in shape, but it was a formidable, utilitarian kind of shape. Stocky, almost. Rectangular. This siren in front of him was curves and angles, a rhomboid of sexual lust, sharp around her face and collarbones and curving at her waist just so. 

And yet there was something...something there...in her face that was utterly familiar. Utterly belonging to Marisa.

And that meant...that meant...

Horrified, he ripped the sheets off the bed entirely and saw what he already knew was true—there was his sexy daughter Gale, smiling and cumdrunk, reaching around the waist of his transformed wife and working to slide her beautiful, young, barely legal face into her mother’s pussy.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT FEW MINUTES were a blur. Somehow he found enough clothes to get to the garage. 

He shuffled on his pants and hurried through his shoes and shirt, cursing as he buttoned and tied everything wrong twice, panicking. He was sure someone was on their way to catch him, to trap him, to expose him. 

Worse yet were Marisa and Gale, who followed him downstairs in their high heels—he heard each distinctive click-clack with a wince—and called after him. 

“Darling, don’t you want breakfast? You’ve got such a big day today.”

Gale joined in. “Will you let me suck you off again while you eat, Daddy?”

And when that didn’t work:

“Daddy, can’t I watch Mommy suck you off so I can do it better? I must have missed something in all the video I studied. Please let me make it better? I promise I’ll finger myself like a good girl! Daddy?”

Somehow, sex-crazed nymphomaniacs had replaced his wife and daughter. Or who at least said they were his wife and daughter. Yes—yes, that was it, perhaps they were just strange imposters playing some preposterous, sexy, jesus-goodlording-christ-they-were-both-so-fucking-hot game. His real wife and daughter were trapped somewhere, or held against their will. Perhaps he had to go save them?

If it had just been Marisa, perhaps he could believe that. But it was Gale, too—sweet Gale, lovely Gale, perfect Gale who absolutely hated his guts ever since he had just the once—the once!—hit on her best friend at one of their swim meets after filling up just a bit on liquid courage. And Gale hadn’t changed at all like Marisa had. Yes, she seemed rather more filled out, and certainly any female form was going to be enhanced from lingerie, but she was still definitely Gale—not some hyper-sexualized version of herself like Marisa. 

That’s because Gale already was hyper-sexualized and one of the reasons Stephen had hit on her best friends was because Gale was terrifically pretty and was the kind of terrifically pretty girl who only had deeply terrifically pretty friends. And it just wouldn’t do for Stephen to hit on his only daughter—where would he even hide if she rejected him?—and so, feeling utterly despondent over another course of failed couples counseling with Marisa, he had remarked on how well Addalyn’s swimsuit fit on her ass. 

And of course the whole situation wasn’t helped at all when he had followed up that rejection by getting a little more tight and hitting on Addalyn’s stepmother Abigail, who worked for him. He thought it had been a sure thing—she was unhappy in her marriage too and was always complaining—but then suddenly it was lawsuit this and disbarring that and it got quite out of hand. 

That was all last week. 

So why was Gale sucking his cock, for god’s sake, and what was Marisa doing showing her how to do it? Gale was barely even a month past eighteen. 

And that—that wasn’t everything that was wrong. He tried to take stock in the garage, holding himself steady on a workbench filled with shiny tools. That was all wrong. His workbench was right here in the garage, but his tools were grungy and misused and the edges of anything sharp mostly dull—a side-effect of largely trying to use them while he was drunk. Thinking back now, he recalled other similar disparities. Everywhere he had looked, this was his house, but it wasn’t. 

Everything was topsy-turvy and crazy. The busted wooden stairs that had squeaked on every step and constantly let Marisa know when he was coming in too late from the bar had been smooth, carpeted, and immaculate. The dreary entryway with its curtains so thick and dusty they may as well have been carpets in a mausoleum was instead now bright and airy and shining white, immaculate in its cleanliness. 

Even his clothes! What were these clothes? He’d never owned a pair of pants that fit so well—yet they were clearly tailored and so clearly tailored for him. 

And this car! The car in the garage—what even was it? Without thinking, he clicked the keys to turn on its lights, and saw one of those fancy top-of-the-line electric self-driving jobs that cost about twice as much as his net yearly income. 

These were his keys. Attached to them was the little rubber logo of the college he went to, a dumb keepsake he kept around because he liked to mess with his hands in his pockets. Restless personality. It was even rubbed down and ripped on the same end as his.

“Darling? My love?” Marisa knocked on the door. “Darling, won’t you please come let me suck your cock in front of our daughter?”

His wife’s voice sparked something deep and undeniable in his soul. She made him burn with need, and even though only minutes ago he had cum, his cock hardened again. His erection was furious and instant, tailored pants easily making room for it, and it demanded attention and satisfaction. His legs drew him toward the door, toward her voice. Dear god, she had looked so sexy. The way she said Daddy. The way she had tossed her hair and smiled and looked so warm and inviting, god god god...

“Please, husband? Your daughter is just beside herself. I think she may start to cry if you don’t tell her what a good job she did, and—”

He couldn’t bear to hear anymore. Stephen lunged into the car and sped to work. 

* * * * *
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THE CAR KEPT TRYING to drive itself and Stephen struggled with it for several minutes until finally the controls relented and recognized his authority. 

This whole world had gone crazy and out of his control, by god, but he could at least control a car! He drove deliberately, focusing on the street and the machine only. Just the feeling of the wheel under both palms, eyes attentive to upcoming traffic lights, ears listening to the sound of the engine. 

Over time, it calmed him. But he was so focused on these small sensations that it took him about halfway to his office before he started to notice some other pertinent factors. 

For one, he was hard. 

He was really hard. He had just cum—god help him—deep down the throat of his spectacularly gorgeous daughter. His refractory period had gotten worse over the years, as he expected it did with any man, and the drinking certainly didn’t help. In fact, getting hard at all was something of a rare occurrence, more like once a week or even bi-weekly. 

Now, his cock strained, pushing at his pants. Attentive, urgent, needy. Beads of precum seeping through his trousers. Every time he stepped on the gas or brakes, it shifted his leg, and the sensation of his clothing against the suddenly-sensitive, throbbing head of his cock made him groan in a wave of need and pleasure. 

Trying to take his mind off that, he looked around once more at the town around him. What he saw was odd, to say the least. For the most part, the streets were empty. That in itself was odd, as usually this time of day he had to fight traffic to get to work. But instead of busy streets, he saw busy cafes and parks, and busied particularly by women. 

Beautiful women.

Women, beautiful women, dressed in tiny form-fitting dresses and skirts and sweaters and blouses and high heels, with long gorgeous shining hair and smiling and giggling. 

A gaggle of them at a small ice cream parlor saw him and waved. One winked. Their smiles were brilliant. 

Of course, he assumed they were mistaken, or he was, and that there was someone else they were waving at. He didn’t even think these women lived here. He had a general sense of the overall attractiveness level of the town, men and women included, and it was a steady four, four and a half maybe, out of ten. These women were all colossal beauties, each one—every manner of complexion and hair color and height—outstanding thirty-fives out of ten easily. 

He was at a stop light, just staring. His cock twitching. His hips had started gyrating unconsciously, and consciously trying to stop himself had a limited effect. A dark town car pulled up to him, driven by a sickly-looking man in a chauffeur’s outfit. 

That was odd in and of itself, but not as odd as when the back window opened up to reveal a woman in a fur coat and diamonds. She winked and licked her lips at Stephen, and—startled—he slammed on the gas and ran the light. Luckily, no one was coming. 

Her tits. God, her tits. They had been nearly popping out of her tiny dress. 

When he drove into the garage, he was relieved by the normalcy of its drabness. It was just a huge, brutalist chunk of stained concrete. Nothing strange, nothing out-of-the-ordinary. Whatever else was happening in his life, he could at least rely on his empty office full of his own quiet desperation to do anything at all that mattered in the world. 

That wasn’t exactly a huge comfort, but that desperation was his, by god, and after waking up how he had, he wanted to recognize the qualities of his world for what they were. 

This was all shattered, of course, when he opened the doors to his fourth-floor office and saw Abigail waiting there with a cup of hot coffee just beside her. 

The office was small. There was a front room with Abigail’s desk and a small waiting area, and then a backroom where he worked—or, more usual lately, worked off hangovers—and that was all. 

His heart sank at the sight of Abigail. First of all, she wasn’t even supposed to be here. She had threatened lawsuits against him. Several lawsuits, actually, starting with sexual harassment and going all the way up to withholding pay from her. And yes, he had done all of those things, but they had all seemed like they were done for very good reasons at the time. 

“Abigail?” he could scarcely believe it. The last time he saw her, the only reason she hadn’t slapped him silly was because she didn’t want to be counter-sued for assault. 

“Oh, lovely!” she clapped her hands. “Marisa called ahead. We weren’t sure where you went to. She was very concerned about how upset you were after that terrible blowjob this morning. Would you like me to have Addalyn have a talk with Gale?”

This Abigail looked twenty years younger than the one he knew; she looked much closer to her stepdaughter Addalyn’s age, or Gale’s, in point of fact. She was smiling brightly at him, blue eyes shining, wearing a tight pencil skirt and a blouse that threatened to unbutton from the pressure of her heavy, perfectly formed breasts. 

“No,” Stephen shook his head. “I mean, it wasn’t terrible, it was—”

“Oh yes, of course, we don’t want to insult the poor girl.” She nodded sagely. “It was her first time and everything, just so freshly eighteen. And who could blame her if she wasn’t as good as her mother? Do you think she’d receive the advice better if it came from me?”

“From you?”

He could barely tear his eyes away from her sumptuous cleavage. Abigail was so definitely filled out now. Her tits invited staring. She noticed and played with her jewelry there.

“Yes! I mean, it might hit wrong from a friend or her mother, but from a friend’s mother, it could be a little more formal and so a little less invasive, you know? She’ll be sucking you off right in no time.”

“No, the blowjob was amazing. I mean, no, no—”

Stephen threw up his hands and rushed to his office, closing the door behind him. 

This was insane. Abigail as well. What the fuck was happening? 

Maybe there was some kind of clue on his computer. Certainly there seemed to be a time lapse he wasn’t aware of. Again, he suspected the bender to end all benders. Like most drunks, he danced with the idea of becoming suicidally drunk from time to time, though usually after tying one on he felt well enough to just have a blackout and be done with the night. But today felt like his life was drunk. 

Plus he was hard. All the time. God.

He’d been hard since he’d heard Marisa begging for a blowjob and now from seeing Abigail his cock was only more insistent. Offering to teach his daughter how to suck his cock! What was even the appropriate reaction? Outrage? Police? 

His cock had decided the correct reaction was yes, harder, more of that, do it now. 

Feeling exhausted with this day already, he sat down in a heap and powered up his computer. Immediately, a pair of nimble young hands unzipped him and began stroking his shaft and slurping softly at his cockhead. 

“What the fuck...?” he groaned.

He pulled away from the desk and the girl followed him out, obediently crawling and sucking and slurping as she went, whining softly as he continued sliding out of reach of her insistent lips. 

“Addalyn?”

It was Addalyn, his daughter’s best friend. The one he had hit on so clumsily, the one who had tattled on him. 

Abigail walked in just as he had his hands all over Addalyn’s skull. Originally, they were there to push her away. But in seeing Abigail, Stephen yelped and felt instinctively the need to hide, and drew his arms to his sides. But he still held on to Addalyn’s gorgeous head, and so this just meant he fucked her throat harder than before. His cockhead pressed against the soft flesh of her esophagus, suddenly deep-fucking her like her face was a cunt. 

“Fu-oh fuck...”

Abigail’s eyes lit up at what she saw. “I just noticed you forgot your coffee outside, sir.”

She strutted toward him, deliberately swaying her hips. God she looked amazing in that skirt, the way it hugged her long, long legs. Her hair, brilliant and brown and shining, hung down one side of her face in a thick gorgeous pile. It was no mystery at all to Abigail what was happening, no secret, and certainly no scandal. Her luscious lips parted, her eyes sparkling with desire. She walked all the way up until her hand clasped on top of Stephen’s on top of her daughter’s thrillingly hot skull. 

“I was wondering where she had gotten to,” she whispered. 

She pushed in harder, her crotch cinching tight around the back of Stephen’s hand and so also her daughter’s head. 

“Is she doing it right, sir? It’s so important to me to have raised a quality daughter for you. I need to raise her correctly.”

“Correctly...?”

He groaned, feeling trapped. One beautiful woman on his cock, and another—apparently her mother but looking gorgeous enough to be her sister—pushing in and eagerly encouraging him to do more. 

“To suck your cock.” Abigail’s voice was a sultry whisper. “A good girl needs to serve her man correctly. It’s so important. And you’re her man...if she’s good enough, I mean.” She smiled, biting a bottom lip. She looked at him like a teenager wanting to ask out a crush to a dance. “I don’t want to presume. I just want my daughter to impress you.”

“Impresss...” he gulped, struggling to stand. Addalyn hummed with pleasure on his cock. His eyes feeling like they would roll in the back of his head. “Impress me...”

For a moment—well, to be honest, for several moments—he just enjoyed the moment. His cock was in charge, demanding he take more and more from the willing, wet-mouthed Addalyn. The thought of her in that tiny, skimpy swim-team uniform flashed before his eyes. She was so fucking young, just barely eighteen just like his daughter.

But...no! Christ, no. This was wrong; this was all wrong. He had been drunk when he made those idiotic comments, and he was dry as a bone, and he couldn’t blame his lack of willpower here on anything but himself. He had to stop this. 

He stood up completely, but Addalyn kept sucking, and Abigail pushed harder against them both, rubbing her hands up and down Stephen’s chest. He backed into the nearby bookshelf. His degrees knocked against the wall. Addalyn’s skirt and heels shuffled as she slid forward. He noticed for the first time that she was fingering herself with her free hand while she sucked. A puddle followed on the floor behind her. 

“Yes, that’s it, dearie,” urged Abigail. He didn’t know if she meant Addalyn or him. “I mean, she’s wanted you for so long. It would break her dear little heart to disappoint you now, don’t you know? All those times she wore those skimpy, teeny, tiny swim suits, she was just thinking about you. She and Gale having all those sleepovers, and the whole time she just wanted you. Both of them just needing you, dreaming of you, wishing somehow they could please you. Look at her, darling.”

All he had to do to look at Addalyn was glance down, but that would be acknowledging a level of reality to this situation that was hard to take. He’d have to look at the way Abigail ground her hips into her daughter’s head into his cock, guiding her as she sucked him dry. Abigail’s lips, so glossy and plump, were inches away from his own. The only thing keeping him from kissing her madly was air resistance and his evaporating willpower. 

But he didn’t even need to look down that far. Abigail had brought up her phone—showing him pre-loaded images of Addalyn in bikinis. Curated photographs, professionally done, showing off her own daughter in provocative poses. 

“I took them myself,” she whispered. “It’s just you, me, and her who have seen them. Not even Gale knows.” She giggled. “Addalyn wanted a competitive edge over her. She figured Gale’s going to be on your mind all the time with you living with her and all.” Her hips fucked insistently now into Addalyn, into him, skullfucking her own daughter against her boss’s cock. “Did it work? Do you like it? Do you like her?”

Addalyn moaned, needing to know that he thought she was pretty, even as he fucked her throat with his harder-than-ever cock. 

“Do you think she’s pretty?” Abigail asked. Her lips brushing against his chin now. “Is my daughter fuckable?”

She showed him a picture of Addalyn in a red bikini.

“Won’t you cum in my pretty, pretty daughter?”

Addalyn in a pink bikini, eyes smoldering.

“She’s pretty just for you.” 

Pink bikini, biting her lower lip, cupping her breasts.

“She needs to be fucked just by you.” 

Kneeling down, hands holding her heels tight with chest up. Topless with a white bikini bottom.

“Please won’t you show her how pretty she is and cum in her throat? She won’t know otherwise.” 

A gif of Addalyn mouthing please.

“There’s no way to know for sure unless you cum in my daughter’s throat.” 

A close-up of Addalyn’s profile, eyes full of want.

“Look at how pretty she is. She told me she thought about you in every photo. Just thinking of her new Daddy and his big cock and how much she needed him—”

That was it, that was too much. Calling him her new Daddy. 

Cumming heatedly, he grabbed both of them—taking Abigail in his arms with a long kiss and wrapping one leg around Addalyn’s slender back. He came as hard as he ever had—losing himself in the sensation, dumping load after load of hot, virile cum down Addalyn’s eighteen year-old throat. She was so wet, willing, and able, taking him with orgasmic glee. As his thrusting pulses slowly subsided, she became gentler as well—slowly sucking and kissing to make sure she milked everything. 

His mind came back to him. Fucking shit, what had he done? This was insane. There was no way to explain this to Marisa or Gale. He had to get away.  

He extricated himself slowly. As soon as he tried, though, they were at it again—Abigail leaning down to kiss Addalyn. 

“I want to taste him,” she purred, licking Stephen’s cum off of her daughter’s lips. “I want to taste Daddy with you...”

Their lips met, sharing his cum between them in thick, gooey trails. They giggled and slid the excess over their necks and cleavage, making their skin even shinier than before. 

Holy christ, he could not watch any more of that. 

“I-I’ve got to get out of here.”

* * * * *
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IN THE CAR, UNCERTAIN of where to go or what to do, his cock compelled him to act. He sat with it unzipped, unleashed, rising out from his lap like a majestic totem, streaming precum and harder than he’d ever felt it before. 

Before—between the raucous wake-up call, escaping, arriving at the office and escaping again—he hadn’t really had a good look at his cock. It had felt big and hard, sure, but he just thought he was especially turned on because gloriously stacked supermodel-esque beauties were worshiping him with their mouths and begging him for more. 

But now, in the garage’s dim light, he took another look. It was bigger. Much, much bigger—longer by at least three inches and thicker in diameter by at least another inch and a half. How had he grown such a monster? What the fuck was happening?

Gentle, groaning, he wrapped a hand around it and stroked just slightly. He was so hard. Precum shot out like a cannon, streaming upward and then splattering over the steering wheel and his hands and shaft. 

It was perfectly possible, he realized, to make himself cum. There was plenty of material to work with from his recollection of today. Addalyn’s mouth. Abigail’s begging. Marisa’s imploring. Gale’s...fuck...Gale...

Why couldn’t he get the thought of Gale sucking him off out of his head? She had been so spectacular at it. And—like a drunk who threw away half a liter of vodka on his way to a recovery center—he could not help but wish he’d had the presence of mind to go further before he had known it was her. God, if he had just been able to fuck her sweet, tight body before he had known who she was...

No, no that was wrong.

And the feeling of wrongness only intensified when he stroked himself thinking about it. Something stopped him from making himself cum by himself—it was almost revolting. And it wasn’t just the sapping engineer team of Gale-type-thoughts drilling under the walls of his brain that made it feel wrong; it was the fact of him stroking himself to a finish at all. 

Like he needed—like he had earned—a gorgeous woman to absorb whatever cum he created.

What he needed, perhaps even more than he needed to cum, if that was possible, was someone to talk to. 

He needed someone who wouldn’t want to fuck him. Someone he could trust to tell him the truth. 

* * * * *
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HE DROVE UP TO THE Fontaine Law Office in the middle of the afternoon. It was windy, and he wished it wasn’t—every time the warm breeze blew into him, his overly-sensitive cock mistook the sensation as someone tugging it into action. 

So, staggering with lust and struggling not to stop and grind his palm against his straining oak, he entered Ella Fontaine’s office. 

She was his oldest friend; they went to law school together and had run their year’s most successful study group. After graduating, they ended up at the same firm—under “good old Hartman,” which is what they had called the vicious old bastard who had paid them next to nothing to grind their fingers into dust writing him briefs—and shared long talks about opening up a firm together. It had always been friendly and easy between Stephen and Ella because she was a committed lesbian and let him know that on their very first meeting. They became best friends fast, and relied on each other for help with their growing client list across town. 

Nonetheless, they had suffered a falling out years ago when—too drunk at a party—he’d made a clumsy pass at her. 

Something of a pattern, that. Perhaps he should look into it. 

No time now.

Inside, some young thing was bent over the front desk wearing a tiny white skirt and tall, tall white heels. Her delectable ass, perfectly sculpted in the form of a heart-shaped bubble, shifted this way and that as she searched for something inside a drawer. He groaned audibly. This was the last thing he’d wanted to see. He had to take hold of the door frame just to not rush forward and start molesting this poor young woman whose only indiscretion had been dropping her pen. 

Stephen’s office was small; Ella’s was practically a coffin. They shared a similar structure—small waiting room and an office in the back—but Ella had never, to his knowledge, made enough to afford a secretary. She had moved into divorce lawyering, the last he heard. The lobby had three men in it, all staring helplessly at the display of the gorgeous blonde before him. Stephen looked over at them and they immediately averted their eyes—not from the blonde, but from him.

It was strange, like they were intimidated. It was not a response he was used to; Stephen had been beat up so many times growing up that he had built up his argumentative skills particularly to respond to bigger, stronger men bullying him around. 

The blonde, in front of them all, bent over further. Her panties—or perhaps the absence of them, judging from the total lack of lines in her skirt—would soon be visible. 

He cleared his throat, hoping to encourage her to stop what she was doing. Instead, she bent over further, giggling, flashing her pink-wet slit, and then rose up vertebrae-by-vertebrae like a yoga instructor and shot her thick blond hair back in an elaborately sexy toss. 

“Oh my god! Stephen! Thank goodness you’re here!”

The blonde—only more stunning now that she had turned around—smiled and leapt towards Stephen, giving him a long and intimate hug. Her breasts, plush and plump in her tiny sweater, crushed fetchingly against his chest. She smelled like fresh strawberries. Stephen’s cock urged against the confines of his trousers, sliding up against her thigh. The way she giggled and pressed off of him made it ambiguous as to whether she was just friendly and airheaded or actually feeling him up; either way, her fingernails raked against his shaft and pushed a long heated sigh from his mouth. 

She braced his shoulders. “Now, how are you holding up? Has that bitch made any more demands?”

“Bitch?” He blinked. “Demands? You mean Marisa? No, I mean...I think our marriage might be okay...”

Her laughter was intoxicating; he felt like laughing because she was so pretty as she did it. 

“No, no,” her smile faded after a moment. “The bitch! You know, Rhonda! I couldn’t believe it when I heard they picked Ladwell as the judge, could you? I mean, she doesn’t have a prayer once this thing gets to court, but—”

“Sorry, stop.” 

He held up a hand, and the blonde beauty obeyed him immediately, mid-sentence. Rhonda Sullivan was the leading partner at his rival law firm, Hanson & Hanson. They’d competed for clients for years. Was she suing him? For what? 

What was going on?

In front of him, the blonde waited patiently, happy to stare at him and soak him up with her bright sea-blue eyes.

It was her eyes that gave it away.

“Ella?”

“Yes, sir?”

Sir. What the fuck was she doing calling him that?

No, no, that’s the second question. The first question was obviously what the fuck was Ella doing looking like that?

“Ella...” he shook his head. “We have to talk. Privately.”

She nodded, taking his hand and guiding him to the back office. Her fingers were soft and long, a far cry from the stubby, utilitarian sausages that the Ella he knew had. This woman—this girl—looked barely legal, just like Abigail. 

Just like his wife. 

Oh god, had they gotten to her too?

“Ella,” he said again. “This is important—”

“I know,” she nodded, sliding up on her desk. “I can smell it. It’s been hours for you, hasn’t it?”

“No, Ella. Something’s happened. You’ve changed, and—”

“I know,” she nodded, tugging him toward her. 

Her hand pushed him up her flimsy skirt. He could both see and feel quite suddenly that his presumption about her lack of panties was correct. Her pussy was tight, wet, and beautiful. Perfectly waxed, shining, waiting for him. Somehow his cock had left his zipper at last. Had he unzipped himself or had she? Did he care?

Her skirt pushed up higher, almost like a string belt. Ready and willing and waiting. She slipped up on top of the desk and slid her legs around his waist. Precum dripped from his cock down onto the surface of the desk, mixing with the quickly forming puddle of her heated juices of arousal.

Right above her pussy was a curious tattoo. It looked a little like the letter H, but the edges were more diagonal and the line through the middle was a crooked slash. It seemed to glow as he approach, though surely that was just the light. 

“I know I’ve changed,” she continued. “I used to be able to last for months without you,” she whimpered, wrapping her arms around his neck. “But it’s been days and I’m losing my mind. Please fuck me? I promise I’ll get you the best settlement possible.”

His cock hovered right above her entrance. God, he wanted her. But he was so confused. 

“What do you mean, settlement? What is happening with Rhonda? And w-with you, and with Marisa, and Abigail, and—ohhhh fuck!”

She had edged herself forward toward his cock on the desk, sliding easily from the sudden and constant lubrication of her own juices. Her pussy lips kissed his cockhead just as she reached up and kissed his chin. Her entire demeanor was so wholly submissive and seductive. The tattoo over her pussy shimmered and sparkled. That was just her sweat sliding over the pattern, of course.

Desperately, he tried to keep his wits about him. His cock was inside her, but only just so. He could still pull out and call this whole thing a misunderstanding. 

Ella tossed her hair to one side, licking her lips and settling her wide-eyed gaze on him with a deadly mixture of avarice and lust. 

I’m trouble, but I can keep a secret.

That’s what she advertised. 

“Wh-what about Rosie?” he asked. “Your wife?”

“She-she’s at home,” Ella whispered between kisses. “She won’t be able to make it before you fuck me stupid. Please don’t stop!”

The fact that Ella described her wife’s location in terms of inconvenience for him—he wouldn’t be able to fuck her before he fucked Ella, because he so obviously had to fuck Ella—instead of trying to persuade him that she would never find out really hit home for Stephen. Ella didn’t care if Rosie knew because in this crazy world he had entered, he apparently fucked Ella and Rosie at will. 

Her heels, resting on his rear, patted him forward. Her legs were strong, toned, long. Suddenly he was inside her in earnest, gripping her hips, and plunging his manhood deep up inside her utterly tight entrance. 

“Fuck!” she cried. “Oh my god! You’re bigg-bigger than ever!”

She was so fucking thin. Her slender body rivalled what he remembered of Marisa or Gale this morning. It was so simple to wrap his hands around her waist and take hold, and he immediately had control of her entire body weight. 

He could—and did—twist her this way and that, and she contorted her body appropriately, twisting herself to let him see her entire slim length, positioning herself like a model on a magazine cover to best display her many angles and tilt her tits or ass or jawline at him in the most fetching way possible. 

Constantly, constantly trying to make him harder and to have him lust after her lusciously transformed body even further. 

The more he drilled into her body, the more he examined her—unable to stop himself. He roamed over her tight, soft skin with his hands, toying with her tits and especially her nipples. They were shiny and glossy like the rest of her, but wet also. 

She was leaking milk, he realized after a moment. Leaking hot, fertile milk because he fucked her, because her body was so driven by the need to be his breeding instrument. 

“Please,” she whimpered, as if reading his mind. “I need your babies. If you fuck a baby in me, I’ll get to be around your cock all the time, please...”

He didn’t know how to respond to that, and she cradled his head down to her tits.

“You can taste it,” she urged him. “Taste how good I’ll be, Daddy...”

He couldn’t stop himself. A part of him tried—thoughts of Marisa, her transformation, loyalty to his wife in this one way despite all the numerous instances of infidelity he had engaged in already today. 

But a stronger part of him—the cock-leading part—leapt full-bore into owning this bimbo blonde who so clearly wanted him to run her life. 

He sucked on her nipples as she called him Daddy, the taste overwhelming the pleasure centers of his brain. It wasn’t normal milk, just like none of this was normal anymore—this was special somehow and it made his need to cum overwhelm whatever control he may have once had. 

Standing up straight, growling, he pinned her down to the desk with his and almost violently choking her around the neck. Ella loved it, squeezing his arm tight, as if daring him to choke her harder. 

Her eagerness, the milk, her silently mouthing the words Please, Daddy? over and over again sent him over the edge, and Stephen came inside of her tight, wet pussy. 

As he did, his grip relinquished just enough for her voice to come back, and she came loudly—screaming his name.

“You’re the fucking best, Master!” she cried. “You’re so fucking good! So. Fucking. Good! Oh my god, oh my-my god, my god! Yes, Daddy, yes!”

“Ella...” he moaned. “Oh fuck, oh god, Ella...”

“Master! I love you! I love you forever! Forever!”

Just when he thought he couldn’t keep going, when his orgasm was totally done, that pronouncement urged even more from him—a final spraying of his heavy seed down in the beautifully tight canal she was swearing was just for him.

Finally, though, she settled down, kissing him loudly on the neck and shoulders, making a long show of raking her nails over his back and biting him possessively. It was all very theatrical. 

The door, he noticed suddenly. The door to the front of the office—she had never closed it and he had been too turned on to notice. The men in front had been watching the whole time. Two of them were on their knees, dry-humping their hands as they watched. 

“M-mistress?” one of the men called out. “Should we go?”

Ella sneered, calling out the door. “Shut the fuck up, worm.”

Her change in countenance was extraordinary. She had been so worshipful toward Stephen—so utterly impressed and seductive and needy. Raising her eyebrows just so. 

As she turned towards those in the lobby, though, her expression became entirely contemptuous. Sneering wholeheartedly. Eyes narrowing down to murder-killer slits. 

The men in the front, cowed, resumed their silence. They were crying, he realized. Crying because he was fucking the girl they wanted. 

He knew he should feel bad. But instead it only emboldened him further. He gripped her tits, her ass, hard as he could—squeezing for her attention. 

Just as quickly as she darkened, she brightened again, looking back up at Stephen with need and reverence. 

“I’m sorry about that, my love.”

“Mistress?” he asked. 

She shrugged. “Not my idea. But one of them started doing it and I just kind of ran with it, you know? Weak little boys like a strong woman to tell them what to do. Not like you, though. You’re the strongest. Ungh.”

She took a hold of his cock, which had exited her cunt only to rest against her belly now, still streaming and hard. Stroking, holding him tight against her rock-solid abdomen, she looked up at Stephen with deep, unreserved lust. 

“So strong,” she whimpered. “Won’t you show me again how strong you are?”

There were so many questions he still had—this business with Rhonda Sullivan, what had happened to Ella’s wife, what had happened to the women and men in this town, and probably most importantly, what was going on with his wife and daughter...

But Ella was soft and hard in all the right places, warm and willing as he was between her legs, and stroking and kissing him like there was no tomorrow. 

Problem solving could wait. He slid inside her again and listened to her confess her undying love once more. 

# # #
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“I’ve got to figure this out,” Stephen said, gripping Ella’s perfectly formed ass even harder. “Something is up. I just can’t figure out what.”

As he casually fucked his former confidant over her desk, sliding her this lusciously busty way and that, Stephen tried to keep his composure long enough for some real critical thinking to occur. Ella’s hands sprawled out, reaching to grab on to anything in the ecstatic fervor she felt as his thick cock utterly filled her tight pussy. 

“Fi-figure it out!” she moaned. “Y-yes! Yes, of course you will! You’re so smart! You’re the smartest everrr...”

Her voice drifted off as yet another orgasm hit her system. They seemed to arrive every seven or eight thrusts. He had ripped her clothes off somewhere in the throes of their passion because he liked watching her tight, newly-young body tremble and shake before him with the unstoppable might of her bliss. Her back, exposed to him, was perfectly muscled and undulated with terrifically erotic precision. Her legs had wrapped around his waist, locking in place with her preposterously tall heels—the only clothing she still had on that was in one piece. Now she balanced on top of her smooshed tits astride the desk, banging her fists as the currents of passion took her.

So far, it was only while he fucked her that he was really able to think clearly. And he liked to speak these newly clear thoughts out loud. 

“This day has just been insane. It starts with my fucking daughter sucking me off of all things, good gracious. And then Marisa, she seems really into it. And she was going to leave me! I remember signing papers that you put together for her.”

“Sss...sorry about that,” Ella mumbled. “I dunn...fuck. Don’t ‘member it much. But I’m sorry, Daddy—oh! Ohhh!”

His thrusts picked up and he hit the magic cum number for Ella once again. That always hit home, calling him Daddy like that. Even though he technically wasn’t Gale’s real father, they had adopted her at a very young age and both he and Marisa had raised her. That made the current level of transgression—with her sucking him off like she had with her adopted mother’s encouragement—somehow worse to him. Taking in a girl from some other home just to—apparently, now that she was barely eighteen—corrupt her into serving her new father’s cock. 

“So then every woman I come across wants to fuck me. I want to fuck them. I can’t even think straight, I’m so hard half the time, and it’s only fucking you that I’ve been able to put all this together a little. It just feels like I’m missing whole days. I got drunk, sure, man did I get drunk, but I’ve never lost a month or more. How long did you say you’ve been in love with me?”

“My whole life, Daddy. I live for you. You’re my whole world and all I want to do is make your cock so happy and hard and—”

He picked her up briefly off the desk and then roughly set her down again. Not quite a slam but not quite not one either. Her tits mostly cushioned the blow. Mostly. 

“How long. Did you. Say. Stupid?”

Ella giggled. “Ohhh, I just dee kay, baby. Like, three weeksish?”

“Three weeks. Three weeks and you’re in love with me, and so is Abigail and Addalyn and suddenly Marisa again and for some fucking reason Gale is too, and you’re looking like this, god, are you ever...”

He stared down at the tight, tanned flesh of her back. He really had a thing for bare backs—and not just the complete lack of protection he employed now to probably fuck a whole litter of babies into Ella with. When she had originally seduced him, there was no time for condoms, and he figured the damage was already done. He also found that, when he thought about Ella being pregnant, full of his seed, he only wanted to fuck her more.

But her back now was gloriously tight, muscled, and toned. Before, the Ella he had known had been almost brutish in appearance; squat and square and businesslike. Ella now was a phenomenal bombshell of cover model proportions. 

“And I’ve changed too,” he said. “I’m fit. I’ve been fucking you for what, an hour now?”

“Yeah you have,” Ella groaned, bucking her hips up into his thrusts. “What a man you are...”

“And my cock is huge. And I’m stronger. And I don’t even want a drink, christ. I can’t even tell you how long it’s been since I haven’t wanted a drink.”

“And your cock is huge!” 

“I said that.”

“It’s soo fucking big, and good, and hot, and ‘mazing...” She picked herself up off the desk by her forearms just a bit, sneering out to the audience in the lobby. “You hear that, you fucking twerps? It’s more man than you’ll ever be!”

Her orgasm-laced contempt carried easily across the small confines of her office to the small gathering of men which had only grown since Stephen had been fucking her. When he first came in, he assumed they were clients of hers. She had revealed to him between fuck-sessions that she basically bullied them into accepting the worse divorce settlement conditions possible—completely giving up all of their individual savings and wealth and agreeing to alimony conditions that essentially made them slaves to their ex-wives for years. Stephen, his clear thoughts only lasting as long until his next fuck, hadn’t quite thought through the implications of that yet. 

“And there’s that,” he said. “These dummies out there. All so hopelessly in love with you. I don’t mind it like I thought I might, them watching.”

“It’s good for you to cuck them, Daddy,” Ella smiled and then sneered. “They deserve humiliation.”

That earned her several hard thrusts in a row, until her long, pointed nails left scratch marks in the lovely carpentry of her desk. 

“It seems like,” he huffed, “The only woman who apparently doesn’t want to fuck me, the only person around totally unaffected, is Rhonda Sullivan and—”

“Don’t worry about her,” Ella moaned, tilting her back up like a cat. “She’s in the lock-up already. It won’t be long now.”

He wanted to ask more about that—lock-up? Won’t be long until what? But Ella tossed her hair to one side in a gloriously sexy motion and sneered again at the audience waiting in the lobby.

“They’re so in l-love with me,” she giggled, her voice sounding practically mindless. “All those stupid little wimps. But I only love you. I’m fucking up their lives for you. The law is changing to fuck them just like you fuck me, and it’s all because I love you, I love you, I love you—”

She kept repeating it and the sound of this exquisite phrase from such an immaculately lovely mouth was too much for Stephen. He came inside her amazing, orgasming body for the fifth time that day, pulling out after several loads to spray even more all over her back. Marking her as his. She writhed under his load, obviously cumming even more—her count must have been in the dozens at this point. A sheen of heated sweat covered her glorious curves and tight angles, making her every movement all the sexier. 

God, cumming inside of and all over her felt good. That felt right. This new Ella was what he deserved. The old one was so stupid and haggard, and—

He shook his head. No. No, that was wrong. That was wrong. Something kept fucking with his head, his thoughts. This was all wrong, and—

“Nnng,” Ella moaned, turning over and back again, rubbing his cum all over herself. Her already shiny skin became even shinier, seeming to absorb the seed right away and giving her body a clear-coat finish. “If those dummies think I’m sexy, Marisa will really throw them for a loop.”

Stephen was confused. “Marisa?”

“She’s even hotter than me.” She raised an eyebrow. “Surely you’ve noticed?”

Her composure returned to her quicker than his did. Perhaps some compensation mechanism for the quickness and ease of her many, many orgasms. She was so ready to fuck, all the time, and just for him...god, it was enough to make him hard again...

He shook his head. Had to focus. 

“No, I mean, what do you mean they’ll see her?”

“She’s on her way.” She smiled brightly, like a good student getting the answer right in class. “Gale too. Didn’t you see me texting them?”

“No, I didn’t see you fucking texting my wife and daughter!”

Stephen started throwing on his clothes in a hurry. This—hurriedly dressing to get away from his family—was becoming a pattern; one more of several new ones. Ella kept pushing her body against his, touching at his muscles, his arms and chest. Rubbing him. Her voice sliding into his ear, so soft and insistent and needy.

“Well, yeah. I mean, we’re all so concerned about Gale. We want to study her technique and show her where she went wrong, and I thought, well, you’re here and you’re calm and yourself again, so it just makes sense for Auntie Ella and Mommy Marisa to look at Gale while she sucks your cock and tell her the best way to go about it.”

As she spoke, Ella absentmindedly started finger-fucking herself, as if thinking about Stephen’s daughter being taught to suck his cock was so helplessly arousing that there was no other choice other than to resort to self-pleasure.

“Jesus fucking christ.” 

He stumbled through his pants one leg at a time. Where were his shoes?

“We’ll suck you too, to show her first, if you’re worried about that.” Ella backed off a bit finally and sat up with cover-model perfect posture on the desk. She took a long time to cross her lusciously long legs. Somehow, even with her clothes mostly ripped off and covered in the sheen of his cum, she looked elegant and sexy. “And we’ll finger ourselves while we watch. It won’t be all about you. We love to watch.”

“No. Christ, no.”

He was fully dressed now, just looking at the gorgeous Ella. The blinds were up, he noticed for the first time. Anyone could have been watching, and several were. Men on their knees, and women holding each other in small masses. They crooked into one another’s elbows and joined hands, like they were at some kind of vigil. When the women saw him looking, they smiled brightly and waved. Hopeful for his attention. 

“Is that entirely fair, counselor?” asked Ella. “I mean, you let Abigail give Addalyn a lesson earlier, and Addalyn isn’t nearly as pretty as Gale, though she is lovely of course, and—”

“I don’t want anyone teaching anyone about my cock! Nobody else needs to learn about the best way to suck me off!”

Ella scoffed for a second and then tore up laughing, as if that was the funniest thing anyone had ever said to her. 

She was still laughing as Stephen left.

* * * * *
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STEPHEN STILL DIDN’T quite know what was happening, but his latest cum had sated his lust for a moment and the clarity he had felt while fucking had not yet succumbed to the ever-present needs of his raging, titanic cock. 

“Maybe I’ve got this thing beat,” he said, driving through the sparsely-populated roads of town. “Maybe I’m in charge after all.”

He drove to the “lock-up,” as Ella had put it—which he assumed could only mean the local police station. Somehow, and he didn’t know how exactly, the key to understanding all of this was Rhonda Sullivan. 

In a lot of ways, Rhonda was the source of all his problems. Perhaps not his current problems—with a rapidly expanding set of women who seemed both dead-set on fucking him and on teaching his daughter how to suck his cock—but all his problems prior to that.

They had competed for the same set of clients for years. They were both lawyers in corporate law—mostly rote contract-inspection and creation and careful application of legal pressure to weed out competition for high-stakes clients. She had spread rumors about his drinking and philandering and womanizing, and while that was all true, certainly none of it had been a problem before she had started saying it was. 

She hated his guts. The exact reasons why were unclear to him, but he suspected it had something to do with how he had slept with her sister. 

That dumb broad had blown their whole—incredibly brief!—affair way out of proportion. Started saying she loved him and she’d kill herself without him, that kind of thing. Sure, he hadn’t called her back, but she had been kind of an awful lay and was a nut besides, so who cared? He heard something later about how she had been to a mental institute, some sort of psych ward, but that hardly had anything to do with him. 

The few sights he did see on the way to the station were odd indeed. Earlier when he had been driving to work and to Ella’s office, he had treated each new vision of gloriously hot women with confusion and even fear. Tunnel-visioned on his quest to escape from his own erection. This drive was longer—the station was on the edge of town due to some poor city planning (nothing like having a police station on the other end of town when you needed them)—and so he had the time to take in the sights. 

There were no “normal” people. Not really. The women were tall and beautiful. The men—what few of them there were—followed behind the women by several paces, often holding enormous piles of bags from expensive clothing stores. Several of those men were on leashes. Women stopped and chatted with each other, spectacular beauties in wide-brimmed hats and gorgeous plunge-cleavage dresses and blouses, and admired one another’s leash selection. 

One woman with a leashed husband spoke to another with her unleashed husband, and let her try out the joys of tugging him this way and that. The collars were not nice; most of them looked to be the kind of choke collars that used to be in vogue for large misbehaving dogs. The sort that dug into flesh when they were pulled. 

Stephen, stopping and staring at one of these exchanges, was caught in his voyeurism. 

One woman pointed at him, surprised, eyes wide. They both stopped what they were doing. The leash-holder roughly pulled hers, pulling her man to ground. Packages spilled all around him. She stepped on the back of his neck with one high heel and curtsied deeply. The other knelt down entirely like she prayed at an altar. 

The light had long ago turned green. Stephen sped along before his erection became even more pressing. 

At the police station, he hoped, there would be some version of normalcy. It was the police! Whatever was happening to corrupt the rest of the culture, the policy would surely be exempt. They were there to protect and serve and that was it. 

This stray hope for a conservative reality was dashed in less than a minute after parking at the police station lot. Striding through the front doors, the first sight he was exposed to was the sight of his own bare legs and cock on a poster, hanging over the front desk. 

Serve and Adore, the poster read. 

“Goddammit,” Stephen muttered, shaking his head. This was already a bad idea. 

The officer at the front desk perked up at his arrival, smiling gorgeously and unbuttoning the top buttons of her already rather-unbuttoned uniform. She was busty, pale, with gorgeous auburn hair that swept out in waves across her shoulders. Beneath the shirt, she may as well have been an Abigail-class sexpot secretary, wearing a tiny miniskirt and thigh-high high-heeled boots. Soft wrist-length silk gloves adorned her hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clasped her hands together. “Can I help you, sir? Is there someone you need us to arrest? The other girls all brag about holding them down for you to have your way with them, and I just wish that—”

“I want to see Rhonda Sullivan,” he said. “Where is she?

Right away, she sneered. “Oh, that dumb bitch? Why do you want to see her?”

Stephen didn’t relish his reply, but his temper was growing short. 

“Are you questioning me, now?”

This was a bit of a gamble—were they all really under his influence and just madly in love with him like Ella and the rest seemed to be?

The redheaded officer—Malone?, as it read on her name tag—gulped and blushed. 

“No, of course not. I’ll hold her down for you, even! I’d love to do that. May I please do that?”

“Where is she?”

She pointed. “Just back there in holding. They’ve been prepping the needles for her all day. You put us through such a rush last week, I think three dozen or so? We had to wait for some to become available, and—”

Stephen didn’t know what any of that meant and kept walking as she spoke to him, leading the way with an outstretched, dainty hand. She apparently walked and talked, one too many tasks for her simple head, and tumbled over the edges of her desk as she tried to keep his attention. 

A week ago—or what felt like a week ago to Stephen’s apparently time-altered head—he would have been tongue-tied and flummoxed while talking with that gorgeous girl. Hell, without a few drinks in him, he probably wouldn’t have had the courage to talk to her at all. And yet, now, today, he had ordered her around and even ignored her while she was still desperate to talk to him. 

Probably she might even go to bed tonight fingering herself silly thinking of the fact that she’d had a conversation with him at all. 

The police station’s layout and décor was basic and utilitarian; your standard dystopian model of public service with fluorescent lighting, chipped linoleum floors, leakage stains in the tile ceiling. But there had been clearly attempts over the last little while—Stephen guessed three weeks or so—to liven it up. Fresh flowers attended every cubicle and desk. Large posters of gorgeous cover models in bikinis plastered on one wall under an ornate, pink and gold plaque reading: “The Ideal Servicewoman!” 

Club music thumped from one closed office and Stephen saw several sexy, high-heeled, pornographically uniformed officers dancing and drinking with each other inside. The interior courtyard was visible through the windows; nearly a dozen girls sunbathed totally naked. Someone had posted a large yellow sign with black, imperial font reading “TAN LINES ARE FAIL LINES.”

And of course, there wasn’t a man in sight.

Down the hall, he approached two young—god, every woman looked so young now, so fresh and virginal—two young guards outside a door holding heavy batons. 

“Is she in there?” he asked. “Rhonda?”

They both nodded, faces flushing red at his presence, clearly turned on. Buttons, as apparently they did now in his presence, swiftly became undone from fast-acting fingers, and he soon had a vision field full of perfectly arranged police-woman cleavage. 

He opened the door, pushing past them—they both pushed into him with their soft, heavy, loving tits—and closed the door behind him. 

Inside, he saw Rhonda handcuffed to a table.

Rhonda was a petite, pretty brunette. She wore sweatpants and an oversized sweater, like they had picked her up late at night after a microwave dinner. Even so, he had to admit she looked good. Some ruddiness in her cheeks; a bit of fullness to her lips, hips, and nips he hadn’t remembered.

“You?” she sneered. “Really? Good lord, I was wondering what this was all about. Is it really you they’re raising such a fucking fuss about?”

Though he understood her ire, he could not help but be a little insulted. Why not him? Was it that crazy?

He remembered the poster on the wall, Serve & Adore, and the picture of his cock. When had anyone even had a camera out in front of his penis like that?

Maybe it was a little crazy.

“Look,” he said, “I’m not sure how much time we have. Everyone seems to be kind of crazy right now for some reason or another. I don’t know exactly what they’re capable of, but they seem to be obedient enough that I can get us out of here.” He sat down across from her. “Are you in your right mind?”

She spat in his face. 

“Great.” He wiped himself off. “Let’s go.”

* * * * *
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HALF AN HOUR LATER, they were outside of the city and on the highway, heading to a mountain cabin that Stephen sometimes rented. It was a summer cabin, and it was the middle of the fall, so he hoped that it would be unoccupied for a little while yet. It might be dirty, but he could handle that kind of thing. 

Rhonda had refused to talk with him after the breakout, staring mostly out the window and keeping quiet. Every so often he heard her grunt or sigh, clearly annoyed with the situation. 

“Look,” he said, “I know you’re upset. And probably scared. And I know you don’t like me. But I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do.”

He was trying to drive and have a serious conversation, never an easy task. The weather was mostly clear at least, and there weren’t many other cars on the road.

“Is that what you said to all of them before you took them hostage and fucked up their minds?”

“I’m not going to fuck up your mind,” he insisted, “and you’re not my hostage. You can go at any time. I just thought I would take us some place safe first. You can have the car when we get there. Unless you want to be picked up by someone from town?”

She paled a little at that. Slowly, she shook her head and looked out the window. 

“I just don’t get it. I don’t get any of it,” she said after a minute. “The girls, the...the changes. Or like, you. Look at you. I mean how did you even do that? With the handcuffs?”

They had broken like wet paper in his hands—both the chain to remove Rhonda from the table and then the cuffs themselves when he’d set her free. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I guess I’m just...stronger now. There’s a lot of things I don’t understand.”

She made a face. “So the whole town is turning into your personal harem...except for the men, who are like, a gang of beta simp cucks now, and you’re telling me you’ve got nothing to do with it?”

“I’ve clearly got something to do with it,” he said, “I just don’t understand it. I was hoping maybe you would help.”

“Why would I help you?”

“I mean you want to see me ruined, right? For some inane fucking reason? What better way to ruin my day than to take away all of this nonstop blowjob action?”

“It’s not an inane reason. You sent my sister to the fucking madhouse, and—”

It was Stephen’s turn to make a face. He nearly took his eyes off the road. 

“I did what? We slept together, once, and it wasn’t even—”

“She was in love with you, stupid!” Her cheeks flushed a lovely shade of red. “She had been in love with you for ages, and once she realized you didn’t care—”

“You’re not supposed to call it a madhouse, you know. You’re supposed to be sensitive.”

Rhonda looked short-circuited, which was the point of his comment. 

“You’re telling me how to call it? Are you serious right now?”

“Hold on.”

They passed a hitchhiker and Stephen slowed down the car to pull over. She had thick burgundy red hair tied up in a bun and wore a giant backpack. 

“What?” said Rhonda. “Are you kidding? No.”

“She’s heading out of town,” he said. “That means she might know something too.”

“Hitchhikers are dangerous! You can’t just pick someone up. And you’re just trying to change the subject, because you won’t face that you fucked up someone’s life and—hi! Hello. Where are you headed?”

The hitchhiker appeared at the window that Stephen had rolled down. He smirked at Rhonda’s natural instinct to be welcoming. 

“Anywhere, just out of that crazy place,” she said. 

Stephen noticed—or rather, his cock really noticed—that this girl was young and fresh and she smelled like a virgin and she was gloriously sexy as hell. There was a ruddiness about her cheeks that made him want to fuck her in a field full of flowers. He had thought she was bulky and stout, but it was just the many layers of her clothing. As she leaned over, he saw her magnificently constructed clavicles inside her dangling sweaters and shirts, just above a tremendous pair of heavy tits. 

She was fit. She was busty. She was a virgin. 

She was exactly the kind of girl he shouldn’t be picking up if he was serious about getting away from the problems the town presented. 

But—maybe it would be different in a different location? What did they call it? A geographical cure? If it didn’t work, they wouldn’t call it a cure, right?

“What’s your name?” asked Rhonda. 

“I’m Kylie. I’m ei-eighteen. I’m totally single, and I’m a virgin?” She giggled and pushed her hand through her thick, shiny mess of red hair, smiling and looking directly at Stephen. “Sorry. I don’t know why I said that. I just wanted you to know? Is that okay?”

Stephen held in a groan of lust. 

“Get in.”

* * * * *
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THE CABIN WAS UP IN the mountains but, as often was the case, there was a small center at the base of the mountain road where people could resupply. This was where Stephen offered to drop Kylie off, and she had agreed; it was only an hour away.

That had been an hour and a half ago when Kylie still had all her clothes on, had been sitting in the backseat, and wasn’t sliding her hands up and down Stephen’s body whispering in his ears about how much she needed his cock. 

Now she wore nothing but a tight-fitting tank top and a pair of panties. She looked like a college coed, her clothes piled up next to the car door and her dark red hair down and in a mess hanging over his lap. 

“It’s so big,” she whispered, squeezing him through his pants. “Look at it. I need it. Please? I didn’t know how much I needed it but I really do...”

She had asked—once they got to the mountain base—to go with them up to the cabin so she could use the trails. She was a hiker, thus the backpack, and was always looking for some great place in the wilderness “to hang.”

Kylie and Rhonda had switched places, Rhonda asking to sleep in the backseat. Now that they were driving up the mountain trail, Kylie was right next to Stephen, staring at him with large needy hazel eyes, moaning and whimpering. He couldn’t stop or pull over on the narrow mountain road, nor could he spare much attention to fight Kylie off. 

All his focus needed to be on the road. Probably he would have been rather worried about driving safely regardless, but his grandfather had died by driving off a mountain road and Stephen’s childhood was punctuated with several horror stories of his ancestor’s demise. It was the early evening now, and on this side of the mountain, the daylight wavered. 

No sooner had Kylie traded places with Rhonda than the beautiful teenager started stripping. First she was too warm, then she was too dirty, and then she just started explaining that she really wanted Stephen to see her legs. Did he want to see them?

Boy, did he ever. They were long and supple and slender and her thigh-gap looked like it could hold a coconut. 

“Do you think my mouth can even hold it?” Kylie asked him. 

She referred to his cock. Everything she said was in a soft, melty-voiced whisper, her lips sliding against his ears. Big, soft tits pressing against his bulky arm, docking on either side. They felt like they were full of milk; smelled like it too.

“It’s so big. I can feel how big it is.” She squeezed his cock through his pants. “I’m not sure it would even fit in my mouth or my pussy. You’d probably break me forever.”

“Fucking hell.”

His trousers were slick with his precum, cock straining, begging to be released. Rhonda seemed perfectly asleep in the back. Exhausted from the day’s ordeals. A little bit of embarrassing drool ran from one corner of her mouth down onto her shoulder. Despite Kylie’s constant whimpers and begging, the auburn beauty’s decibel level was quite low. The car in low gear, the gravel trail of the mountain road, and the constant winds must have drowned out anything she said. But then, all it would take was a simple eye-opening from Rhonda to expose them. 

“Please, sir?” she whispered again. “Please? Please let me just touch it. Would that be so bad?”

He struggled to find the reason why she couldn’t. His thoughts were clouded over with lust. If he were more sober, more aware, he might have wondered how it was that this hitchhiker seemed to possess the same need for him that women from town did. He might have wondered, too, why it hadn’t been as instant with her. 

Instead all he could think about were her lips, glossy and pink and so close, and how he couldn’t kiss them because that would mean taking his eyes off the road and killing all three of them. 

Her hand continued to slide over his cock, encouraging more precum to soak his pants. The cloth was so thin there now that she might as well be stroking him for real. 

Might as well. That was a powerful phrase for someone like him. 

Might as well have another few drinks at the party; the wife was mad with him anyway and he’d be sobering up for good tomorrow. Again.

Might as well hit on the secretary; she seemed to think low of him and would probably be out of his life soon, should see what could happen while it could still happen.

Might as well let this gorgeous virgin eighteen year-old vixen stroke him off if she was just going to stroke his cock over his trousers regardless. 

Besides, wouldn’t it just make sense? Wouldn’t it be better to stop being so torn between two worlds? He could just let her suck his cock and then his thoughts would get clearer again, like they had with Ella. Wouldn’t that be a responsible decision for him to make? 

This virginal, buxom beauty, so eager for his permission. That made his cock pulse even more, thinking of that. She was all over him—touching, kissing, cooing—but to actually touch or taste his cock for real required his permission because he was in charge of her. And the way she acted and sounded and moved, that meant he was in charge of her entire life.

He sighed. “It’s j-just...”

“Yes, sir? Tell me, please. I’ll do anything.”

He didn’t know how to explain it. 

“I have a daughter. She’s about your age.”

“Oh, I see.” Her voice became somehow even lower and sultrier. Squeezing his cock harder. “Do I remind you of her? Do you want to call me her name?”

“...fuck.”

“You can call me her name if it makes you happy, Sir. I’ll dress up like her. I’ll become her friend. If she doesn’t want to fuck you like you deserve, I’ll hold her down. She should have a little fuckdoll friend, shouldn’t she? Someone whispering sin in her ear all the time?” Her voice changed octaves just slightly. “‘You’re so lucky to have such a hot Daddy. I wish I could surprise him in the shower in the morning and suck his cock like a good daughter. You’re so lucky to be able to do that.’ Like that, Daddy?”

“...fuck...fuck...”

“Do you want me to help teach her, later? Do you want her to have a special secret slavefucksister to serve you, Daddy?”

That...that was too much.

He let one hand down just for a moment and unzipped himself, guiding her hand onto his cock. Right away she started stroking expertly. She hugged herself into his body and sighed happily, loving every second of touching his cock. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “This is so amazing. It’s so big. Look at my fingers. They don’t even touch. You’re so huge, Daddy.’

He couldn’t look—but he was sorely tempted. But it would be too easy to stop looking at the road entirely. Her fingers were heavenly. Soft, long, and nimble. Nothing like what he might have thought her rough hitchhiking life would land her. 

“What’s the deal with your girlfriend?” Kylie asked. “Why isn’t she doing this for you, Daddy?”

Again, she called him Daddy. Fuck. She really was taken under the same spell as everyone else in town. Was it his proximity? But if it was that, why was Rhonda still immune?

“No,” he shook his head. “No, we’re more like...I don’t know. Kind of enemies. Competitors in business.”

She scoffed. “What a bitch.”

As she said it, her stroking became more elaborate and long. Like she was showing off what she could do and what Rhonda wouldn’t. Her hand was already slick with his precum. A long, sticky, warm stream of drool dripped from her mouth all over his cock and balls.

His resistance evaporated. He needed to cum, needed her mouth on him.

“Take it,” he ordered her. “Take it all.”

She let out such a gleeful sound in response that he was almost worried that she would wake Rhonda. But as her lips found purchase over his trembling, spurting cockhead, Rhonda’s eyes remained closed. She looked almost like she was having bad dreams. Her hands drawn up over her lap and turned intensely to one side, eyes firmly shut and head pressed against the window. 

In another world, another time, he might have been concerned. Something certainly seemed up with her, but he couldn’t figure out what. 

Instead, while Rhonda lived a nightmare, he lived a dream with Kylie’s talented teenage mouth shunting up and down his shaft. 

* * * * *
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HE SLOWED DOWN AS HE drove because he wasn’t sure of his ability to handle Kylie’s beautiful mouth and handling the steering wheel. Every ten seconds or so, her tongue and mouth delivered some fresh heaven of pleasure he had never experienced before. When he came—which he did three times in  the extra hour it took them to go all the way up the mountain road—she came too. And he struggled not to watch as her body became tighter, longer, bustier, sexier as it was jammed between his crotch and the steering wheel with each load he busted up into her willing, slavish throat.

In the backseat, Rhonda was clearly pleasuring herself. He put it together after his first cum. Her fingers caught between her legs, even with as much as she tried to obscure it with her positioning. Eyes out the window to look away—but in doing so, catching the reflection of Stephen and Kylie.

Helpless. Lost in  lust. Sweating, shaking, moaning, shifting. She wasn’t even hiding it by the time the cabin actually came into view. 

The parking spot in front of the cabin was marked off with sticks and stones. He pulled into it oblong and harsh, jolting Rhonda out of her seat like poorly stacked groceries. She landed down in the space between the back and front seats, legs sprawled out, her head stuck upright with eyes fixated cleanly on Kylie’s mouth worshiping her new god’s cock.

He pushed Kylie down on the seat, but there wasn’t enough room. He was getting larger somehow. He could barely fit behind the steering wheel. Growling, he kicked the door open, metal wrenching and busting from the impact, and grabbed her by the hair. She screamed but she loved it, the quick pain only intensifying the pleasure she felt at being manhandled. 

Out of the car, still dragging Kylie by the hair. Feeling violent; feeling like a conqueror unrealized. He slammed Kylie down on the hood of the car ass-first, spreading her legs wide and entered her abruptly and easily. 

“Y-yes!” she shouted. “Oh my fuck, yes!”

The bulge of his cock could be seen all the way up to her abdomen. She was so fucking fit. 

Gone were any worries of hesitation on his part, of his wife finding out, of what Rhonda might think. All he could think of was how young, virginal, fresh, and fertile Kylie was and how that meant she badly needed to be fucked by him all day long. 

Just above her shining, superbly wet cunt was another tattoo—the same kind of symbology that Ella sported. It glimmered and glowed, and seemed to shine even more as a lusty sheen of sweat ran over its surface.

Something to think about later. He pushed deeper inside of Kylie, feeling her virginal resistance crumble before the might of his new, enhanced cock. He felt so fucking strong—taking her, pushing her down. She needed it, wanted it, begged him to go deeper right away—but even if she had fought, she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. They both knew it, and it drove their lust levels even higher. 

Every piston-like thrust into Kylie’s cunt powered her tiny body into the car, seeming to do permanent damage to its frame and everything under the hood. He heard metal rattling around, screeching, begging him to slow or stop—but being able to drive back to town suddenly held a lot less interest for him. 

Not for Rhonda, though. She stumbled out of the car, crying. 

“Please, stop! Stop fucking her! I can’t take it!”

Her hand was deep in her snatch as she begged him. Kylie’s legs wrapped around him tighter; her wildly orgasming cunt spasming around his thick shaft, her thick hair spread all over the hood of the car. 

“Never stop!” Kylie begged. “Please, don’t ever stop fucking me!”

Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Stop!”

Kylie pulled him in tighter. “Don’t!”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

Rhonda suddenly seemed to realize she was just playing into Kylie’s chanting hand and ran to the cabin, trying to get inside. But she didn’t have the keys. She knelt down and hugged herself near the door, looking away, furious. Her fingers once again slipped up between her legs and she sulkily played with herself, trying to ignore the display Stephen and Kylie made.

With her out of the way, he focused entirely on Kylie—and there was so much to focus on. 

She was a beautiful young woman, and whatever had happened to transform the women of the town had clearly happened to her as well—making her even more beautiful. Her exposure to his cock meant her young, healthy skin was even more vibrant, her hair longer and thicker, and her hefty tits even becoming bustier even as he kneaded them. The supple titflesh pushed through the gaps in his fingers, slick from her gathering milk . 

“Cum in me, Daddy. Put a baby in me. Please, Daddy? Please fuck me pregnant?”

Nothing from his previous life told him that he could have a baby with some random college girl and have no consequences. But now that felt entirely different—he felt like he could impregnate her and all her friends and never suffer a single repercussion. 

“Do it, please? Please, Daddy? You’re a stud. You’re such a fucking stud. Fuck up my life, please? Make me your pregnant little fucktoy, please, Daddy?”

Stephen knew he had to give her what she wanted. For as much as these women promised him their obedience, they sure seemed to influence the hell out of him. 

Looking at her squirming, lusciously lithe body, Stephen decided he could live with their influence. 

He emptied his load inside her fertile belly, exulting in the immediate orgasm she obviously felt at the splashing of his seed inside her. Her beautiful face, caught in the waves of purest pleasure—cheeks flushed, pupils dilated, glossy lips parted—softened his heart for her considerably. 

He wanted to keep this girl. He wanted her to belong to him. She was his fucking property now. Not just owned by him like all those girls in town—but actually his. Someone in his household. How had she put it? A “special secret slavefucksister” for Gale. 

His hands roamed over her trembling, post-orgasm body—all the way down to her pussy, above which still featured that same odd tattoo. 

“They grabbed you in town, right?” he asked. “Marked you like this.”

Kylie nodded. “I thought it was really weird and scary at the time, but I’m super happy about it now, Daddy.”

His cock—even though he had just cum harder than ever—jolted at her calling him Daddy. Thoughts of fucking her supple, smooth-as-silk body again ran through his mind. This time, though, he could think about a solution to this host of problems, instead of just being lost to the passion of it all. He lifted her legs back up around his hips, already trying to problem-solve with his cock resting on top of her entrance. 

The tattoo is magic somehow, okay. Sure. But where does it come from? Why does that symbol look so familiar?

Rhonda approached, averting her eyes from the sight of Stephen astride Kylie. She had her hands stuffed up inside her armpits, arms crossed, but her thighs rubbed together to try and create some friction on her needy cunt. It wasn’t much use; her thighs were thin now. 

She was changing too. Changing like all the other girls. She had always been a looker, but now her brown hair glistened, a sexy tangle drooping down into a heavy pair of thoroughly smashing tits. 

“Please,” said Rhonda. Her lips looked so sexy when she said that. “Give me the keys. You promised. You said. Give me the keys. Let me leave. Please.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Daddy.” Kylie slid up and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him with her feet wrapped just so around his thighs. “She’s a dumb bitch for being against you, but she is a stunner. Should we really just let her go?” She leaned in close and whispered. “Why let her go when you can fuck her however you want, no matter what she says? We’re in the middle of nowhere. What’s she going to do about it?”

Fuck! 

What was it about this tattoo that made every woman he came across not only smoking hot, but desperate to give him as many fucktoys as possible? It was like he had somehow earned the favor of some mad sex god. 

“I’ll let you go,” he said, pushing Kylie away just slightly. “I did promise. I’ll keep my word. But you have to show me something first.”

Rhonda tugged on her clothes, now all out of sorts from her constant, failing attempts to not pleasure herself. Her thick hair was piled all to one side. God, Stephen wanted to fuck her. It hit him hard like a pile of bricks; he wanted to strip her down and make her sorry she was so fucking stupid for ever going against him. 

He could imagine Ella, standing over her with a whip. What the fuck is wrong with you? Don’t you realize who he IS? You stupid cunt.

And here...already holding his cock, was Kylie. She wasn’t quite as impressive as Ella—few could be—but she still was something, and she definitely had the right attitude. 

“Show you something?” Rhonda asked.

“I want to see your pussy.”

Kylie bounced with glee. “Yes! Yay!”

“You’re cr-crazy. You-you’re...no!”

But her hands had already started to go to her zipper and buttons, like she couldn’t help but do what he said. Like something had changed her already. 

Stephen walked away from the crumpled, probably-now-useless car and advanced on Rhonda. She backed up, whimpering, licking her lips, big eyes searching for mercy and finding none. Before long, he cornered her against the side of the cabin. Kylie, simpering, sidled up next to him and gave Rhonda dagger-eyes. 

“You better do what he says. There’s no one out here to hear you scream. And he and I could do anything to you. No one would know. And even if they did find out...no one would care, would they? Your struggle against the wants of a man like him? Would anyone give a fuck?”

Her hand slipped up onto his cock as she spoke, stroking him so that he spilled precum all down Rhonda’s legs and feet. She was so twisted and evil and willing, and so easily. Stephen knew nothing about this girl and yet she was already in so many ways like a carbon copy of Ella or Abigail. It was like one template had been handed out for the whole town. 

“Please,” Rhonda whimpered. “Don’t make me. Don’t make me...”

“Don’t make me,” said Stephen. “Show me your fucking pussy. Right now.”

Trembling and nodding, Rhonda began to strip. 

Her body was unbelievable. Tight, toned, busty. Milk streaming from her heavy tits. Thick chestnut hair like something from a painting. She had clearly changed from the Rhonda he knew. 

From what her body looked like, at least, he was mostly certain what he would find—but she wasn’t done yet.  

“Panties too,” said Kylie. “Show Master everything. It’s what he wants.”

Kylie’s urgency filled him with a different urgency—to fuck her until she wanted him to conquer even more, if that was possible. 

The fight was gone from Rhonda—he saw it leave her countenance like the air from a balloon. Deflated. Defeated. Totally willing.

Finally, Rhonda was naked entirely beneath the waist, and he saw why she had been so reticent to show him. 

She had the tattoo, just like Kylie and Ella. And just like them, it was the same symbol and in the exact same placement. 

But that wasn’t why she didn’t want to show him what she had. No—she had apparently stuffed her pussy full of a vibrator plug. 

Kylie giggled. “What the fuck is that?” 

“I—I’m not stupid,” Rhonda said, clearly struggling. “I saw what was happening around town. I knew that women would get really turned on and then it would all become about you for some reason. So I thought that if I controlled my orgasms, if I edged and came enough, that I would be able to keep my composure. And it worked! I was right!”

Even if it had worked for a moment, it was clear the efficacy was waning if not outright eliminated by Stephen’s recognition of his power over Kylie—and by extension, Rhonda herself. She had been touching herself quite a bit—fingering her clit while the plug buzzed along inside her pussy...so much stimulation. She nearly got away with it, too. 

Kylie slipped a hand up between Rhonda’s thighs and removed the plug with a laugh, tossing it into the dirt.

“Do you feel like you’re in control of your orgasms right now, stupid?”

Rhonda whimpered and came down on her knees, weakly reaching after the plug. Kylie took her by the hair and slapped her. 

“Hey. Bitch. Stupid bitch. I asked you a question. Are you in control?”

Rhonda, knees knocking, eyes searching all over Stephen and Kylie for help, shook her head. “No. No.”

“Who is in control, stupid?”

“He is. Stephen.”

Kylie slapped her again, leaving a blazing red mark on one cheek.

“Who is, bitch?”

“M-Master.” Rhonda’s voice became a whimpering whisper. “D-Daddy. Daddy’s in control of my cunt. I w-want it. I want his control. Please.”

Kylie held her tight to her face, sneering against her cheek and ear. “You feel smart now, bitch?”

“No. No. I’m so sorry. I’m so stupid.”

From this display, this dominance of one beautiful slave over another, Stephen was harder than he knew how to handle. 

There was a bed just inside. He ripped the door off its hinges and shoved Rhonda into the cabin and down onto the bed. Kylie slid around them both, serpentine, holding down Rhonda at the shoulders. 

“Please, Daddy,” begged Rhonda, spreading her legs wide for him. “I’ll do all the things you say. Please make me sorry I was so stupid.”

He would.

# # #
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Stephen had decided to do the right thing. 

Beneath him, an eighteen year-old college freshman and his fiercest rival competed intimately with their mouths over the thick, heavy expanse of his now-constantly hard cock. Kylie and Rhonda, respectively, did everything they could to make their Master happy. 

“He’s soo big,” Rhonda murmured in awe for maybe the hundredth time. Her plump lips attended the tip of his cock. “I can’t believe how big he is.”

“That’s because you’re a stupid bitch.” Kylie pushed her to one side and slurped Stephen down, showing Rhonda how it was done.

Both girls were naked. Their clothes were in tatters. The one thing they seemed to be able to agree on was how it was a shame that they weren’t in sexy outfits for their Master; they both were exceedingly distraught that they didn’t have high-high heels to wear for him. 

Everything else, though, seemed to be an excuse for Kylie to find fault with Rhonda—and Stephen only egged her on. 

It was the morning after the day he had awoken to find that pretty much every woman he came across in his town wanted to serve him sexually. That day began with his own adopted eighteen year-old daughter giving him a blowjob, guided in doing so by his wife. At work, his secretary served up her barely legal stepdaughter to him on a sexual platter, forcefully urging the girl she raised to be “a good girl” and receive a skullfucking from the arousal-compelled Stephen. When he looked for help from his closest friend, Ella, she seduced him into fucking her stupid.

That was the first piece of the puzzle. Up until that point, it was like he had been transported into some weird pornographic film obsessed with training barely legal teenagers to serve his cock. But Ella was clearly dominating the men who came to her law office, even going so far as legally declaring them as wage-slaves to the women who were divorcing them in utterly punishing settlements. Even stranger, she had a special tattoo right above her pussy. 

He wouldn’t have thought much of it. Far too much to think of otherwise, what with every woman—in addition to becoming his seductive cockslaves—transforming into real-life bombshells with superheroine measurements and magazine cover wardrobes. But then, through a turn of events, trying to escape the madness to get his head straight, Stephen managed to wind up at this cabin in the middle of the mountains with two other girls—his worst enemy and a random teenage hitchhiker they had picked up—with both of them begging, whimpering, and working for the pleasure of his cock. 

And both of them, just like Ella—and he could only imagine, just like Abigail and Marisa and the rest of the women he had seen—had the same tattoo just above their pussy. 

Kylie was a jealous cocksucker, even though his cock had grown tremendously in girth and length over the past thirty-six hours. She pushed Rhonda to one side frequently. When Rhonda managed kiss and lick and squirm her way into taking over cocksucking duty, Kylie would choke her—stroking Stephen’s cockhead by gripping the bulge he made in Rhonda’s throat—until Rhonda turned purple and had to relent to give up to Kylie. Rhonda, surprisingly timid, only whimpered and begged and kissed and licked in return for her own turn.

Much of the venom was out of Kylie’s attitude toward Rhonda, but it was no less toxic. She still berated her constantly for ever being against Stephen; he suspected this was for the same reason that both girls constantly called him Master and especially Daddy. 

Kylie called Rhonda stupid bitch because it really, really turned him on. 

“Can you believe this stupid bitch?” Kylie asked him, stroking him heatedly and continuing to both kiss his shaft and shoulder Rhonda out. “She can’t believe how big you are. I can. I always knew. I was born knowing how big and perfect your cock is, Daddy. I’ll always be ready for it.”

He found he didn’t have to say much. A nod here, a grunt there, a tugging of her hair there. Sex was about him, not them, and so his own voice was less important as a result. He didn’t give a fuck if anything he said turned them on; all they needed was his cock. 

He grunted, testing this theory, and Kylie immediately intuited his meaning by slipping up onto the bed with her legs open. Rhonda, just like he wanted, was close to tears. This was probably the tenth or twelfth time he had fucked Kylie to Rhonda’s two or three. In truth, Kylie was a better fuck—younger, tighter, hotter—but this was only by a matter of degrees. Both their bodies continued to change rapidly to become more accustomed to his constant attentions. Longer limbs. Tighter abdomens. Thicker hair and breasts. Their bodies bimbofying rapidly from the nonstop assault of his cock and cum.

His own body had changed—becoming more the picture of the ultimate alpha. Taller, stronger, bulkier. He had to be careful how he handled furniture and doors—otherwise they would split to pieces from a casual grasp. Part of the way the girls transformed seemed to be just keeping up with him in this way—though they remained soft, pliable, and flexible, he didn’t seem to actually harm them no matter how passionate his grip became.  

Kylie seemed to be getting hotter, tighter, bustier much faster than Rhonda, though. He assumed this had something to do with how much of his attention he had—maybe his unprotected loads deep into her fertile teen cunt were changing her faster. That turned him on too—that even if Rhonda did manage to keep getting hotter, she wouldn’t be able to keep up with Kylie because of the lead Kylie had already accumulated. 

Being that unfair to Rhonda, even now that she was his simpering, submissive little fuckslave, really hit the hedonistic center of Stephen’s brain. 

Rhonda had caused Stephen a lot of problems over the past couple of years. Attacking his business, his personal life. Stirring up all kinds of trouble. Now—fucking some random cock-worshiping beauty over Rhonda while making her cry in the process, depriving her of the totem of masculinity she had only just discovered was the center of her entire existence from now on—turned him on to no end. 

The bed had broken many hours before; they fucked now on the mattress on top of the box spring directly on top of the floor. He knelt down and wrapped up Kylie’s ankles around his neck, easily and quickly shoving inside her beautiful young pussy. 

“Oh my fucking god!” Kylie cried as Stephen thrust inside her. “You stupid bitch! You have no idea what you’re missing! Oh fuck, Daddy! You’re so good!”

She came immediately, as did Rhonda just from watching him fuck. But Rhonda’s cums—to hear her tell it—were a shadow of what Kylie felt with his massive cock riding against her ultra-sensitive g-spot. 

Kylie, when she wasn’t sneering sexily at Rhonda, stared up at Stephen with first-crush, teenage-lovey-dovey eyes and mouthed how much she loved him. Her hands grasped her heavy, milking tits, squeezing out more hot, delicious cream that lubricated their bodies even more. 

Now that he was fucking again, his thoughts became clear once more. His plan of action all laid out before him. The right thing to do. 

“See, it’s all got to do with Marisa. I didn’t expect it. At first, I thought it must have been Ella, when she was so insistent and manipulative of those men in her office.”

“Yeah,” Kylie moaned, banging her ankles against his neck. “Oh yes. She insisted...”

Kylie, naturally, had no idea who or what he was talking about. He continued to thrust slowly, milking this time with his full wits about him.

“But then the tattoo on your cunts. It matches exactly the gift I gave Marisa. There was this time—I guess it was about five weeks ago for you two, but like two or three days ago for me—I got blackout drunk. Marisa was leaving me. I didn’t know what to do.”

“Of c-course not,” Kylie was all sympathy and nods. “If you knew, you’d have d-done it. Like you do me.”

He purposefully avoided looking at Rhonda. She was really weeping, almost hyperventilating, deeply jealous. Close to a panic attack that she would never receive his cum again. If he saw that now, he might lose control entirely and cum right away. 

“But I remember waking up with my wallet empty. Not a particularly crazy—ugh. Your tits.” He slapped them generously, spending time kissing and licking them. The warm, pleasant-tasting milk they produced had kept him full for the past eighteen hours of their fuck-session. “Not a crazy thing. Waking up with no money. But I had just cashed out my accounts to keep Marisa from taking the money, you know? And so there was a lot. And instead I had this, I don’t know what to call it. An artifact? A totem? Like a foot tall or so. Hard wood carving. Looked old. But it’s the same...christ.” 

He chanced a look over at Rhonda and she looked nearly suicidal. Desperation for his pleasure, for his happiness, read clearly in her eyes—as did the deep-seated anguish of not receiving it personally as he favored Kylie again and again. After all the mess she had made for him, it felt so good to see that kind of emotional pain registering so deeply with her. 

Kylie was mouthing Stupid. Bitch. at Rhonda even as she kept cumming and moaning worshipfully. 

He was going to lose it soon. 

“Same...ungh. The same symbol as what’s on your cunts now. ‘This’ll fix it,’ the note on it said. No idea what it meant. But I gave the thing to Marisa. Last ditch effort for some kind of decent terms in the settlement. And next thing I know...I wake up in a new bed and Gale’s sucking me off like a champ.”

“Like you deserve,” Kylie moaned. “You deserve it. You deserve it. You deserve to have your daughter sucking you off, Daddy.” She could sense his closeness and spoke with an intensity and rhythm to encourage his orgasm as soon as possible. “I wish I was your daughter. I wish you had raised me up to suck and serve you. I’m so jealous of her. Can I be her friend? Can we chat and giggle and finger each other during slumber parties while we moon over you and you alone? Can I please—”

God, how did all these women know what made him more turned on than anything else? His thrusts came faster and faster as Kylie ranted, and his hands gripped tight against her mouth and throat just to shut her up. She squealed with delight, orgasming as his pistoning thrusts reached a crescendo and he came inside her. 

His load was unbelievably thick and potent. He could practically smell her getting pregnant underneath him. Before, his cum might have filled a thimble or so if he was being honest; now it must have easily been a cup, maybe more. It shot from him in long, hot strings, spraying Kylie’s insides like he was putting out a fire. 

Her eyes melted once more beneath him, so full of liquid-hot love and admiration for everything he was. She would be loyal and obedient, forever. There wasn’t a doubt in his mind. He wasn’t even sure that undoing all these transformations would change that about her; it seemed that genuine and real. 

After several minutes of soaking in this teenage goddess’s gaze, he pulled out of her, stroking her body as he went. 

Almost right away, Kylie turned to Rhonda. 

“Ell. Oh. Ell. You dumb bitch. There’s another one for me. Can you imagine how quickly I’m gonna be pregnant compared to you?”

Stephen knew, as the clarity of thinking from fucking wore off, that he had to get that artifact back and undo the effects of it and, failing that, destroy it entirely. It was the right thing to do. He couldn’t just live the rest of his life sexually destroying the lives of every woman he came into contact with. It was wrong. 

Without being told, Rhonda shimmered down to Kylie’s pussy and began obediently licking the cum out of her pussy. The way she was angled meant he saw her entire ass presented to him. Stephen groaned. 

It was probably wrong?

He was hard again already. Rhonda’s rear was high in the air, her pussy wet and pulsing and exposed. He could fuck her right into Kylie’s pussy while Kylie continued all that hot dirty talk about his daughter. He sat up, cock straight ahead, compelling him to slide up towards the perfectly formed entrance of Rhonda’s slick cunt.

He had to do the right thing. And he would.

Right after one last fuck.

“Kylie,” he said. “What were you saying about my daughter?”

* * * * *
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THREE FUCKS LATER, Stephen drove back into town, alone, inside the half-broken car that he had nearly destroyed when he took Kylie for the first time.

He’d had a long internal debate about how to handle his leaving. Would he be able to keep his head if he wasn’t able to fuck Kylie or Rhonda at will? The novelty of all the new, freely-available pussy in the town concerned him. He wasn’t exactly bored with the girls in the cabin, but at least he knew them by now. Fucking them and basically continuing on with his task seemed easier than doing the task and getting distracted by some new hot thing. 

But he had been serious—or as serious as he could be—when he told himself he would do the right thing. And if he could find the totem, and it did undo the effects of this spell or ceremony or whatever else, then he didn’t want to be anywhere near Kylie or especially Rhonda.

Kylie had taken the news of his absence better than Rhonda. He had every confidence that she would follow him, and he didn’t feel right about forbidding her and compelling her to stay at the cabin. What if he didn’t come back and she stayed there and starved? But she had smiled and said that she lived to obey his will, and knew that he would bring her home to Gale soon. 

Rhonda, meanwhile, fell all over the ground begging him to stay. 

“Y-y-you o-o-only just fu-fucked me a-and please no, please let me feel it again. Oh my god, please?”

She continued on like that, raking at her smooth tight skin, eyes furious with tears. Kylie led her around by the thick mass of her hair, holding it like a leash, smiling arrogantly with the glow of having so many of his fucks inside her. 

“It’s all your fault, you know,” said Kylie, sneering, knowing that was perfectly untrue. “If you fucked him better, he would have stayed. You notice how he decided to leave right after fucking you? God, you’re such a useless stupid bitch.”

This only set off Rhonda’s anguish more—and Stephen knew he had to leave or else he’d get drawn in once more to their superbly hot dynamic. So he shoved himself into the mass of ripped steel masquerading as a car and drove down the mountain. 

When he reached the bottom of the mountain trail, the car died and he quickly flagged down a pick-up truck.

The fellow inside wore a stained white shirt and blue jeans. Some kind of laborer, judging from the heavy toolbox in the bed of the truck. He had a thick beard and dark, squirrely eyes. 

Stephen stood at the passenger side of the truck, considering carefully. The man stunk of cowardice. It smelled like old urine—and it definitely wasn’t the truck. 

Confidence brimming in a way that only hours of worship by two gloriously sexy angels can develop, he walked to the driver’s side and gently—had to be gently—opened the truck door. Then he nodded to one side. The message was clear:

Leave your keys and get the fuck out of here if you value your life and limbs.

The man rushed hard out the door and ran away from his truck, away from Stephen, away from the town itself. Stephen was sure he had been crying.

Not a word was exchanged. 

* * * * *
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THE TRUCK DROVE LIKE a dream and because of its height, it gave Stephen a better view of the way that the town had changed as he re-entered it and tried to head back home. 

Now, driving through the town with a straining hard-on from all the shamelessly erotic and him-serving sights he took in, he had begun to regret his slight turn towards morality. As he approached the main cross-street between the highway and the many subdivisions of neighborhoods, the visions of lustful obedience on display multiplied.

Apparently overnight, great statues of him had been erected in his honor. They had torn down huge portions of the city square to use for raw materials, crafting him in marble, steel, and bronze. Chain gangs of men did the disassembly work, watched carefully by provocatively-dressed women holding large shotguns. Most of the statues had his family beside him or at his feet—Marisa clinging to him lustfully, Gale wrapped around his legs with her lusciously designed mouth circulating his stiffening cock.

Even with all the available manpower in town, it seemed impossible that they would have built these statues overnight. But was it any more or less impossible than anything else he had seen? Rhonda—who hated him so thoroughly—had been reduced into a sniveling, squirming, scintillatingly hot sexpot in a matter of hours. Why wouldn’t there be statues erected to him as well?

He saw more monuments—these in the shape of the totem that he had given to Marisa—being put up by men in chains in the park. They were urged on by dominatrix-type women dressed in matte leather catsuits and holding long bullwhips. Their gorgeous, cleavage-heavy frames bodies poured into skintight uniforms of dominance, whipping the men while licking their lips and urging them to go faster, harder, better. 

This was all for him. 

He was sure that one of the dominatrices was Regina Halloway, who he flirted with unsuccessfully at a barbecue within the past year. She was casually stepping on a man’s hand with one heel and whipping his backside, snarling at him to move faster. 

They were far away—thirty feet at the closest, beyond a few park benches and in the shade.

But he was sure that was Joel Halloway, her husband. 

Again he remembered all those men lining up in Ella’s office, begging to receive the most punitive divorce forms possible. 

It wasn’t enough that these women worshiped Stephen—oh no. Not for Marisa, who he was more and more sure was the architect of all of this. No, for some reason, they had to humiliate their husbands at the same time. Cucking them totally while praising Stephen’s masculine glory. 

It didn’t help matters that Stephen’s cock was growing so substantially as he watched, nor did it help that it seemed like every man he saw was emaciated somehow. Like the life force was being drained out of them.

Was that part of it? Was their masculine energy being reconstituted into him? Was that why he was so big now, so eager to fuck, so willing to breed and forget about all these stupid problems? 

Seeing so much, so quickly, some part of him totally forgot—or maybe hadn’t all the way internalized yet—that traffic laws didn’t exactly apply to particularly him anymore. 

He was sure he could sweet-talk his way not just out of a ticket, but into the pants of any of the now entirely female police force—and in watching these gorgeous women in their tall heels and skintight outfits, his priorities had been confused somewhat. Nothing was ever more important to his cock than being stimulated—and it was harder than ever and practically in a fist-fight with the steering wheel from its straining position in his lap. 

So he had stopped at a redlight; he had been there for a full two minutes. The city council was always saying they’d speed the damn thing up. He watched a pair of leather-clad women chatting cheerily with a sundress-wearing brunette who happened by, complimenting the dominatrices on their whipping technique. Soon they started pointing at the statue of Stephen, and their conversation quickly became intimate and filled with kissing, fondling, and with a speed that surprised even Stephen at this point—fingering. The leather suits had zippers that went all the way down.  

Then one of them looked in his direction. 

She squealed with delight, directing the two girls she had just been finger-fucking and all the other girls in the nearby area to his car. Within moments, over a dozen women started sprinting towards him at full speed. Even in their precariously tall, narrow heels, they were able to move like Olympic runners. Their busty, long bodies in motion, hair flowing behind them, was a sight to behold. 

He knew what would happen next.

They would come to his car and beg to see him. They would start with such gentle, soft requests. 

Can’t they just say hello? Can we just shake hands? They would want to give him a hug, sneak a kiss. They would talk about how big and strong he was, the massivity of his cock they were feeling through his pants. 

They’d ask if he thought they were pretty enough to fuck him. They’d ask if they were worthy of him. They’d ask if they deserved his cock, because he deserved to only have girls who were worthy. They would all fall to him in worship.

They would probably ask about Gale—and offer to teach her how to suck his cock. They would want to tutor her, because nothing was more important to these women than that he had a daughter who capital-R Respected her Father.

And Stephen, as right as he wanted to be, knew something else too: he knew he’d give in, like he always did. 

He shifted the truck into gear.

But not today. The tires squealed as he ran the red light and sped down the road.

* * * * *
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SEVEN MINUTES LATER, Stephen turned down the fifth neighborhood detour in a row—this one five streets behind the grocery store and two blocks up from Hobbs Park—and saw another gaggle of eager, short-skirted high-heeled women bursting with joy to see him and rushing obsequiously toward his car. 

Quickly, he kicked the car in reverse and slammed the wheel around, knocking over what must have been his third mailbox in ten minutes, searching again for a street that was clear.

The problem now was that these women apparently knew his automobile and they were communicating with each other. Maybe they had some kind of message board set up, or a massive text chain. Perhaps some kind of app—the Neighwhorehood or similar. However it happened, no matter the road he drove on, there were women stepping out to greet him.

They all looked so deeply happy, was the thing. They were thrilled to see him! And then whenever he chanced a look back, they were always so devastated to see him driving away. The hot Kylie-fueled kink with Rhonda aside, Stephen actually hated seeing a woman unhappy. That was part of why he had lied to Marisa for so long about their money problems, the work problems, and his drinking. 

Well, of course, he’d also lied to her about his drinking because of his drinking as well. You had to protect your drinking when you were a drunk—certainly no one else was sitting around waiting for an excuse to make sure you were able to keep drinking! Wives could be a nuisance, wanting you to change your life for the better and give up the only thing that made your existence worth going on for. 

Stephen tried back road after back road to no avail, slowly pushing deeper into the nest of suburban subdivisions that surrounded his home—each time there were women waiting for him, carefully coordinating and smiling and shouting his name and often outright begging to suck his cock. 

Each and every woman was a sexual fantasy—angel-faced with long legs and a tight body, usually busty beyond reason with gravity-mocking tits, and always dressed like lustful dynamos. 

Down one street, every woman was in lingerie. Their stockings shimmered in the sunlight. Down another, every woman was a cheerleader, holding pom-poms and bouncing up and down to cheer his arrival. 

Another sported nothing but tall, dark-haired women in evening gowns and hair with long one-sided parts, casting him seductive glances from underneath heavily-hooded eyes. He spied freshly prepared dinners waiting for him through the large windows of each house. They would suck him and stroke him and ride him and make him feel like a king.

On a street with what looked liked several barely-legal teenagers dressed trendily in miniskirts and slogan tees, several held hastily-written signs. 

I’m ovulating!

Train me please!

Let me help teach Gale to suck you off!

God, but these women really knew how to get to him. Precum drenched his trousers. He looked like he had walked through a flood. 

Finally, he found a farm road that led to an abandoned lot. It didn’t go anywhere, but he could use it to drop off the car and try to continue on foot. 

Using the sun as a guide, he moved through the woods until he rejoined civilization in a half-built cul-de-sac lot. He wasn’t positive, but he thought he was just a few miles from his own neighborhood. Stephen had never been much for surreptitiousness, but thankfully, the waves and waves of bimbo babes filling the streets didn’t make it that hard. He just had to listen for the sounds of begging and confusion and wanting and aching and head away from it.

He walked up to a nearby fence, hiding behind a small oak tree while a gaggle of bimbo nurses moaned and tittered and squeezed their heavy, lactating tits. The smell was almost unbearably arousing. They were just up the street at a corner, and if he walked out now, they would see him for sure. He had to wait.

Nearby was a fence—when these bimbos left, he’d hop it and make his way that way, from one backyard to another. He’d read about someone doing it in a story at some point. 

He wondered, with all the new construction going on, if these houses would ever be finished. When they started this lot, Marisa had originally wanted to buy a home here—the houses were much more expensive and luxurious than their own—and he had been reminded of this fact every time he drove with her and she requested they do a drive-by “just to take a look.”

He would deny her, or drive past and pretend not to hear, or the one or two times she really managed to get him to take that look, he’d been just awful about it. Moaning and complaining the whole time. 

In truth, Stephen had always been an awful father and an even worse husband. He resented Marisa for reminding him of the money he wasn’t able to earn because he drank instead. He resented her especially for wanting a new house because it meant she was looking for the future with him—looking for a way to improve their family, when all he wanted was to sink into drink. And he couldn’t respect her when she could never see that. 

Whatever changed when the totem was destroyed, he hoped he could retain this firm, fervent lack of need to fill himself with alcohol at every waking second. He’d been relieved of the need to get drunk now for two whole days almost, and it felt terrific.

The gaggle of bimbos at the corner finally moved on and he watched them walk for a while, stroking himself as he did, before finally moving on and going up and over the fence as planned.

Once he was in the yard, he walked to the other side, hoisted himself up and over again, and walked to the next fence.

He went on like this for some time, traversing mostly by backyards and sometimes by the rare street, hoisting himself up over fences and through gates. It was physical work but it did help to distract him from the pangs of need his cock sent his brain’s way every time he heard a transformed beauty’s recitation of love for him in the distance. 

Doing this kind of work—physical work—at all was indeed a big shift for him. He had never been exactly obese, but he certainly had never been in shape. The changes that the girls suffered—enjoyed?—had somehow rubbed off on him, and he still hadn’t been able to put together why that was. Becoming some kind of accidental vampire of masculinity was the best explanation he’d come up with.

He was now stronger than he’d ever been—strong enough to kick a door off its hinges or toss a young mindfucked beauty around without breaking a sweat. And his endurance and stamina were clearly astronomically high, as he had energy to burn even after spending most of the last two days virulently fucking the hell of out of pornographically-charged angels. 

Working his body cleared his head somewhat, especially now that he wasn’t gaping agog at a street full of living fantasies begging to be bred and enslaved to his will. 

The women were changed because of the tattoo. He guessed they had been taking them to the police station for some kind of “questioning,” using the force of authority to compel and coerce innocent women into custody. Then they tattooed them, probably deeply against their will, turning them into mindfucked slaves for Stephen to enjoy or not depending on how much they pleased him. 

Which was, as hot as it made him to think about, rather fucked up. 

But how did any of that change him? Was it something in the air? Something transferred to him from holding the totem in the first place? Why would it affect all the men? Were they being tattooed and he just hadn’t seen it?

He had to put such thoughts to one side as he casually climbed another fence—getting rather close to his home, only a home or two away, he was certain—and came across two gorgeous women in bikinis sitting by their pool.

They sunbathed, both of them wearing bright red bikinis. They looked almost like sisters, with thick blond hair and heavy, bountiful breasts. Their legs were long, and the tight confines of the swimsuits they wore exposed how delectably thin their bodies were. 

Was this Maude and Gertrude? That was the lesbian couple who lived next door.

No, no. That didn’t make sense. Maude and Gertrude were his neighbors, but they were incredibly old. Maude had suffered a recent bout with cancer and was on the losing end of the aftershocks, and Gertrude was so thoroughly stressed from dealing with that and caring for her that she had been losing her hair, taking to wearing bandanas and wraps. 

These two were ethereal, young beauties. They looked barely eighteen, outside of the bright lustful wisdom he saw in their eyes.

They had seen him, of course. Sitting up on one arm like swimsuit models and smiling at his approach. They began to get out of their seats, strutting toward him, licking their lips. Needing his attention. Every single part of them vibrant, youthful, lustful, and thin.  

He knew where this was going—and so did his cock. The sun had managed to dry out his pants a little, making them stiff and hard to walk in. But now, seeing their bodies displayed just for him, his cock gushed again and his pants began to fall away. 

The fabric was too weak to stand up to his masculine power. Soon, he was naked from the waist down, with his cock straining and urging him forward.

“Ladies...” he put up his hands like he was backing away even as he stepped toward them. 

Both rose up to meet him and soon they were on him. Heavy tits pushing up against his arms. Maude dropped to her knees. She had the longer, straighter hair of the two.  

He had a whole series of protests on his lips but they acted so fast. Gertrude started kissing his neck and telling him how handsome he was. Her hair was thicker, and she had freckles all along her shoulders and nose. 

“How did you know we’ve been waiting for you?” she whispered. “It’s been so long.”

“Our whole lives.”

This was the last thing Maude said before slipping her lips across his cock. 

It wasn’t exactly sexual assault, because he certainly wasn’t fighting it, but he didn’t know that he was asking for it either. He was still sure he could stop this at any time. 

But was that really the best idea?

Maude slid deeper on his cock. She was struggling with its girth; this absolute knockout blonde that could headline any strip club in America could barely take him in. 

He was so close to his home. What if Marisa was there? Worse, what if fucking Gale was there? 

Didn’t he want to have a quick fuck to relieve himself so he could have his mind straight before he got there? Didn’t that just make sense? 

Maude groaned as her jaw opened wider and his cockhead pushed against the soft tissue of her throat. Gertrude gripped the bulge there while she kissed Stephen’s chest, shoulders, and face. 

And if he was going to let Maude suck his cock, he may as well just fuck her, right? His cum was going in her regardless. And so there was no reason at all, in that case, to not do the same for Gertrude. 

And honestly he would have to do it a second time for both, just because the first time would be full of panic and fear for him, and he wanted to be able to honestly enjoy their presence. 

And at that point, really, just go for the hat trick and make it three—Stephen hated doing things in doubles and three always was a nice round number for him...

Looking down, he tried to see some reason not to fuck these women. But all he saw was two eager women desperate to make him cum, desperate to be bred by his all-powerful cock. 

He was trying to make things right, and he certainly wasn’t going to do that if he didn’t fuck these women senseless. That only made sense. He was losing his morality if he didn’t fuck them.

Right?

Maude’s mouth lifted off his cock. “I worship you. I want to name all my babies after your glory, Master.”

Yeah...yeah, that was right.

* * * * *
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FIVE FUCK SESSIONS later—that’s five each for Gertrude and for Maude—Stephen left their house and left the two brilliantly young lesbian lovers lying on the floor exhausted from his attention. 

He walked out the front door and down the driveway, taking the short sidewalk path to his home. It took him a moment to really confirm that it was his home. The only thing he recognized was that it still had a tall, flat roof. 

Stephen had some elaborate plan for entering his house through a back window that was totally thrown out when he realized his entire house had changed. 

Something—he assumed another effect of the totem—had left his house remarkably different than even yesterday morning. It was deeper, advertising more room than he would have thought possible. There were no more neighbors behind them, somehow, and so there was plenty of room to go backward. The fading color of the bricks in the front had been saturated fully and were now a deep, pleasant red. The windows, in particular, were tall and wide. No longer the kind that opened up a bit to tell air in. Instead, they were the kind that announced to everyone in the neighborhood what was happening in the house. 

Showy. Flaunting. Vain. Just like his fantasy of a wife had always been. 

So instead, with a solid fuck it, Stephen—still completely naked after fucking his neighbors—just walked through the front door. The house was unlocked, of course; what was there to worry about in regard to crime in this town anymore? 

The inside was just as showy and arrogant as the outside was now. He had expected the vaulted ceilings from the way it looked on the outside. He hadn’t expected the immaculately-constructed chandeliers, the cabinets of crystal finery, the new furniture that looked like it had arrived off a magazine cover. Twin marble staircases leading into an upstairs that was at least five feet higher up than it had been yesterday morning. Thick, heavy fur rugs in the den—the den that was also brand new—in front of a roaring fireplace for a chimney that must have been recently de-bricked. 

He found what he was looking for in his brand-new den. The totem was on top of the luxurious, meticulously-cleaned mantle. The wood was so polished he could see his reflection in it. 

It was hard to pin down what the totem looked like exactly. Like a series of infinity loops all thrumming and closing in on each other. The totem didn’t move, not exactly, but it was built to look like it did, and each time he tried to follow the pattern of its architecture, it eluded him. 

The power it exuded made his cock hard again, even drained so much and so often by Gertrude and Maude. 

High-heeled steps sounded off on the marble floor behind him. Stephen’s heart immediately began to race. 

“Oh, my husband,” Marisa moaned. “I’m so happy you’re home.”

Shit.

Immediately, Stephen closed his eyes. Still trying to deny reality, after all this. She wrapped her hands around his neck and started kissing him. He could feel her press her gorgeous tits against his back, her tiny, tall frame feeling so light against his impossibly heavy masculinity. 

“Darling...” she said after a moment, slowly slinking between him and the mantle. “...why are your eyes closed, my love?”

Because you’re probably so fucking hot right now that I don’t know if I can stand to look at you without fucking you into next week.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to control myself if I see you.”

“Oh, Husband,” she giggled. “You flatter me. But surely you’re so strong that you can handle anything?”

Well, of course that’s true.

He didn’t even have time to examine the contradictory nature of that thought before his eyes opened and his worst fears—such as they were—were fully realized. 

Marisa dressed in a soft silk robe and lingerie, the robe parted just so to show off her dynamite figure and stellar bust. Long waves of hair fell down one side, done-up like she was going to a gala to celebrate specifically her beauty. Her tits pushing up toward him, the cleavage decorated with an array of jewels—as were her hands, her wrists, her ears. Shining and sparkling everywhere. She looked like a dream; he had trouble standing up just seeing her.

This was different than Maude or Gertrude or Kylie or Rhonda or any of the other bimbos flaunting around town—this was a goddess. She was worthy of his respect and attention, and by god she had it. His cock pushed up into her midsection and she absently and obediently began stroking him right away.  

At her feet was Gale, prostrating in a yoga-type child’s pose. Her thin, gorgeous body on display just for Daddy. Dressed in the after-wear version of Mommy’s outfit—the heels a bit lower, but the gown even racier. Lower cut, and higher hemline.

“We’ve been aching for you all day, though of course that’s nothing new. But when you didn’t come home last night, I was so worried you wouldn’t be cumming in whoever you wanted—”

“Yes, well that’s understandable—what?”

“—there were so many girls here last night I was desperate for you to fuck. I’ve cultivated such a pristine arrangement of virgins and vixens for you, each one picked especially for—”

“Why would you do that? Why would you be collecting a harem for me?”

“You weren’t going to gather them all. You said it was too much work. You told me to do it. But to be honest, I rather enjoyed it. Each one was prettier than the last, though of course, none as pretty as me.”

“I believe that.”

She smiled adroitly. “That’s nicer. That’s more like the reception I’d love to hear from my darling husband when he hears about his gathered harem. I sent them all home. We didn’t know where you went off to. Won’t you leave us with a message next time? Abigail’s only too happy to obey you. I had to hear from Ella that you were acting odd. Are you still acting odd?”

Gale was licking his feet. God help him, he might have to kick his daughter in the face. 

“I don’t mind, you see. Of course not, my love. I adore the girls I’ve found you. It’s just I hate to see how disappointed they were when they couldn’t touch you. Fuck you. Stroke you.”

She accentuated this point by speeding up her own strokes on his cock. 

Stephen, his wits suddenly about him again, yelled out and stepped back, holding the totem like it was some kind of weapon.

“I have to end this,” he said. “This is over.”

“Over?” Marisa raised an eyebrow. 

He had to bust it before she convinced him not to. All these crazy succubi bitches had schemes on schemes on schemes to keep him hard and happy and there was no telling what she might decide to do. 

“I can’t let you stay like this. You look fabulous and—”

“Do I? Thank you, darling. It is just for you. And only you, forever.”

“Forever, Daddy,” Gale moaned from her new place around her mother’s leg.

His daughter was making a puddle of lust on the floor. Marisa’s long arm reached down to her head and gripped her tight, easily advertising that she could hold her down on his massive cock if that’s what he wanted. 

These two perfect, utterly perfect women. They would hate him after this. They would despise him. They would want to kill him and he’d probably deserve it. But at least they would be normal. 

“Please, Daddy?” Gale moaned, staring at him with her big eyes. “Please, let me suck your cock?”

That was too much. 

He smashed the artifact in his hand—god, he was strong now—and just in case that wasn’t enough, he threw it to the ground and stamped down on it. 

The power leaving the artifact was evident—a bright flash of terrible red energy, crackling and zapping up and out, spreading throughout the house. Everything felt it expanded and then contracted. The air felt electric for several moments—but then it seemed to settle down.

Several deep breaths. How would this work? Would everyone change all at once? Would his wife immediately hate him again, his daughter hold him in complete disdain? What were the rules of magic?

“Oh.” Marisa giggled behind him. “Oh, dear. That’s not how you do that at all.”

“What?”

“I mean, if you had asked me, I would have told you. Even if I didn’t agree with the decision, it’s a wife’s duty to do as her husband says. But it’s also a wifely duty to tell her husband when he’s wrong? Destroying that totem doesn’t mean this is over.”

Stephen was flabbergasted. “What?”

“In fact, it kind of means this can’t be over.”

“What?”

“It was, I don’t know exactly to put it. Magic is weird. But it wasn’t the source of the power that flows through you and all of us, now. It was more like the remote, turning you on as a source for that power. It had an on switch, which I surmise was activated when you gave it to me? But the off switch, well...”

He looked down at the fragments of the totem. Much of it was powder; it had been so fragile and he was so frightfully strong now. There would be no putting it back together. 

Gale was close to tears. Just seeing her lovely face like that broke his heart. 

“Baby, what’s wrong?” he asked. 

“I kind of wanted you to undo it, Daddy.”

“What?” Marisa looked shocked. “Why? We’ve talked so much about how much happier we are, my sweetling.”

“Oh, I know, and I am. I hated my old self. I hated Daddy so much; it was so wrong of me. I love him now like a good daughter should. It’s just...maybe I would be better at sucking cock if everything went back to the way it was. Or maybe I wouldn’t hate it so much that I disappointed him.”

Marisa leaned over and shushed her. Stephen had to admire the perfect globes of her ass as she did.

“It’s all right, sweetie. You know I’ll teach you how to do it just right for Daddy. I’ll hold you down and everything, just like we said. He’s so big and you’ll want to say no, but we’ll both know you won’t need to and you’ll be stuffed full of his big Daddy cock in your tiny virgin pussy in no time, and—”

“Holy shit, no.” Stephen shook his head. 

“You don’t want to fuck your daughter, Master?” Marisa held Gale by the face, pinching her cheeks just so. “But she needs it.”

He was so tired of pretending he was something he wasn’t and fighting this. 

“No, that’s not what I mean. I mean she didn’t do a bad job of sucking my cock.”

He sat down on the nearby leather couch, exhausted. The material felt like it cost more than his yearly salary per square inch. 

“What? But you ran away right after. And you didn’t stay for her to suck you off again at breakfast...”

“I was scared,” he threw up his hands. “I didn’t know what was happening. I was scared because it was the best blowjob I’d ever had.”

Marisa’s smile lit up the whole room. “Do you hear that, my darling? Daddy thinks you’re even better than me!”

“That’s what I’m saying,” said Stephen. “I don’t remember you ever sucking my cock, Marisa. Maybe once on our wedding night. But the rest of the time, you said it was—”

“—Too undignified, yes. But you made me apologize for that, darling. You taught me all about what a proper woman is. Arrogant and needy and aching and vain and materialistic and weak and pliant and seductive and—”

“Stop.”

He reached up and—without even thinking—drew Marisa onto his lap. She casually began stroking him, listening intently with her whole face and body. Listening like he’d never experienced her before. It was surreal, being the entirety of the focus of a woman with her kind of ethereal beauty. He hardly even noticed when her stroking—which started right away, fitting on him like a sheath over a sword—was replaced by Gale’s gentle kisses and licks and then slurping, schlocking, and moaning. Marisa placed a knowing hand on their daughter’s head, guiding her up and down. Patient, loving, attentive.

Casually, he explained all of it—his whole adventure from start to finish since waking up in a haze with Gale sucking him off. He stopped several times to tell her how good she was. It was lovely to watch her cum just from telling her she was a good girl. Her lips vibrated around his shaft each time an orgasm shook her thin frame. 

“That must have been so confusing,” said Marisa. “You poor, poor dear. So you don’t remember fucking me at all?”

“No.”

And he really, really wanted to. He had cum, repeatedly, down Gale’s throat as he retold the story. She loved it. Her young face, tits, and neck were absolutely smothered in his cum repeatedly. It seemed to absorb readily into her skin, making her appear even shinier. Her hair had grown several inches and intensified in its golden color, shining all by itself in the dim light of their den. 

“But Mommy is the hottest girl in the whole town,” said Gale, licking his cock. “And you deserve to fuck the hottest women ever.”

“And you don’t remember me taking Gale down on your cock for the first time?” said Marisa. “No matter how she squirmed, holding her for you while you drowned her throat in your holy seed?”

“Fuck.” He pulled Gale—who was smiling happily at the memory of her first throatfucking—back down on his cock. She fit there so easily. “No. No. Shit. I’m thinking it must have been something to do with booze withdrawal. I was just in a weird funk while the totem was clearing all those toxins out of my system. And I guess I let you be in charge of making me happy after I somehow made you into the ‘perfect wife.’”

Marisa crawled around on his lap, holding herself steady with long arms wrapped around his neck. Her pussy resting on the top and back of Gale’s head. Grinding there while she soaked in the majesty of her masculine husband. Keeping Gale—in this position—from getting any gulps of anything except for his cock. 

“I want to feel it,” Marisa moaned. “I want to feel your cum hit the back of her skull, please? I want to feel my daughter’s head while you fuck it. And then I need you inside me, please.”

God, that was so sick, so hot. He needed to, suddenly and absolutely. He needed to do only and exactly that. 

Making out with Marisa—hotter than any model or celebrity he’d ever seen, her face so smooth and defined and shiny—she ground her pussy on the back of Gale’s head while his daughter choked down his cock. 

“Cum for me, Master,” she moaned. “Give me my gift? Give me my reward for changing this town for you. Just for you. Show me how much you love my daughter. Cum for me. Cum for me, Daddy? Please, Daddy?”

She knew her secret weapons well. He couldn’t resist that, not after being sucked for so long by Gale.

Cumming wasn’t the end of lust for him anymore—only something else that exponentiated it. It changed his disposition like a spray of precum used to, making him need to fuck even more. 

And so he came down his daughter’s tight, eighteen year-old throat. He came so hard that he know Marisa felt it deep in her cunt, even through the thick, soft layers of Gale’s hair. But cumming was no longer the end, and he wanted more.

Cumming still, he pulled out and sprayed down Gale and shoved Marisa into the couch, entering her mercilessly. She was so fucking thin, so tall, so busty, so hot! How was she even fucking real?

It felt like every thrust should break her in half. Instead, she was so soft, so warm that he felt like he was fucking inside a pink cloud.  

Inside his wife. Finally fucking his wife in the first real time in he didn’t even know how long. 

“You’re so fucking good!” Marisa moaned. “My husband! My husband! My husband, the king! The god! You’re my god!”

He had only managed a few dozen strokes—barely working himself up in her uber-tight pussy—when Gale recovered and slipped up next to her Mommy. Their legs wrapped and pushed against each other and him. 

It was messy, slippery, hot. Their heavy tits leaked beautiful milk and Stephen couldn’t stop squeezing them at every turn, needing to feel more and more of their lusciously gorgeous bodies.  

“He’s fucking you, Mommy,” she whimpered. “Oh Mommy, Mommy, Daddy’s fucking you so good, so hard, oh Mommy...”

“I know, baby,” Marisa moaned. “I know, my good girl. He’s so good. He’s such a man. He’s all that is man. He’s our man. We’re so lucky...lucky...lucky...!” 

Her body cascaded into another round of glorious, operatic orgasms. Gale joined in just from watching her mother cum to her Daddy’s virtuoso strokes. 

Good lord. Stephen may have been all that was man, but he was still a man. 

Shaking, trembling, his hands tight around both their throats, Stephen unleashed inside of Marisa. 

His cum emptied out of him and he felt like he might genuinely have nothing left. He sprayed and sprayed, load after load, unleashing all the frustrations of the past forty-eight hours inside her. 

And like a good wife, she absorbed it all with gratitude and lust. 

“Oh my god,” Marisa moaned, stroking his body with admiration. “I’m knocked up for sure this time. I can feel it. You made me so pregnant, Master.”

“Good,” he said. “Wives are always pregnant for their man.”

Marisa licked his neck. “And daughters too?”

Both of them turned to look at Gale. So fresh. So young. So virginal. 

“Do it, Master,” Marisa whispered. 

They both closed in on the trembling young virgin, fear and desire competing in her eyes. Marisa tugged her into him, ass on the slippery couch, one hand on her shoulder.  

“Like I said...I promise to hold her down.” 

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Taboo Harem
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I didn’t think I would go through with it, with any of it—with the wishes, the changes, the darkness—but then I see the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person at the grocery store. The woman I’ve been obsessed with, at a distance, for my entire adult life. 

Sasha Wilhelm.

Tall. Incredibly fit. A little older than me, approaching her early thirties. The kind of face that looks deliberately polished, like you see all the time with women who have jobs in something to do with their aesthetics. 

She’s built like a dancer, lean and narrow and willowy, but I know she’s a cheerleader. A professional cheerleader for the pro football team in my town, the job she landed after winning the regional, national, and world-wide beauty queen contests more than a decade ago. 

Hair feathered and long, deep shiny chestnut brown, and perfect posture. I mean perfect posture, supported by years of long, slow, arduous workouts meant to completely define her musculature for showing off. I’ve never seen a waist so tiny on a woman in person; hell, maybe not even in pictures. Wearing tight black yoga tights with shiny silver strips on the side; a knot-tied white t-shirt to show off her incredible abs and lovely bust and a short leather jacket that puts a spectacular framing on her form. Tall, delicate high heels make her tower over every other woman in the store literally, while her beauty and wealth make her tower metaphorically.

I’ve just gotten here; I was taking a walk after my encounter with the weird masked stranger, thought of my empty fridge at home, and decided to fill up my stomach before I made any real decisions about fucking with reality with a wishing stone. 

Had I thought about Sasha Wilhelm as I walked home?

All your wishes, probable or implausible, yours to devour and enjoy.

That’s what she promised me, the stranger. So yeah, I had thought a little about the woman who I’ve been obsessed and crushing on my entire adult life, the woman I have a catalog of thousands of photos of in very organized folders on my computer, the woman whose gorgeous face I could draw from memory and still never do it the justice she deserves. 

But actually being with her because of wishes felt cheap somehow, my adult brain told me. When you actually encounter a fantasy in reality, it often turns more into a nightmare. How many women have fantasies of sex with awful, toxic overbearing men? They would rather have a heart attack than actually live out those fantasies—that's why they're fantasies. 

I was starting to think that I would be better off wishing for a reasonable stock portfolio, or a high-paying career built on an abundance of mastered skills, that kind of thing. 

Of course, that very adult, reasonable decision-making process fell to pieces at the first beautiful woman I see—and the object of years of obsessive lust besides. 

And listen—can you blame me? How often do you see a beautiful woman? Not just an attractive woman—no offense to them, but there are lots of those. 

But this girl—this woman—isn’t just attractive. She’s beautiful. There’s a difference; it’s why sculptors will spend years of their life trying to recreate aesthetic perfection and end up with something abstract instead of accurate; real beauty is ethereal, ephemeral. It’s difficult if not impossible to quantify, but you see it in the way that a truly gorgeous woman turns her head, adjusts her blouse, reaches out to look at a box of cauliflower pasta...

I realize I’m staring at Sasha, the way I’ve done on my screens for years. She puts down the pasta box and grabs another. After a moment, she notices me staring and has no reaction; she’s used to it, I’m sure. 

And maybe it’s that—that lack of reaction—that fills me the most with the desire to act. She’s not repulsed, afraid, or intrigued. I’m nothing to her, less than a threat and not even a curiosity. There’s no respect whatsoever for the desire inside me, the lust that fills me and has filled me with years at her incredible form. 

“I wish she wanted to flirt with me,” I say softly, holding the stone tight in my hands, “and that she thought I was the most attractive guy she’s ever seen.”

The stone is small and white, about the size and shape of four quarters stacked on top of each other. It’s smooth, and strangely cold—only, when I say the wish, suddenly it’s not. It’s hot in my hands—right beneath scalding, like a shower that is pleasantly almost-too-warm.

But nothing happens. She keeps walking, her magnificent ass swaying from side to side. 

Every wish has a price, and you must name it.

That’s what the stranger told me. 

Your soul. Your life. Or, the soul or life of others. 

It works in slices, she told me. The bigger the wish, the bigger the slice. 

And—okay, here’s the weird part. 

Holding the stone? I can sort of sense how big of a slice it will take. It’s not much, a fraction of a fraction of a fraction. I guess making a woman hot and bothered enough to flirt isn’t that big of an ask for a stone that can reshape reality.

I don’t really want to take any part of my soul away, and I certainly am never going to take from the lives of others. So there’s only one choice. It feels like it will only be a few weeks anyway.

“My life,” I say. “I pay the price with—”

I don’t even have to finish the sentence. I feel something lifted from me, a distant emptiness that runs away into the shadows on the backs of a wind only I feel. 

It’s a mistake, I realize right away. It’s stupid, it’s wrong to do that. What was I thinking? Just to have a pretty lady notice—

Then Sasha stops in her tracks, turns back around, and smiles at me.

It’s the sexiest fucking smile I’ve ever seen. Knowing; inviting; lustful. 

Totally worth it.

* * * * *
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WE INTRODUCE OURSELVES and do a little small talk. I was wrong all this time, looking at her from afar, she’s not beautiful; she’s flawless. Up close, she’s even hotter than I thought from years of stroking to her ultra high-definition image. Plus now, she’s smiling at me, touching my hand and arm, and playing with her hair. 

“That’s so funny that we just bumped into each other here.” She laughs. Her voice is lightly, beautifully dusted from her home country in Europe. “I can’t believe we’re almost neighbors!”

It’s very likely that people living near each other would go to the same grocery store, actually, but I’m not going to ruin her vibes. I may have—may have—chosen to live where I do because I thought it might to some kind of chance encounter where I saw her in person. 

Maybe. 

I know it sounds like I’m some kind of crazy stalker, and maybe I am. But believe me when I say that, prior to being able to wish my way around the planet, I had no plans to escalate further than just living near her (which sounds awfully bad when I say it all in a row like that). 

Like I said, actually talking to her would almost certainly ruin the fantasy. She’s married to a fucking football star (even if he is an adulterous moron); I’m a doughy software engineer. 

Why would I ever want to see that kind of disdain on her face if I actually tried to talk with her? I’ve seen the way she can sneer at others—cheerleaders on her team or men at highly-publicized parties who she finds uninteresting—and I’d do anything to never have her look at me like that. It would be heartbreaking, a complete undoing of years of research, attention, and affection. 

Besides, we’re not neighbors-neighbors. She lives in Fairville Heights, the nicest part of town. Even their gates have gates, and they're all ivory. 

I live one street over in the crappy apartment complex full of people who live in fear of the people who own the houses in her neighborhood deciding they don’t want cheap housing near them and getting us all evicted and having the complex bulldozed down. It’s happened before; it doesn’t pay to be poor in this town. 

The wealth on her is obvious; the diamond bracelet on her elegant, thin wrists. Pearl earrings. Rings of every kind on most of her fingers. Designer yoga tights from some ultra-lux boutique studio in New York; her leather jacket that looks like it costs more than my six-month income being a reasonably-employed computer janitor. 

“So what do you do?” I ask, feeling suave.

That’s a cool, correct thing to ask a flirty girl, right? What they do? I wish I knew. 

“Oh, I’m a cheerleader.” She smiles, gripping my bicep again and then laughs. “Oh, I mean, like a player coach? I’m the coach for the Queens. You know them?”

I struggle not to laugh, and settle for a little barely-controlled chuckling. 

Holy shit, do I know the Queens? I’ve just been following your entire career since you were eighteen and won Miss Globe in a landslide and turned down several offers to be Miss Globe-For-Life, Sasha; yeah, I might know a thing or two. 

Hell, I’d probably know about them even if I wasn’t pathetically fixated on Sasha. The only thing our stupid town puts money into is our football team, the Sovereigns—and they put all their money into it, as Sasha's outfit will attest to (although her gig as a social media influencer is certainly helping with that as well). 

They call their cheerleading team the Queens, I guess because someone decided that was super clever. Each Queen is sensationally hot. Every few months, one of them gets in trouble for causing too many fights at a local nightclub. The most recent troublemaker has been their latest recruit—Sasha's own adopted daughter, Madison. She raised Madison from birth and everyone thinks they're naturally related, including my cock when I stroke it nonstop to the pictures I've gathered of them wearing their cheerleading uniforms side by side. 

“Oh, wow.” I can’t stop staring at her heaving, perfect tits inside the tight confines of her top. I try to think of what someone cool in a movie might say. “I thought you had to be...you know, senior to be a coach.”

She smiles and punches me in the arm. “Flatterer.”

It was awkward, bold-faced flattery, but it was also rather honest. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have thought Sasha could be over twenty-nine, max. Maybe even as young as twenty-five. Her skin is shining, bright, and poreless. She looks AI-generated. I’m stupidly hard. My cock pushes against my jeans, straining to join in on the conversation. 

“So look,” I say, taking a chance. “Do you want to get out of here?”

She gives me a curious smile. “How do you mean?”

Summoning all my courage, I hold her hands. This is the most daring thing I’ve ever done, and I drive a forty year-old car on a four-lane highway every day to go to work. 

“You know I’m the most attractive guy you’ve ever seen, right?”

She whimpers just slightly. My hard-on swells. I can’t believe I just saw I creature this perfect whimper like that. 

Her voice drops the flirty facade and becomes very low. Her eyes downcast. “...yeah. Yes.”

“What do you want to do about that?”

She bites her lip. It’s plump, pillowy. I want to fall into them. “So, so many things, James. But...”

“But what?”

She holds up her left hand. “I’m...attached. And I’ve never felt so tempted. Like this. But I can’t be disloyal. That’s not who I am.”

I look again at the several rings that adorn her fingers; her digits are long and soft and mesmerizingly delicate. One of them is her wedding ring, but I honestly can’t tell. They’re all loaded with ice. I know her husband is rich as hell from his football contract with the Sovereigns. 

I was hoping, I guess, that her finding me so attractive would have affected her loyalty to her marriage. It’s admirable that it didn’t, to be honest, especially considering her shithole cheating husband—and her principles being so steadfast in the face of magical corruption only make me want her more. 

I want her principled lips wrapped around my cock; I want her loyalty unwavering to someone new. 

“Right,” I say. “Of course.”

“But,” she says, gulping. “I mean...I don’t know how to say this.” Her hands slide over mine. It’s so intense to have a woman like her want me like this. She draws my hand into her body. “I really wish I didn’t care about that, right now.”

“I wish that too,” I say, not thinking.

Shit.

And there it is again, in my head—the feeling of the different prices, the amount that each would take. It’s not quite a visual; it’s hard to explain. You know how when you’ve picked up a can of soda once, you know how heavy it will feel in your hand every time? It’s like that.

My life, I think. I pay with—

I gasp, feeling the month of my life leave my body—a month that will never be mine again. It’s chilling, excoriating, like a thousand atom-sized bullets running through my veins.

I can’t keep doing that one.

“What?” 

I’ve bent over; Sasha is checking on me. 

“James? Are you okay?”

“S-sure,” I say, winded. “Sorry, I just...”

Then I see the look in her eyes. Wet. Warm. Pleading. Needy.

She wraps her arms around mine, holding me tight.

“I need to take care of you,” she whispers in my ear. “I need it right now.”

We forget our groceries in the aisle.

* * * * *
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SHE REALLY DOES LIVE close by, and there’s no series of  one-way streets and extra-long traffic lights to deal with like there is in my crowded neighborhood. Nine and a half minutes later, I’m inside of Sasha’s house, on her blood red leather couch, with Sasha in my lap. Her living room is large and spacious behind two large walnut doors she shuts with no ceremony. A high-pile rug the size of a swimming pool is beneath us, blue and soft.

Her ass grinds into my crotch, my swelling cock straining against my pants to meet her. 

“I’ve never felt anything like this before.” Each whisper is a caress against my ear and cheek, her plush lips sliding against my skin. “I feel like my soul is on fire, I need you so, so bad...”

With each phrase, she punctuates her words with hot, easy grinding motions from her perfect round ass on my straining cock. Her cheerleading job means her abdominal muscle control has been perfected through years of training. 

I am trying to keep up, but mostly I am just amazed. Every few seconds I’m leaning into her neck to kiss her hungrily or groping her hefty bosom, but it’s hard to keep it up because she’s so into it. Every touch and kiss and feel makes her shudder with what appears to be a lifetime storage of lust and abandon. The look in her eyes is almost mad with desire; the wishing stone really did a number on her.  

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whimpers. “I can’t believe how sexy you are...”

Her lips run up and down my neck and finally her hands reach down to my pants. She’s a little puzzled, I think, by my reticence and lack of initiative. 

It’s not from lack of desire, I want to tell her—I’ve just never done anything like this before either. 

I’m not experienced at all. Like, zilch. As in—I’m a virgin, and I’m about to lose my virginity with the hottest woman I’ve ever met, the woman I’ve wanted my whole life, the woman I’ve closed down my entire social life just to stare at alone in my dark apartment and stroke to for hours.

Except when she grabs my cock through my pants, my straining needy aching shaft and head, I can feel the need to cum almost overwhelm me. 

I’m not...! Shit!

I can’t fucking believe this. I’m embarrassed to admit it. But I’m so excited, so overwhelmed with lust, that she’s going to make me cum in my pants. Fuck!

“I wish I could last as long as I want,” I say, barely audible. I’m hoping the sound waves don’t have to reach to the stone in my pocket, because I certainly don't want them to reach Sasha's ears. “Be as hard as I want, whenever I want.” 

After a moment, the stone burns again, letting me know it’s ready for the price to be taken. 

No more life, though; I fucking can’t. It’s too hard, too much. 

And the only other person here is Sasha—I’m certainly not fucking taking anything of hers. 

It’s my soul, then. How bad could it be to lose a little soul?

Almost as soon as I think that, I feel it whipped away. Some kind of spectral lash snapping, cracking, lashing it out of me. And though that hurts, for a moment, I feel...

I feel fine?

In fact, I feel better about doing this than I have this whole time. 

Guilt over busting up her marriage disappears. Mixed feelings about affecting her mind how I have go away completely.

This is fucking right to do. Sasha wants me. Sure, I made her want me, but who cares? If she wasn’t made to fuck me, I don’t know who was. And yeah, maybe she’s got a husband, but now she’s going to have a man, right? It’s exactly what she needs. 

Plus, he's a dumb bastard anyway—fooling around on this goddess when she clearly would have loved him if he knew how to treat her right. 

My cock swells underneath her, fully under my control. Surging with confidence, I lift up and toss Sasha down to the couch, where she giggles and squeals in anticipation. 

I lose the pants, and my cock springs free. Sasha eyes it with open delight and wet lips, whimpering, her fingers dancing in the air gesturing for more. 

But is it my imagination or is there...?

Just a flicker of disappointment in it?

I can see her point of view. To want me so horribly bad, to have imagined the man beyond all men who she has needed for so long, and then to see my soldier standing at attention. He’s nothing to be ashamed of, perfectly in line with the average, but he’s hardly worthy of the kind of attention this goddess of beauty deserves, is it?

Doesn’t it make sense for it to be bigger, for her? She’s so gorgeous. 

The familiar lines of obsession begin to hook into my vision, scouring over her gorgeous face, her slender body, her collarbones so wet and shiny with the sweat of her efforts. I've stroked to candids of her looking like this after cheerleading practice so many times—seeing it up front, now, makes my knees weak and my mind burn with helpless lust. 

Aren’t I being selfish if I don’t give this beautiful woman a truly monster cock to fuck her brains out? 

But what if it’s...too big? Isn’t that a thing? Aren’t there some women with smaller vaginas? I read that in the Kama Sutra I think. I don’t want to hurt her...

...but then, there was that flicker, that disappointment, that tiny modality of acceptance she had to go through...

Beneath me, she stares back at my body with all the lust in the world. She is the essence of beauty itself; I cannot believe I’m in this situation. How do I not take advantage? How do I not give this beautiful creature everything she could possibly deserve?

I grab her legs and tug her tights off, using the action to muffle my words from her. 

“I wish,” I say softly, “for my cock to be as big as I want, whenever I want, and for my precum and cum to change my partners so they fit me perfectly.”

Another lashing of my soul for the wish stone; in my lust, I hardly feel it.

The change is instantaneous—and Sasha, watching my cock already with growing lust and anticipation, notices immediately. Her eyes widen as it grows inches in length and girth, hard and proud and long and thick, suddenly pushing up firmly against her dripping wet pussy lips where it had not before. I can feel new muscles developing in my abdomen, buttocks, and thighs to accommodate the new weight and keep it steady. My body, formerly kind of shapeless, already has more definition to it.

“Oh...fuck...” she moans, hands grasping at the air around me. “Y-you have...you have to put that inside me, please?”

This is more of the reaction I wanted. 

Maybe it was some kind of error or cosmic mistake, to put a wishing stone in the hands of a regular joe virgin like me. What else was I going to do but give myself a giant cock and make myself irresistible to gorgeous women? 

I’ll leave those questions for later.

Now, I slide into Sasha, marveling at her tight slickness. Her abdomen ripples as I shove deeper and deeper in—she’s changing to accommodate me. 

Suddenly, she stiffens, gasping, crying out and clawing my back.

“Oh my god, sl-slow down, oh my god, I’m going to cuuuum...”

And she does, just like that. Her voice catches, pitching high and becoming a thrilling, gasping shout of my name over and over—“James, James, James, James...”

I’ve made my first woman cum, the first woman I’ve fucked; a beautiful woman. My confidence surges with my cock, my entire body riding the thrilling pulsations of her trembling, orgasming body beneath me. Her brilliant bright eyes hold my gaze, and she's searching my soul for meaning, for truth, for what the fuck is going on with this fuck. She is utterly and totally malleable for me, penetrated by me, and I have never felt more powerful. 

Her cunt tightens, pulses, squeezes. Holding my cock tighter and tighter, trying to milk my seed from me—but I don’t cum yet. 

I’m in control of when I cum now, and I want to see her cum more before I do. 

Slowly, I back out just a bit, and then shove back in—and she cums again.

Every part of the shocked, awe-struck expression she had doubles. Stars fill her vision. She kisses me harder than she ever has, and just five minutes ago she was making out with me like we were on a crashing plane. 

“O-oh oh my god, oh my god, oh my god—!”

Her voice is so fucking sexy. I love her accent.

What had I said? Not just to fit my cock, but to fit me perfectly. 

Apparently “perfectly” means “a single stroke makes her cum instantly.”

Fine by me.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask, not really meaning it. Maybe it’s the soul I’m suddenly lacking, but I don’t really give a fuck what she says or thinks about the speed I fuck her. 

She shakes her head no. “Holy shit, please don’t ever stop...please keep going!”

And so I do—fucking her with more and more intensity and drive from one thrust to another. And each time—every time—this beautiful artwork cums for me and only for me. 

And I can’t help but want more. 

I should cum, first. I should cum in this completely willing, beautiful, professional cheerleader; I should impregnate her and make her mine before I do anything rash. 

I’m losing my mind. I don’t think I should do anything in this kind of situation except fuck—not make any big life decisions. Credit cards should be firmly banned from my hands.

But I’ve got a stone in my pocket that makes all my wishes come true, just so long as I’m willing to pay the price, and Sasha turns me on more than anyone I’ve ever met, seen, or been with. 

I want her, so fucking bad. She is the woman I’ve fantasized about my whole life—tall, dark-haired, busty, long-legged, and jaw-droppingly gorgeous. I need more. I want my wishes to carve her life out with me, like taking a knife to a block of wood. Anything that came before or that doesn’t match up with what I want can fucking go; fuck what she had. She has me now, and I want her.

“I wish you were totally in love with me,” I groan. The price is another slice of my soul. “Completely, hopelessly, endlessly in love with me and me alone. And I wish you were always honest with me.”

The look in her eyes shifts—she’s not just fucking a hot, giant-cocked stranger anymore. She’s fucking her love. Her man. She’s fucking the One. She starts whimpering, blubbering.

“Oh fuck, I am, I do, oh my god—I-I’m cumming again darling, oh fuck, d-darling I love you—!” 

That phrase is pure ecstasy to me and I cannot hold back any longer. My perfection, my obsession, my goddess under my control and orgasmically gasping her love for me. 

“Love you so much, so much, oh my god I've always loved you!”

Her voice, her thoughts seem to leave her.  Escaping in a rush of the constant pleasure my new cock brings her beautiful, tight, flawless body.

Light leaves my soul, and darkness takes its place—and I cum deep inside her. Love—intense and furious—fills my entire being. Whatever parts of my soul have left me, it just means there is more room now for the urgent, wicked, demanding exhortations of the lust-soaked loving crush I have for Sasha. But I do feel, in the kind of account that the stone shares with me in my mind, like there is not much soul left I can give without real problems starting to develop. 

When her orgasms slow to a steady, happy, manageable crawl, I exit her body with some regret, letting my cock soften to half-hardness. Sasha is just too completely hot to be completely soft around. It rests on top of her still-pulsing, gyrating crotch and she strokes me with eager, slow relish. My pre-cum shoots all over her tight twenty-inch waist and eight-pack abdomen. I rip off her remaining clothes, leaving her only in her jewelry and heels—and she poses erotically for me, knowing intuitively I love how she looks. 

“You’re amazing,” she says. Clearly in awe. Clearly in love. “I can’t believe...I can’t believe any of this. How are you so amazing?”

I growl, needy, aching. I want to spread this feeling of love and power; I want to give her everything she wants. 

I’m not selfish. Really. Despite all this and everything I’ve described up until now; I really don’t want it all for myself. I want Sasha to have what she wants too. She loves me, right? I need to reward her love, celebrate it. 

“Tell me what you want,” I command her. “Tell me your deepest, darkest desires.”

“I want—” she bites her knuckle and squeals as I keep fucking her. “I w-want...” 

She has to be honest with me, of course. 

“Tell me, Sasha.”

It spills out of her in a rush. “I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. And I wish I was that way forever. Young and beautiful, forever. For you.”

“I wish that too.”

More soul gone, and again I don’t care—but I feel again some kind of warning. Like I shouldn’t keep doing that, lest I begin to lose these dark, twisted fucked-up romantic feelings I have for my new love.

And because these feelings are dark and twisted, toxically obsessive, borderline co-dependent and shamelessly needful, losing them would be a terrible loss for me. 

Something else to worry about later. 

In front of my eyes, now, is something amazing. Sasha, who was already a complete knock-out, transforms before my eyes to be more than ten years younger in all the right ways. Her skin brightens and tightens; her breasts grow to be fuller and perkier; her hair thicker and shinier. It’s unreal, but she’s absolutely right—she does look way hotter, but also I think she’s even hotter than she was at eighteen because she’s got an older woman’s confidence and Madison.

There’s a long mirror on the wall; I’ve been catching our reflections there regularly. It’s been an excellent reality check, to let me know that yes, I am really fucking this object of my obsession. 

“James...”  

She sees herself change in the mirror; she sees all of it. Sitting up with me still straddling her, she shakes her hair out and tosses it to one side. It’s so much thicker and longer now. Softer. Sexier. I think of the wording of her wish: I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. 

So it’s not how she was at eighteen...but how she remembered she looked. 

Fuck. And Sasha has some incredibly rose-tinted glasses about that time.

And now she’ll look like this forever. 

Her fingers brush her lips—freshly pink and sexy. Her face, almost obscene in its frank sexiness and effortless beauty. 

“...James,” she says again. “What’s happening?”

I don’t have a chance to answer. Something hard knocks me over the head and I tumble to the floor.

“Sasha?” says a stern male voice. “Are you all right?”

* * * * *
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I’VE APPROACHED MOST of my life thinking that someone else has experienced it before. It’s a fairly calming notion. I don’t mean reincarnation; I just mean that in ten thousand years of human civilization, whatever jams you find yourself in probably fall inside of one of several hundred baskets that have previously been weaved, explored, tumbled through, and heaved around by millions of other people. If nothing else, a simple internet search will get you through most of the worst annoyances.

So, there is probably not a wealth of knowledge, somewhere, in dealing with being a lonesome virgin-turned-homewrecker transforming a world-class beauty of a cheerleader into your eternally young and gorgeous obsessed lover because you used a wishing stone given to you by a mysterious stranger, and now you have her two-hundred and fifty pound star quarterback of a professional football team husband staring murder at you with a heavy revolver in his hand. 

However.

This kind of thing has happened before, right? A guy seduces a woman, then is caught by the husband? So surely there is some way out of this that doesn’t result in violence?

“Steve!” Sasha screams. “Oh my god, Steve. Get out of here!”

“Get out? Get out? This is my house. This guy, this maniac is raping you, and—”

“He stays.” 

Sasha rushes to me on the floor, gingerly touching the quickly-swelling lump on the back of my head. She wraps her arm around mine, then pushes her legs into mine. Her naked cunt, still oozing my massive load, slides across my hip. It is a good thing I can now control my erection, because otherwise I would be hard as a fucking rock while Steve Houston stared daggers at me with a gun in his hand, and I don’t want to go to that kind of therapy. 

Sasha, lost in lust and love because of my wishes and the thirty or forty orgasms I've just given to her in the past ten minutes, kisses me on the neck and shoulders and instinctively begins to lovingly stroke my cock.

“What the fuck is this?” Steve shakes his head. 

He mutters something unintelligible. I’m having a lot of trouble piecing all this together; head trauma will do that. 

“This is bullshit,” his voice gets louder now. “After everything I’ve done? After all I’ve been through? You do this shit to me? To me?” 

He raises the gun at Sasha; that won’t do at all. 

“I wish you would freeze!”

The price is his life, of course. Fuck this guy; he hit me over the head. 

I can feel it suck out of him, powering the wish to keep him where he is and ensuring Sasha is safe. 

Steve can’t move; he’s frozen in place. I walk over to him and carefully pry the gun out of his fingers. Even his eyes can’t move; they’re open and straining to watch me, but they can’t. 

Sasha touches me on the shoulder, naked and glorious and more perfect than I ever could have thought. There is a part of me that knows my obsession with her was as much about obsessing as it was about how beautiful she is. And while she was beautiful, I did understand that maybe some idiot would think there was someone hotter. 

But Sasha, at eighteen, was apparently vain as hell. And the way she remembers herself...

There is no way anyone could ever look at her and think she is anything but the most perfect woman in creation. She looks at me with perfect, everlasting love, and guides me back down to the couch where I just fucked up her life forever. 

“James...” she subconsciously starts stroking my cock even as she looks me in the eyes and tries to have a serious conversation. “I love you, but he’s right that this is insane. I can’t...I can’t deny my feelings for you. And that was the best fuck of my life, but...what...” She seems to notice her stroking; her pace picks up. I'm throbbing. “What are you?”

I have to tell her. I love her. I can’t not tell her. I don’t want a slave, as stupid as that sounds. I don’t want some obedient robot just trailing around after me; however, I do want her on board with me. Steve was wrong for her; he slept around town with every stripper, hooker, and gold-digger that passed his way. Everyone in town knew. Everyone in town thinks he’s fucking crazy for how hot Sasha is.

“He hasn’t fucked me in ages, if you’re worried about that,” she says suddenly. “Years. I've been...totally celibate. I wouldn’t let him, not after his first affair. He never really apologized.”

“You deserve better,” I say. 

Her hand squeezes my cock and she whispers in the hottest way imaginable. “I think I found him. Please. Tell me the truth.”

I give her the condensed version. The stranger, the wishing stone, the obsession with her. I tell her how the stone works—taking life or soul.

“So you...” she bites her lip, looking me over. “You made me feel this way?”

I’m embarrassed. “I guess so. Yes.”

“I see.”

She stops stroking me. Despite everything, I think this is it. Fun while it lasted. A good what, ninety minutes of wishing? Took out a marriage and fucked my obsession and now she hates me. 

She struts to the other side of the room, looking out the window. I don't think she can walk without strutting. For a moment she looks back at me—my naked cock still out and hard because of her gorgeous form—and shudders.

“Shit,” she hisses. “Shit, shit, shit.”

I want to wish again, to make her not give a shit about it—but I’ve apparently got enough soul left to tell me that’s bad. Although, if I gave up part of my soul for it, then I wouldn’t care...but then I might have less obsessive love for Sasha, and I can’t face that.

What if I wished to be immortal? And then wished to take time off my life?

My head throbs with a hearty warning—that will not work.

Well. Fuck. Maybe if I took years off of Steve, then? Sasha might hate that, but he's a total piece of shit. How the hell do you have Sasha and then ruin your relationship with some cheap whore just because you can?

“What now, then?” Sasha asks. Her voice is even softer and sexier now that she's younger. “Am I to be your slave?”

That word—slave—makes my cock twitch visibly. Sasha’s whimper is audible and visible when she sees it, and I see the gears turning in her head—he likes that, he likes the word slave...

I’m realizing what I have here in front of me is an opportunity. Yes, of course I can just wish that she obeys my every wish and is ecstatic about doing every last little thing I say—but there’s that kernel of obsession inside me that can’t stand that. I don’t want her to be a robot. I want her. 

I’ve already wished her to be in love with me; all I have to do now is convince those feelings are the ones she wants, that this will work out for her. She’s just had the absolute best fuck of her life, chaining premium top-of-the-line orgasms more than a dozen times, and she’s still wet and dripping for more. Her nipples are hard as she looks at me, and I know for a fact that her new eternally young body feels sensational.

She wants to want this. 

“No,” I say. “It’s not like that. I want you, Sasha. I want a partner.”

She faces me completely now, her naked body proudly displayed. “A partner in what?”

“I’m still figuring that out,” I say. “I’m new to this too. But I don’t want this to be one-way. I want you to have what you want. You’re already immortally young and gorgeous.”

Her face is incredibly beautiful when surprised.

“I’m what?”

“You wished...you wished that you were...”

“Oh fuck,” she puts a hand to her head. “Is that how this happened?” She walks over to look at herself in the mirror. “Shit. I look incredible. God damn you. I’m trying to be mad at you!”

Something in me—the new, surging confident me—compels me to go to her. In moments, my hands wrap around her waist, and my hardening cock slides between her perfect ass cheeks, facing upward. Soon, I’m grinding myself into her slender, tight, luscious form. 

“God damn you,” she whispers again, turning her head toward me. “Damn you. You bastard. I want to be so mad at you, but I love you so much...” There are tears in her eyes. “I know you made me want to love you, but I still do, and your cock feels so right...”

I kiss her, gripping her jaw and grinding my body into hers against the mirror. 

“You’re mine now,” I tell her. “And you do like that, don’t you?”

She has to tell me the truth. “Yes.” 

“You wanted it anyway. Maybe not me particularly. But belonging to someone.”

When she nods, her face runs against mine. Her hair is so thick and soft against my body.

“It’s what I liked about Steve.” Her voice is very sad. “I wanted to belong to the biggest and the best.”

“Look at you, Sasha.”

I let go of her enough to let her see herself totally in the mirror. Something about losing so much of my soul makes it so easy to talk to her, to seduce her.

“Look at you. You’re phenomenal. You’re what other women could only dream of. You’re incredible. You were spectacular before I met you. Now you’re artwork. You’re a masterpiece.”

Her voice catches. “A trophy...”

“The best trophy. And you can have more. With me.”

“More...?”

“Think about it. I’m obsessed with you. I have been forever. I’m going to stay obsessed with you now that you look like that. And I can make anything happen.”

A flicker of understanding in her eyes. 

“Anything...” she gulps. “Anything at all...”

“You’re rich now,” I say, “but I’ll make you wealthy. I’ll put you on the cover of every magazine in the world. Cable news networks will devote hours of television a day to discussing your workout and diet regimes.”

Her ass is grinding back into my cock now. I can feel the wetness between her thighs increasing, dripping down onto our feet. 

“They’ll all...all be thinking of me...”

“If anyone says anything critical of you, I’ll fucking kill them,” I growl in her ear. “Constant praise and worship of you, like you deserve. Forever. Unending. The first thought on anyone's mind is your approval, because you're eternal.”

“S-shit...” her voice is a hot, accented whisper. “P-James...you’d be my protector...”

“That’s right. Your King. I’d be the biggest and strongest. And who would ever be able to compete with me? Who would ever be stronger?”

“Y-yesss...”

“And your stupid fucking husband, we’ll teach him a lesson, won’t we?”

This makes her pause, just ever so slightly. She can tell I want it, so she wants it for that reason.

Sasha loves me. In fact, she loves only me—but it’s not like the human capacity for affection begins and ends with romantic, lustful love. She still cares about Steve—and that won’t do. I was willing to compromise and convince when it came to having her work with me, want to be my partner—but not on this. I’ve no compassion left for that adulterous scumbag.

“Sasha, I wish your loyalty was to me and those I choose,” I say, “and that you want to use everything you can, all your beauty and talent and position and prestige and wealth and intelligence, for me to have what I want, and that it delights you that I wished for this.”

The price? Well, just to make sure that she’s got the right idea—I take a big slice of her soul. 

Apparently rearranging her priorities like that was a significant chunk of her morality and qualms. She licks her lips. 

“Ohhhh,” her eyes flash darkly at me. “Oh, I see.”

It is so fucking hot to watch her gears turn; I’m finding out that I live for it. The minute expressions changing on a beautiful woman’s face live in real time make me so fucking hard. 

“And what is it that you want, darling?”

The question is earnest, she’s dying to know how to make it happen.

“I want you,” I tell her honestly. “I want you happy and obsessed with me and happy that you’re obsessed with me.”

“Done. Easy.” She flashes me a killer smile; it’s all I can do not to wish us a wedding right there. “What else?”

“And I want...”

This part is harder; I don’t want to insult her.

“You won’t offend me or let me down,” she says, intuiting perfectly. “Just tell me the truth, so I can make it happen for you.”

“I want you, I want you on top, the best...”

“But you want more women?” 

Her voice is so inviting, so seductive. 

“Not whores. Not cheap fucking strippers or locker sluts.”

“No. You want the best women.” She nods and groans, stroking me. “Yesss...”

She knows; it’s so easy and comfortable to tell her. She just wants to help. 

“Perfect women, a harem of them.”

“The hottest. Just for you.”

“And I want them beneath me. Beneath you. Worshiping us. Your sisters, but also your servants. Close, friendly, friends. But submissive to us.”

“Maybe like a cheerleading team?”

My knees buckle. 

“Yes. Just like that.”

“Maybe you’ve fantasized about the whole team serving you along my side for years, hmm? Fantasizing about how I recruited them to compliment myself to suit your needs?”

She’s quick on the uptake. I nod, breathless, needing this so bad. 

“Maybe you even have designs on certain barely legal girl who just recently joined the team who I know really well?”

I have no idea how I don't cum. I've opened the floodgates in her mind and her entire id is all spilling out now. I nod, thrusting, practically fucking her stroking hand.

“Oh, we can definitely do that. I’ll just introduce you tomorrow. Although...”

“What?”

“People will ask questions when I show up at work. Who you are, and all that. I suppose we should take care of that somehow, with one wish or another. Plus...”

“Yes?”

“Well, no offense my love, but we need to fix you up a bit, don’t we? You have this amazing cock, and an immortally young gorgeous partner, but that means you need an amazing body to match, don’t you?”

I grin. “You just want me to be the biggest and the strongest there is, don’t you?”

She whispers in my ear. “I’ve got a big kink for hard, incredible muscles on a man. Why do you think I ended up in this rotten relationship in the first place?”

I turn and look at Steve, still frozen. “Speaking of him...”

“You should...use him, shouldn’t you?” 

Her hand grips my cock again. She wants it inside her; she wants me to fuck her in front of her useless, frozen husband who has been there the whole time, with a perfect view of me seducing his knockout wife. And not only that, if she’s asking what I think she’s asking...

“Do you mean as the price for the wishes?”

“Why not? He’s a piece of shit.” Her compassion and loyalty for him is gone completely. “I don’t care if you punish him. Turn him into an old sack of shit, age him inside and out to take me away from him forever. I'm glad I hate him now. I wanted to and now I can, and it feels terrific. Make all my dreams come true and make his turn to ash in his mouth.” She’s stroking me so fast. “Wouldn’t that be hot? Wouldn’t that be perfect?”

Christ. I’ve created a monster, and it’s so fucking hot. 

And she’s right—that would be perfect. I grab her by her tiny waist and push her over to the couch and bend her over. She squeals with delighted anticipation, already sneering at Steve’s frozen body. Heavy tits hanging down. My cock hovers over her pulsing wet entrance, eager to slide inside her slick folds and feel at home again.

Just when I’m about to enter her, we hear steps echoing through the house.

“Mom?” comes a voice. “I’m home. When’s dinner?”

It’s her daughter, the absolute stunner, the star of the cheerleading team—Madison. 

* * * * * 
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MADISON MIGHT BE THE hottest girl alive if it weren’t for the way her mom looked now. 

In fact, even though she’s Sasha’s adopted daughter, they look incredibly similar. Before, they looked like natural mother and daughter; now with Sasha appearing  they look like sisters. Where Sasha's hair is a natural raven black—so deeply black it's almost blue or purple when the light shines on it—Madison's hair is a gorgeous shiny chestnut brown, and her eyes are sparkling green to Sasha's bright brown eyes. 

I straighten and back up from Sasha, delaying our fuck-session for now in order to focus on Madison. Sasha pouts a bit—but just in the way that lets me know she wants to fuck as much as I do, but understands how Madison arriving complexifies the situation. Sasha assures me we've got just a few minutes to figure out what to do before Madison wanders in here.

She kisses my chin. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

“Almost as bad as I want to fuck you.”

She bites her lip. It’s so fucking plump and wet and hot. God, I love her. 

“All right.” Her eyes sparkle. “I'm a one-man girl right now. A one-person girl. So we have to change that, don't we? Wish that I want her. Or heck, really, that I’m bisexual and extremely polyamorous. Like you said, you’re going to want a lot more than just her.”

I hesitate. The truth is that I want to wish for a lot more than that, now that she brings it up. I want to really solidify this—with her as the head of my harem-to-be.

“You want more, don’t you?” She kisses me, stroking me. “That’s so hot. I want you to want it. Go for it. Tell me everything. I want every part of this to be perfect for you.”

I don’t need more encouragement than that.

“I wish that I was the only one who even registers as a man to you. Any other male is barely human, someone to be derided and despised. A maggot. You’re turned on exclusively by my cock, my masculinity, and gorgeous women including your daughter.”

“Fuck,” she whispers, eyes wide with lust. “That’s so hot.”

The years whip away from Steve. Still frozen, he moans, his body grinding away inside of him. We watch his skin tighten and age before our eyes.

She grips me tighter. “Does it hurt him?”

“Yes.”

Her moan is near orgasmic as she strokes me harder and faster than ever. “Good.”

I can't help myself. I was so ready to fuck already, and now with Sasha being more on board with this than I could have ever dreamed, I don't know how to contain my lust any longer even though I technically can. Instead, I cum all over her thighs, her heels, her feet as we hold each other tight and Sasha coos for my seed.

“That's how a real man cums,” she says with such arrogance that I almost cum again. She scoops up several spoonfuls of my seed and licks her fingers clean. “That's what a real man tastes like. Feels like against my body. It's such a shame that I had to deal with such a pathetic little maggot for so long.”

Steve's larynx is as frozen as the rest of him—all the same he lets out another moan. His hair is graying. 

Sasha locks eyes with me. “What a fucking loser. You opened my eyes so much to the truth, baby.” She kisses my chin again and then slides upward until our lips lock once more. “Thank you.”

My cock, once again, is fully hard between her legs. I want desperately to fuck her, but she pulls away just slightly. 

“I’m going to go get ready,” she says. “I need to make myself beautiful for you.”

Ugh. That’s the kind of thing that makes me melt all over. 

“You should get ready too.”

“Get ready?”

“I happen to know that Madison’s type is the hard, tall, incredibly-muscled sort of football player she’s around all the time.” She giggles. “Like mother, like daughter, hmm?” She casts an eyebrow at Steve. “I’m sure he’s got plenty of years to fuel you into being all the man we need, yes?”

* * * * * 
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WHILE SASHA SNUCK THROUGH the house to prepare for us to meet Madison, I followed her advice and prepared myself as well.  

I wish my body was what Sasha idolizes, the ideal masculine and muscular physique for a man, now and forever, so that I am immortal and young just like her. 

I wish for Madison’s body to become slowly more identical to her Sasha’s, except for her face and hair, over the next hour. Her face and hair retain their original essence, but will always be Madison’s ideal version of them, forever.

I wish Madison has always idolized and been turned on by her mom. She’s obsessed with her in the same way I am.

This was the real fantasy with Madison—not just wanting to fuck her, but wanting someone as hot as her to share in the compulsion and obsession over how fucking amazing Sasha was. The main problem with obsessing—I suppose outside of all the mental health issues it supplies—is that it's awfully solitary. Your love and attachment is so intense and passionate that you don't think anyone could ever really match your desire, even if they said they did. 

But the wishing stone can make anything come true, can't it?

I wish Madison was horribly lonely—disgusted with the men she meets, barely thinking of them as human, and in love with her mom who she thinks is forbidden, but would desperately and worshipfully adore if given the chance. None of her female friends have ever been truly close to her because they're not pretty enough to worship the man she aches and hopes for or to join her worship of Sasha. The only one who could possibly be man enough for Madison is her Real Daddy, who she realizes is me and me alone over the course of an hour after she sees me for the first time. She also realizes that what would make her happier than anything is Sasha and I being in love with each other and with her, forever.

Finally, clothing. I try to think of what to wear and I have no fucking idea. My idea of a classy outfit is khakis and a polo shirt, but I know that's not what Sasha would want to meet her daughter and relentlessly fuck up her head for the first time. 

So, once again, I rely on the wishing stone to make it happen. 

I wish the outfit I wear could be changed instantaneously, with a thought, and that I could naturally intuit what would make Sasha the most turned on. 

It only takes a moment for me to understand, like suddenly I've unlocked a double-jump in a video game. The mechanic was always there, I just had to figure it out.

Oh. Yeah.

Okay.

I flex my bicep, and then do a little jump, and then jump and touch my palm to the twelve foot ceiling without even trying. 

Fuck yeah. 

I walk to the mirror and take a closer look, ignoring Steve's moans and gasps. He's in the final dredges of his life. I've started taking his soul, too, because why not? But deep, deeply stealing it—not just enough to fuck with his morality, but sapping away his will to live or think or exist outside of being a mindless husk for me to drain.

Where once there was a proud athlete in his prime, there is now what appears to be a centuries-old man with sagging yellowed skin, puffy red eyes, and clothes that hang off of him like clocks in a surrealist painting.

My every step is full of confidence, power, and ease. The life of another flows through me through the magic of the stone, the soul of another, and my own soul sings with the dynamism of my new destiny.

I am tall. My muscles are perfectly defined. Obliques interlock with abs and powerful pecs contract against the fabric of my new white shirt, unbuttoned to the third button, emphasizing the marble-hard planes of my chest. Tapered black trousers with just a hint of a crease are worn to perfection, complimenting my new physique. My hair is thick and parted, my skin clear for the first time I can remember. I feel like I can lift a car—fuck it, a truck. And even if I can't, I know that if I need to, I will.

Sasha knocks at the door and slides in, her eyes smoldering with visible, total lust at the sight of the new me. Meanwhile, I'm blown away by her outfit. She's wearing a dress made from a diaphanous lilac material, the sort of stuff you'd expect to see hanging in a harem in a Turkish odalisque painting of centuries past. It stands in stark contrast to her pale, flawless skin, enhancing every curve of her body. Her hair is swept up off her face into an impossibly elegant bun, and she's wearing makeup that highlights all her impossibly well-defined features.

She looks like a goddess—and she knows it.

The energy between us is palpable. She takes a step closer, her hand raises to caress my cheek.

"Holy...shit..." we say simultaneously, and then laugh together. 

I am so completely, absolutely in love—and I know she's thinking the exact same thing. I know that I cheated, and I know that's probably wrong by someone's standards, but I can't help but feel pride at being exactly what this gorgeous woman wants. 

She kisses me deeply, pushing her thigh intently against my trouser-caged cock. 

"I love you..." she whimpers, and then increases her volume. "I love you so much more than I ever loved him. You're so much more than he ever was or could be. This is the best thing that has ever happened to me. I can't believe I'm so lucky that you're going to my Man from now on. No one could ever measure up to you."

We both grin as Steve groans in response; his despair palpable. He has enough soul left to feel torment—because I left him that way, on purpose, because I thought it would please my love. And I was right. 

She bites my chin, tugging my cock and pulling me out of the room. 

"We need to do this now or you're just going to fuck me all night long, and then you won't fuck my daughter at all."

I very much agree. I follow her lead through the house, casually gripping her by the ass and holding her possessively. This still feels like an unreal dream, one that will pop at any time—but even if I don't get a single new wish, this will still all have been worth it. 

Upstairs, down a long white hall. Madison's room is towards the top of a different set of stairs that leads down to the kitchen. Sasha has me wait just outside, stepping in without knocking and leaving the door open.

Madison's room is a revelation to me. I expected some standard eighteen year-old beauty's space—maybe kind of dirty but with a clean space around the bed where she posts to social media. 

Instead...it's a fucking church. A church to Sasha. 

The real magic of the stone is revealed to me now. I had no idea it was this intense. 

It doesn’t just change what Madison thinks now or remembers—it changes reality. 

Her room has filled up with posters of her mom—idolizing her totally. Even having never seen her room before in person, I can tell there's a change. And it's not because I haunt her social media and download every video of her stories. Something about the power from the wishing stone highlights its changes to me before they become all-the-way real. Like pouring plastic cement on a model figurine, sort of, except the gaps are all full of a soft white light. 

On Sasha, with her changes, the highlighting just made her more gorgeous like light will do with a beautiful woman. Now, the changes in her are solidified and she somehow is more gorgeous, though whether that's the truth or my obsession speaking is anyone's guess.

Madison's walls are plastered with Sasha's visage. In one corner, though it's kind of disguised as a place to sit down with a tall mirror, she's developed an obvious altar to Sasha's image. Her face is captured from every angle, printed out from the best picture printer money can buy and framing the mirror so that Madison can constantly analyze her own appearance as it relates to her mother, her obsession, her single object of furious worship.

She wants Sasha probably even more than I did, because her desire is pure magic, and her memory has been fucked up to want nothing else. Every hobby she's ever taken a side-interest in, every friend, every class, every show or movie has all been viewed now exclusively through the lens of obsessing over her mother's beauty.

And I am so fucking hard.

Madison yelps a little when Sasha enters, caught kneeling in front of the little altar in the corner of the room. She's wearing a pleated navy skirt spiked with ivory lace that trails down well above her knees, along with a soft grey cleavage-baring sweater. The lines of her pert breasts are emphasized by the snug fit of the fabric, each inch of revealed flesh delicate and inviting. I can't help staring,her ivory skin radiating like starlight before the altar. 

Her thick chestnut hair is pinned up behind her head and her lips are full and ripe as if she's been biting them all night in anticipation, and I can make out the faint outline of an engraved pendant dangling around her neck, glowing softly against her pale skin. It reads "Sasha," because of course it does. 

She looks like a dream–young, passionate, and so completely devoted to Sasha that it's almost frightening in its intensity. Her eyes are immediately zealous looking at her mother, and though I am not making any effort to hide myself in the doorway, she does not see me at all. 

“Mommy..." she whimpers. "I m-mean, Sasha. Mom. H-hi..."

Sasha pulls her in for a long, sensuous hug. Their cheeks rub. Madison is obviously turned on; I find that I can smell her cunt juicing. I suppose that's because Sasha's ideal man can do just that. Finally, Sasha ends the hug, stepping back and holding her daughter's shoulders just so.

"You look...amazing,” says Madison. “Is there...wow. Did you go to the spa or something?”

Sasha smirks. “Something like that. You’re looking killer yourself, dear.”

“Oh...” Madison blushes bright red. “I mean, thanks, I just—”

Sasha hugs her again, pushing her lips against her ear. “I don’t tell you enough how beautiful you are, Madison. But you really are. You’re such a hot number. It’s no wonder you’ve been the star of our team.”

Madison is about to say something, but Sasha shushes her with a long, delicate finger. As they talk, Madison becomes taller, thinner, bustier. Her outfit fitting less and less well. 

“Just sit back, relax, and sit in my lap while we talk about some things, okay?”

She sits on the bed and holds Madison's hand, beckoning her to come down with her.

“Like, my...my butt on your lap?”

“Why not?”

“I’m not a little girl.”

Sasha laughs. It’s a rich, gorgeous sound. “You're my little girl. I’m your mommy, and I say it’s okay, okay?”

Her saying that—mommy—fills me with a terrible lust—and does it for Madison too. She sits on Sasha's lap, lips working, breath hot and heavy. Her growing tits heaving into Sasha's. They're so intimate and close. Sasha strokes her hair and purrs.

“I invited a guest over. Is that all right with you?”

I can see the disappointment flash on her face; she wants to be alone with Sasha. I can hardly blame her.

I don't want to hear Madison say she doesn't want me. I don't want that in any shape, way, or form. So I step into the room more formally and wave.

“Hi, Madison. I’m your mom’s new boyfriend.”

It takes a few moments, but Madison's pussy juices all over her skirt and Sasha's thighs as she looks me up and down. At first, it's just confusion in her eyes. Then, understanding. Then lust.

And then—what I really want—the sparkle of obsession. 

“Hunk,” she says, smiling and giggling, holding a hand out. Her fingers and arms are longer and leaner now. “I mean, hunky. Hunk. Hi.” She giggles, immediately playing with her hair and leaning into Sasha. “Wow. Are you a player for the team?”

"He is hunky, you're so right," Sasha whispers in her ear. "You're so right to tell him that. That's my good girl."

Madison's eyes glaze over even though she tries to focus on me intently. She's too turned on to know what to do; one focus of her entire obsession is colliding with a brand new one. 

“Nothing is concrete." I sit down on the bed next to Sasha, tugging her tight to me, and so also tugging Madison tighter by proxy. “But I think it’s safe to assume I’ll be making a big splash there.”

“I love football players,” Madison gushes. “I mean, not all of them. Just the really big, muscular, strong...strong hunky hunk ones.”

Her fingers slide over my biceps and she catches herself.

“Um, gosh. You have me all fuckstered.” She giggles. “I mean, flustered. Did you say—” she looks at Sasha, who is mooning over me with equal intensity. “—wait. Did you say boyfriend?”

“Well, to be honest,” says Sasha. “It’s much more intense than that. In fact...well.”

Sasha and I share a smile and then a quick kiss. Madison whimpers. She's inches away from the meeting of our lips. 

“You two are...um...really cute together...”

Her voice becomes a small, mousy whisper; out of place but completely arousing from such a beautiful, confident woman.

The kiss between Sasha and I goes longer, and then longer. Her jaw works against mine, looking for more angles to kiss me. We haven’t actually kissed that much; each one feels new to me.

“Should I—I mean...” Madison tries to stand up. “I should leave, right?”

Sasha and I immediately wrap our hands and arms around her, tugging her in tight across our laps. Her legs are so long, and Sasha is so tiny, that her knees go further than the other end of my waist. My hand slips down between her thighs and up against her juicing, pulsing cunt before I slide back and grab her tiny thigh. I can feel it getting slimmer and slimmer, just like Sasha's.

“Your mother and I have a proposal for you.”

“A proposal?” She shakes her head, clearing the lusty cobwebs. “Wait. No. Hold on. What about Dad? Did you guys finally break it off?”

“That’s part of the proposal, dearie,” says Sasha. “I want you, after all these years, to have a daddy.”

“A...daddy?”

Her body already understands. Her mind is just starting to know. Her eyes widen and she bites her lower lip. 

“A real daddy.” Sasha kisses her neck.

“Real...r-real daddy...”

Her voice is little more than a hypnotized babble, and I haven’t wished for anything new; the exponential effects of all the previous wishes are fucking her brain up all by themselves.

I hadn't mentioned that term to Sasha at all—Real Daddy. But Sasha knows it anyway, because she knows what I want intuitively now.

“James is your new daddy. And he’ll always be there for you.”

“...always?”

“Always,” I say. “And unlike your fake daddy...”

“The maggot,” Sasha snarls.

“Unlike that loser...I don’t care how in love with your Mommy you are, Madison.”

She is beet red; it’s adorable. My fingers push into her pussy and she gasps, her entire body convulsing.

“In fact, I love it. I want you to be obsessed with Sasha, Madison. I want to encourage it. I want your every waking moment to be daydreaming about how gorgeous Mommy is, so long as you’re not doing something for me.”

She drops off of our laps, holding her head, walking on her knees.

“S-stop,” she says, trying to move even as her body continues to pulse. “Oh my god. H-how do you...how do you know all this? It’s like you’re in my head...”

I almost think I have to wish to keep her from having a psychotic break. Then Sasha does something unexpected. 

She reaches over and gets on the ground with her. Their tits touching. She grabs Madison's face and stares deep into her eyes. 

“Here, dearie. Just look at me. Look at Mommy.”

Madison almost immediately stops struggling. She's so desperate for this. 

“Lookit...Mommy...”

“You don’t have to think about this, dear.”

Madison immediately relaxed. “Oh.”

“Just look at me. You love to look at me, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy...you’re so pretty...”

“I know. I’m the prettiest in the whole world, aren’t I?”

Madison nods earnestly. “The whole world, yes Mommy.”

“And you want to see me happy, don’t you?”

“Happy...”

“Smiling?”

Sasha smiles for her. Her teeth perfect, straight, and white. 

“Smiling! Yes, Mommy, I do, I love your smile so much.”

“Daddy makes me smile. Your new Daddy.”

“Ung.”

“And he turns you on anyway, doesn’t he?”

“Yesss...”

Sasha gets back up on the bed, but draws Madison in with her. To keep level with Sasha's face, Madison has to bend over. 

Sasha, my love, my obsession, my need, is preparing her daughter for me in mind and body. I get behind Madison.

“He’s the real man you’ve been waiting for. Trust Mommy.”

"Trust Mommy..."

"He's the Real Daddy you need. Isn't he?"

"Y-yes..."

"Because I say so. And Mommy and Daddy know best. Don't we?"

"Yes, Mommy."

I rip Madison's panties off and shove into her willing, needy cunt. Of course, just like Sasha, she cums right away. Madison closes her eyes and screams with pleasure as I go harder and deeper. 

Sasha cheers me on. “Yes Daddy! Fuck her harder! Make her come again!” 

"M-mommy!" Madison moans in between kissing Sasha. "Mommy! Mommy!" 

Madison's moans become louder as I plunge my hips against hers. My heart is racing; it feels like I'm going to explode inside of her. She feels so fucking tight. Volcanic heat clings to my massive cock. With every thrust, she screams with another climax. 

Sasha is smiling proudly at the two of us. Her family, just as she wants it. Eyes glistening with joy and lust.

Madison comes again and cries out for Daddy for the first time. As if she's looking for approval.

“Daddy!” she screams. “Daddy, please!”

"That's right." I squeeze and slap and squeeze her ass again. "Good girl. My good little girl. You're doing such a good job, baby girl. Keep it up."

"Y-yes Daddyyyy!"

She comes again from another heavy thrust. I'm only human, even as powered up as I am. I can't take much more of this, and I know I can keep cumming in them again and again whenever I want. 

Sasha is beaming with delight as she kisses and rubs her daughter's beautiful body. The feel of their passionate embrace only arouses me more and I thrust even harder. 

Madison cums harder and harder the longer I fuck her. She wraps her arms and legs tightly around me as if to never let go. Sweat dripping off our bodies as we go wild in passion. The intensity is too much for them; they hug each other between breaths, pressing their lips together in a passionate embrace, cheering me on as I make love to Madison with all of my heart. 

My moans fill the room, intertwining with theirs. Together they are an unstoppable force of pleasure and satisfaction. I grip both of their bodies tightly as I thrust into Madison's tight heaven one more time, spilling my love inside her with one final holler of ecstasy.

The orgasm courses through both our veins like electricity, tracing its way to our core until we both collapse onto each other in blissful exhaustion. Madison turns and wraps her wet arms around my neck, shuddering from head-to-toe while I hold onto her tightly. 

We lay there for what feels like an eternity, enjoying the moment even after the fireworks had vanished from sight. Sasha snuggles in with us, moaning and cooing our names. 

“I can’t wait until practice tomorrow,” she says. “I want to show you off to the whole team...”

I’m looking forward to it.

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Cheerleader Harem
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The woman of my dreams wakes me up with a blowjob. 

And I don’t mean that she’s just hot and that she is a dream come true and that she’s really amazing in her own right—I mean I wanted this celebrity goddess for years from afar, obsessed over her to a degree that would worry clinical professionals, having reoccurring dreams every night for years because I stuffed my conscious brain so full of her image and jerked off so constantly to her that my subconscious had no choice but to make me dream about her as well—and now she is waking me up with slavish adoration of my cock. Every stroke of her tongue is worshipful and whimpering, murmuring how lucky and blessed she is to be present before my cock, and how much she loves me and the feel of my meat in her mouth. 

“I love you, Master,” Sasha whimpers, obsessive in her own right now. Trembling with lust. “I exist for you. I am yours and yours alone.”

With a wishing stone, I was able to transform her to be her most ideal self—the beautiful version of herself she remembered from her own youth. And that’s hot as hell, let me tell you. Every minute piece of her intricate musculature is perfectly crafted; she had an incredibly high opinion of her memory of her body when she was eighteen. Not only that, but she’s also immortal—so this beautiful, eternal creature now obsessively kisses and slurps and sucks my cock even though she is gorgeous and powerful enough to run any country in the world with a suggestive wink and a whisper. 

And that’s not all. 

Not only is she eternally young and beautiful, but she’s joined by her adopted daughter Madison who is practically her twin. Madison would be begging, but her mouth is occupied by slurping and sucking on my balls and shaft while Sasha softly kisses my cockhead and strokes me. Her fist knocks into Madison's mouth constantly; neither seem to care.. 

To be clear—their absolutely perfect bodies are exactly the same; thanks wishing stone! Their faces are different, but they share the same beautiful pale complexions, dark hair, vibrant eyes, and urgently heated need for me and me alone. 

I sit up, fully awake now, and as I do Sasha holds her daughter Madison down on my cock, staring up at me as she does. 

“It’s all for you, darling.” Her hands grip tight in her daughter’s hair. “This is all for you.”

Madison, her throat full of my throbbing cockmeat, groans her muffled agreement. These two absolute living goddesses of sex and lust and love belong entirely to me, and they'll never, ever get enough of me.

I can cum whenever I want—and this makes me want to cum.  

And today is only the second day with the wishing stone.

* * * * * 
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“I CAN’T BELIEVE IT,” says Sasha. “You’re nervous?”

I'm driving, although “driving” is a generous term for the way that I'm swerving all over the road. I feel drunk, even though I'm sober. I think Sasha's wish for her ideal body also meant that she permanently fucked me up with her presence. 

I would change it, but it makes me hard. She's mostly in my lap, arms against my heavily-muscled chest, crooning and cooing and ooohing and ahhing at my every last movement. Her love for me is an insanity that only grows in intensity.

“The team is full of beautiful women,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in a room with so many amazing girls all at once.”

“None of them are as pretty as Mommy,” says Madison. “I think you’ll handle yourself fine, Daddy.”

She’s softly fingering herself, looking obsessively at Sasha from the backseat of the car. It’s the only way to keep her calm and to keep her hands off either of us. I should probably tone down the level of her obsession, but Madison is a number-one A-Killer stunner, and having this traffic-stopping beauty mooning over me and the object of my own obsession makes me hard as a rock. 

Madison wears a khaki pleated school-girl skirt that lands well above her knees. That, plus the crop-top sweater she has on with the keyhole for her substantial cleavage, make it hard to look away from her while her fingers attend her dripping wet pussy barely hidden behind white lace panties. The gingham thigh-high socks and oxfords with the stiletto heels don’t help.

But with Sasha so close, or even just visible at all, there’s still no competition for me. She’d have my full attention even if she wore a garbage bag. 

Instead, she’s in a sharp, shark skin business suit with a tight long skirt that hugs her knees and shows off that sexy clingy bunched mess between her spectacularly slender thighs. The fertility of her hips couldn’t be more obvious. Her breasts, perfect and huge and hugged tight by her designer silk blouse, are shaped even more decoratively by the ultra-tight confines of her stylish suit jacket. Diamond jewelry dangles down the trail from her delicate, incredibly thin neck across her prominent clavicles and into the heaving shapes of her perfect twin globes. Did I mention her tits are heaving and perfect, yet? Oh my god. 

Her hair, a middle part, frames her angelic face. All I want to do is make out with her and delay this harem gathering action—but if I go back home with her, all she’s going to do is encourage me to wish the cheerleaders to her mansion so I can fuck them in some kind of nonstop years-long orgy. 

Not a terrible idea; it’s just that I really do want to meet and talk with these women first. All my life I’ve been ignored by hot women. Can you blame me for just wanting to be in front of them in their natural setting and to be the complete focus of all their attention?  

“I mean...” Sasha shrugs. “Can’t you just...you know, wish them all to be how you want?”

Of course I can, but that has consequences, and a price. 

I spent the night tinkering with wishes, using Sasha’s (soon-to-be former) husband Steve Houston as the sole payer of its price. He was in his mid-thirties when we started, a startlingly large physical specimen made for pure athletic competition. Probably, he would have been one of those athletes that went well into their forties with a fantastic record. Now, he looks like he’s pushing seventy. His skin sags; his bones are brittle; his hair is crumpled and gray where it isn’t balding. 

Fucking up Steve’s life doesn’t really bother me, though (although that bothers me, that it doesn’t. I think it may have used to...?). 

What really bothers me is remembering how I fucked up Madison on Sasha. When I wished for Madison to share my obsession with Sasha and her beauty, and man does she ever (she’s whispering “jawline...jawline...jawline” right now as she approaches her ninth orgasm of our fifteen minute drive to the stadium), it rearranged her entire room. 

Before my eyes, her stylishly wealthy room featuring antique furniture and a few modern art paintings was transformed into what could only be described as a shrine to her mother. 

Now, this must have fucked other things up too, right? What if Madison once had boyfriends? She wouldn’t have had them now, right? So those guys must have found someone else for their romantic attention. And what if Madison had once had friends over and invited them to her room? They would have seen her obsession in person, and wouldn’t that have raised questions? There’s this rippling effect that I unintentionally started by messing with the fabric of reality. 

As it is, messing with one really fucking hot girl’s timeline probably couldn’t have affected too much; I don’t think we’ll be missing out on the cure for cancer or missions to mars or anything. But if I start messing with the two dozen cheerleaders that make up the Queens, well. That many people, all messed up all at once, might start to unravel more than I can handle. 

And what’s important—what’s truly important—is that Sasha and I are together, forever. There’s probably some axiom about not becoming romantically involved with your celebrity crush because she could never live up to your standards and you won’t be able to please her because you just want to treat her like an object. But those people didn’t have a reality-altering wishing stone and probably didn’t anticipate mindfucking the daughter of your crush into the lustfully obsessive fan of your hot romantic relationship.

At any rate, I can’t just unravel reality for an afternoon because it’s really hot to have two dozen blistering hot cheerleaders have their entire reality changed so that they’ve been raised from birth to be in love with me and me alone and have been training exclusively for the day of our carnal meeting. 

I mean I can do that. 

I won’t.

I probably won’t. 

If I do, it means that however awesome that afternoon is...the centuries-long honeymoon of fucking Sasha that I’m deeply interested in is in jeopardy. Can’t have that.  

“Darling?”

Sasha touches my face, stroking compassionately. Looking into her eyes is attempted suicide for anyone without my will and resolve; looking away from them makes the rest of life significantly less pleasant.

“Sorry. I was lost in thought.”

The whole time I was thinking, I was looking directly down her heaving, shiny cleavage. Her hand was on my bulge, stroking casually like she almost always is now. Sasha slides her hand through my hair and smiles; behind us, Madison moans at her affection. 

“You’ve got so much on your mind, dearheart. But remember that we’re in this together. I want you to have a harem of cheerleading goddesses just as much as you do.” She smirks. “And so does our daughter. Don’t you, sweetie?”

Our daughter, she says. Fuck.

“Yes, Mommy. So much. You both deserve it, deserve them all on their knees...”

“You see? So whatever you need, you’re not on your own. And if you need to strip a few girls of their age or soul to fuel more wishes to control the situation, I know just who to suggest.”

Ungh. She is so hot and perfect.

“I’m just afraid I’ll go too far. Lose control.”

She unzips my monster cock and slides on top of me. I’m so big now that if it wasn’t for how utterly tight and thin she is, it would be impossible for her to fit between me and the steering wheel.

“Fuck me one last time before we go in,” she whispers across my lips. “Just to take the edge off. I know you haven’t been able to stop thinking about fucking me while I wear this outfit anyway.”

She knows me too well; she knows my obsession with her is complete. Everything that we do today, everything that I am now and want to be, it’s all because of her. My obsessive love with Sasha is a perfect circle of aching for her beauty and happiness.

Her cunt sinks down on top of my completely turgid cock. Behind us, Madison cums with excitement.

“Oh my god,” Madison whimpers. “Yes. Together. Together. Oh my god. Fuck yes, fuck him, yes!”

I groan in pleasure. She is so fucking tight. Every part of her physiology works to grip me, work my cock up and down. I watch her perfect face cum right away—a small one, but a hot orgasm nonetheless. You're not living until you see a gorgeous woman cum almost instantly from the sensation of your cock inside her.

“You know, it’s funny, isn’t it?” Her voice remains a hot, accented whisper. “I feel like I’ve known you my whole life, but it’s been less than a day.”

“Same.”

She giggles, sliding her tits into my face. “Well, you at least got to research me. But I don’t know much at all about you. And there’s so many things you don’t know about me.”

“Like what?” Her heavy breasts muffle my voice. 

Her voice takes the magic, shuddering tinge it does when she’s telling me a truth she would not have otherwise revealed. 

“I’m ruthless and power hungry and I drive the cheerleaders like cattle because prizes and ornamentation mean everything to me.” Her cunt squeezes my throbbing cock. “And now that I can think a little more clearly with you inside me, it really makes me think...”

She said she could be a better confidant if I wasn’t making her cum just from being near her, which is basically what’s happening to Madison. So now she won’t cum unless she wants to, or I want her to. It’s still a lot, just not constant.

“I was a bad, bad woman, James.” Her movement up and down my cock is perfect; she has total muscle control of her hips and thighs. “And you made me worse. I loved the power I had before, and it was small-time, wasn’t it? Nothing compared to what you can give me now. I want to be superior to everyone.”

One of the many wishes she asked for last night—to enhance our love, power, prosperity, and connection—was fueled by her soul. A self-election from her; she said while she knew Steve was a worthless maggot who had never been worth her time (ugh), she still felt a little bad about destroying the lives of the cheerleaders on her team. 

That’s gone now. Now she knows, like I do, that we’re rebuilding their lives. 

“And it’s like you want it.” Her pace is quickening. I can feel her snatch trembling around my cunt, so ready to cum “You want me to be bad. You want to punish the little people for ever being in our way. You want me to push you. You want me to ask you for everything. Don’t you?”

“Yesss,” Madison moans. She’s been on her knees this whole time. “Everything, Daddy. She deserves everything...”

“Fuck,” I groan. “Fuck, yes. Yes, of course I do, but—”

“You know I’m loyal to you forever. That I only want you. That I’m obsessed with you the way you have been with me for so long...”

“Shit. Shit. Yes.”

“What if you were the only man I’d ever been with? I’d still have to be with Steve, I think, otherwise you wouldn’t have met me, but what if I’d just never—”

“I wish you’d never fucked Steve, not once, or any other man.”

The price, lacking any other available source, is Madison’s soul. I don’t care that much—it’s better if she’s as amoral as her mother and I anyway. 

Sasha’s eyes widen, her gaze transforming somehow into one of even more longing and thirst for me. She cums, hard. But she keeps fucking me, grinding up and down, rubbing her tits against my face. They leak hot milk. She's so fertile. 

“And what if,” she purrs, “wouldn’t you like if it I was wealthy? You mentioned that yesterday. Rich, but not wealthy. You were right. But what if I was born to billions? What if I was, from birth, showered in wealth and privilege, only to turn it all over to you because of how much I adore you?”

She knows that's just how to talk to me. It's so easy for her to seduce me. And she knows I’d give her as much of the fortune as she wanted—and infinitely more—because my obsession with her is similarly infinite. 

I was so dedicated to not messing around with reality anymore than I’d already had. I had these thoughts of giving the cheerleaders hot crushes on me from the moment they saw me, of instigating feelings of liquid-hot lust and infatuation. But Sasha, riding me, is encouraging me to have more and more—because the more I have, the more she has. 

And god it turns me on. I cum inside her, hotly jetting into her perfect body, unable to stop myself.

“’I wish that too.’ Hasn’t that worked already?” she asks, heatedly cumming with me.  

She pulls my head into her gorgeous tits once again. I'm drooling, continuing to cum inside her helplessly but remaining hard. Even covered by her half-unbuttoned blouse and skimpy lace lingerie, they’re still warm and hypnotic. 

“And we’d need to make sure I was still available to be found by you and here right now, so I’d still need to be a cheerleader and married to Steve, yes? So that nothing is overwritten.”

Her cunt squeezes perfectly as she slides up my cock. I groan affirmation. 

“And we’d need to make sure that if anyone comes after us, or notices something is strange, that we can use the systems of the world to protect us.” She giggles. “And I really want lots of pretty things to wear for you...”

She’s so obsessed with herself and keeping us safe, keeping our love safe. Hot jets of cum spurt from my cock again, and it’s everything I can do to not make her cum with me. But I’m far too fascinated with whatever she has to say next.

“Very well.” Her voice takes a kind of tranced, lilted tone, like she’s seeing god. “I wish I was the heiress of the largest mining conglomerate in the world, owning ninety percent of the world’s supply of precious stones and metals. I wish my wealth had a controlling interest and stake in the largest world’s banks and media companies. And I wish that I’ve been obsessed my whole life with cultivating the perfect cheerleading harem for the man of my dreams, who is obviously you, so that I can lead it for him. And I wish that to protect this dream of delivering you a superior harem to sneer down at a world of inferior plebes, I’ve used my wealth throughout my life to punish any threats to my holdings—defunding public education, aggressively funding security firms and police forces and misinformation think tanks, bribing politicians and bureaucrats, all that hot kind of power-leveraging stuff—and I only married Steve for his public position to put me even more in the public eye because I knew one day my true love, you, my only love, would find me. And naturally I’ve only recruited ultra-hot, prestigious women from around the globe as your potential harem members in my incredibly exclusive, world-famous, trend-setting, fashion-archetype cheerleading team. I wish we were the Beatles of cheerleaders, except ten thousand times as popular, like if supermodels were both pop stars and quasi-religious messianic figures.”

Sasha, squeezing me tight, has a complete hold on me—with her words, her thoughts, her kink for power and wealth, and her beautifully tight cunt. Most of all, her eyes, locking onto mine, obsessive and layered in a million years of impossible love.

“I wish that too,” I say.

And I cum inside her harder than I knew possible—and make her cum with me too. 

* * * * * 
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IT MOSTLY STOPPED THERE. 

Mostly. I mean, what am I, a priest?

Oh that reminds me—I’ll probably want some kind of name for the official religion that I’ll inevitably have forming around the worship of my cock. I can’t imagine Sasha will be able to stand a world for very long that doesn’t have churches on every corner focused entirely on the glory of my masculinity.  

Anyway, on the way in from the parking lot, I stripped away a few years from some loser living in a van to make the paperwork official and finalized that both Sasha and Madison were my wives. I materialized engagement and wedding rings for them—thick, diamond-studded rocks that effortlessly match the rest of the considerable jewelry they're always wearing. I don't think Sasha's long, perfect fingers are ever without at least five rings. 

This wish process backdated the legality of polygamy in very select cases. At Sasha’s urging, I also ensured that our marriage meant that her property and wealth now belonged primarily to me—she had access, but I was the owner in full.

“A real woman,” she explained casually as my hand gripped her ass tighter than ever, “knows that her highest aspiration is to be the property of the most powerful man possible.”

All of Sasha’s billions, all her wealth and capital, now belong to me. 

I also gave Madison a little bit more of her mind and orgasm control back—not as strictly powerful as Sasha or mine, but still significantly more able to keep her wits about her while she was around us. 

I also—just because Madison’s gorgeous youthful looks fill me with so much sympathy and desire—changed Sasha and Madison’s relationship a little. There was something in the way Sasha had called Madison “dearie” that throws me a little; it was a bit too demeaning. 

That’s not what I want; I don’t want them equals, necessarily—Sasha is obviously the superior. But I do want them to lean on each other, to love one another, to obsess and share and depend on each other. 

They’re true, eternal besties now—deeply, madly in love with each other. Sasha is solely obsessed with me, my happiness, my cock, and our collective position, power, and prestige. But she adores Madison; her female soul mate, who she shares everything with. If Sasha's love and obsession with me is Jupiter, then her lust and admiration for Madison is Saturn. I want it that close. 

And so now, it is. 

Sasha is my unstoppably hot, regal, elegant, unspeakably evil confidant; Madison is more-or-less that to Sasha and to me; and, both of them are helplessly and obsessively in eternal love with me. 

Only seconds after making that wish, Madison goes from whimpering and trailing behind us to easily and adroitly looping her arm around mine, pushing and leaning into me in a knowing, loving way the same way that Sasha is on the other side. 

Much, much better. 

It’s already gotten way out of hand with just Sasha being so obsessed with me. What’s it going to be like with two women like Sasha being like that? 

I suppose I’ll find out. 

As we walk inside the building, my hands hold both of them tight by the ass, firmly clenching between their cheeks. It’s obvious that I own them and they love it. Their bodies slink into mine even as they effortlessly strut in their five-inch stilettos, their miniskirted legs showing off flashes of tantalizingly perfect skin. 

Something else has changed about both of them as well; something hard to pin down and not a direct result of my wishes. It’s in the mannerisms between their mannerisms; the minuteness of their expressions, foot steps, placement of their hands and bodies. It’s blistering, brilliant, unstoppable arrogance—way beyond simple confidence, which they also are teeming with, this is astronomical hubris without the fatal flaw. 

They don't remember the previous world. At all. Their knowledge of what the world once is completely gone. It's even difficult for me to quantify, like recalling the chronological events of an old, old dream. 

Both of my beautiful wives teem with self-obsessed pride now, exploding with it, complete in the knowledge that they are supremely gorgeous, supremely in love, supremely above the law of man or morality—and beyond all that? Born into incredible, monumental wealth. Raised knowing they were the best; constantly hearing they were the best and most beautiful and having every single moment of their life regularly reaffirming that fact as more and more always went their way. 

Knowledge of this new world comes to me slowly, but it does come. The rest of the planet is in a state of impossible squalor; Sasha's control and wealth have led to incredible levels of supreme poverty and squalor and even slavery, starvation and famine are abundant, and diseases float through the populace like fog clouds. Warm water is an unspeakably regal luxury. Clean water is doubly so. 

But Sasha and Madison and the women who live up to their standards? They only get richer, more gorgeous, more lucky, and happier—and they always have. 

That’s the secret sauce that takes beauties like them into the stratosphere; the knowledge that they could easily murder someone in broad daylight in the middle of a public space and pay a dozen legal teams and private security agencies to both frame someone else and to punish their victim’s family for generations with slave-contracts to corporations and purposeful lifespan-extensions just to expand their misery. 

Nothing, not a single thing about them, is “down to earth.” They are barely in our galaxy. 

And they belong. To Me.

Ungh.

The stadium is enormous, easily twice the size of the stadium I remember them having. Regular attendance to the football games is mandatory both by law and by custom—and prices to get in are higher than ever. Million-dollar gates are considered low-earnings, and if they do happen, Sasha fines the government until she earns her appropriate pay day. The President has a receiving telephone—it can't make calls to her—for Sasha in seventeen parts of the White House. 

Meanwhile, Sasha has his phone number...somewhere. Maybe scrawled on a post-it on the back of a copier. 

This is the new world, the world my wishes have made. My wife is an authoritarian beauty queen overlord, and although everyone is required by law to say they love it that way, most of them do love it because she is so unstoppably and incredibly hot.

The stadium features its private offices in a tall glass skyscraper attached to the front of the building. It is swarming with security officials, universally female and strapped with heavy weapons. They wear blood-red leather catsuits and dark sunglasses, constantly checking the perimeter. Their high-heeled boots wrap up all the way to their thighs. Each one looks cold as ice, but when they catch sight of me, they freeze and let out long, lusty moans. I know, intuitively, that Sasha has only hired virgins for her personal retinue, and that each one lives in a barracks where they train their bodies to physical perfection for hours every day. They are tall, lithe, well-muscled, and dripping with sex appeal.

I keep trying to get a sense of the scale of Sasha’s new control over the world. The best I can do is to imagine a cult, but one that runs everything, and that is obsessively vying for physical perfection for women and aching for masculine purity. 

The office space itself is spartan—cool white marble tiles that offer hot clacking sounds for the sound of all the heels on all the many women walking around. Monocolor modern art decorates the walls. The front desk looks almost like a cathedral, surrounded by golden perfect-bodied feminine statues with Sasha-like faces swimming gleefully in a sea of fire. Everywhere I look, women strut in high heels and short skirts or minidresses, rushing urgently but gracefully to get their work done. They all slow dramatically when they see myself, Sasha, and Madison, sending us all looks of desperate need and obedience. 

Overhead is a massive series of screens, one rectangle for each floor of the glass tower. It seems like the offices all revolve around them so that each desk must face them. It features mostly pictures of Sasha, then Madison, then Sasha and Madison, and finally the rest of the cheerleaders. 

Insane, arrogant, insanely arrogant, and insanely arrogantly hot slogans run beside the photos. 

A photo of Sasha staring imperiously: I'm only watching you because you're pretty enough to look at. 

A photo of Madison and Sasha kneeling before a massive phallic statue: Reinforce family values whenever you can. 

Madison and Sasha in their uniforms, under bright lighting, while the rest of the team is shown in shadow: Leadership means obeying your superiors first. 

Then it changes to a video. My heart thumps instantly; it's Sasha in a bright blue dress, doing one of those corporate interior ad things, like where they tell you what a great time it is to be a part of the company. We see her in an office, a beach, a mountain, and a deciduous forest. They clearly shot on location. 

Wilhelm, Wilhelm and King is the most desired employment destination on the planet. Did you know we employ over fifty thousand young women, hard workers who are pretty enough to meet our minimum qualifications, to sift through the incredible amount of resumes and video applications we receive daily?

Even though there are literally millions of applicants a day, I chose you. You could so easily be replaced, but if you work hard and look as beautiful as possible, you're making sure someone else will be instead.

You're just good enough to work here. She winks elaborately. I promise!

Fuck.

Three clerks wait there at the standing desk, patiently staring at us with wet lips and lust in their bright young eyes. The desk is spotless transparent glass, so I have a full view of their incredible bodies. None of them can be older than nineteen, and yet they wear cleavage-baring silk blouses, tiny designer skirts, diamond jewelry everywhere, and tall tall heels with impossibly thin stilettos. 

“Is it part of the dress code to wear such provocative outfits?” I ask.

“Oh, you mean the diamonds?” She laughs. “It’s a bonus for working here, and a status symbol. They don’t have to wear diamonds, but why wouldn’t they? They’re a girl’s best friend, and it lets everyone in their lives know that my girls are superior to others.”

I didn’t see it, but she’s right—every woman I see is wearing diamond earrings, or bracelets, or pendants, or necklaces, or anklets, or waist chains...

Decorated. For me. Shining and pretty, showing themselves off as pure trophies to be plucked and collected. 

“Plus,” she whispers. “They're not even the good stones. Not that they know, of course. I reserve the flawless ones for myself and Madison and top cheerleaders.”

And the stones are from mines that Sasha owns. It's not even an expense to dish them out like this; it's just an offloading of excess inventory. 

“No,” I shake my head. “I mean...the heels. The skirts. The tiny dresses. The cleavage...”

Sasha laughs. “Oh darling. How else would women dress?

My brain expands in that moment, this new reality that Sasha had me wish for finally starting to hit home. Their wardrobe and Sasha’s comment brings in a flood of images to my mind about how Sasha owning controlling stakes in the world’s media corporations has shaped the public perception of femininity and masculinity. 

Gorgeous model-worthy newscasters with perfectly coiffed hair and cleavage on display, always displayed they shamelessly and convincingly blame every social problem on the poor and the ugly and on the infirmity of today's 'so-called men'. That's how they put it. 

Every sitcom, talk show, award-bait drama, and blockbuster movie filling minds young and old with the importance of a woman’s appearance, submission to truly masculine men, and endless fitness and beauty routines. 

One of the most popular shows on television is Fitness for Murder, an hour-long mystery series where the detective is a fitness model. All the victims are inevitably young, innocent, gorgeous, likable young women, murdered cruelly by jealous, ugly, often fat and scarred women. 

The show’s protagonist, a dynamite redhead who was a model under Sasha’s tutelage for years, spends roughly thirty minutes of the show’s runtime working out in different environments with close-ups of her ass, tits, and other parts of her sweaty body before donning a hot, tight outfit (another ten minutes) going to the police station, and accusing the ugliest woman in the room. 

She is always right to do so, as even if her accused is innocent of that crime it comes out that they’re guilty of another, often more heinous crime. She has a firmly committed relationship with her boyfriend and then fiance and then husband, who is never actually shown on camera—just a shadowy figure that she spends several minutes an episode swearing undying erotic loyalty to. They have cute problems like how she doesn't think the girl he wants for a threesome is hot enough for his incredible cock, or an ugly girl has moved next door so the protagonist has to frame her for murder so that her Man won't be subjected to looking at her filthy visage.  

Also notable is that most of the female perpetrators aren’t even all that fat or ugly, if at all—their normal, un-glamorous looks are derided as close to shocking or monstrous, and their weights running above one hundred and twenty-five pounds seen as hedonistic to the extreme.

This is just one example, but there are dozens of these types of shows starring drop-dead gorgeous female protagonists hunting down plain jane women for the crime—in essence—of not being sexy enough. And that’s not even counting the talk shows, news programs, and sitcoms that all carry the same heated, biased messaging. 

Sitcoms regularly feature beautiful women in the dating world, trying somehow to find the “perfect” man—whose description somehow fits me perfectly—and lambasting all the normal men they find as fat, slovenly, lazy, weak, effeminate, boorish, boring, and stupid.

Public utilities and housing are free for women living on their own or without men in many parts of the country, as is education in a few dozen Sasha-owned colleges and universities (where, naturally, all of the country's leadership is farmed from).

And of course, Sasha also purposefully sabotages all the counter-culture messaging by using shadow corporations to fund media promoting body positivity and equality between the sexes. She then hires awful and unlikable actors, employs terrible writers, and distributes poorly-run media campaigns, and then bombs these in think-tank funded internet spam reviews so that the popular conception is that the movement is both untenable and unwanted. She then completely ignores the efforts of the body positivity movement in the Sasha-owned major media outlets (which is all of them). 

Meanwhile, her news outlets run programming for both sides of the aisle—the ones that firmly believe women should be flawless and fertile and subservient, and the ones who believe that women should be submissive and gorgeous and utterly fit. Naturally, both sides are argued by utterly beautiful, impossibly-groomed, luxuriously-dressed women in ultra-high definition.

It should be noted that between this polarization, there is the very firm and unspoken belief that the available “men” in the world are utterly without value. All promises and desire and rhetoric around submission and subservience relates only to the Ideal Man, a philosophical idea and religious figure and patriarchal overlord all rolled into one. And yet like all societies, it creates its own unstoppable force of inertia through a fundamental contradiction.

Although it is a completely matriarchal society, with the available men little more than slaves (most new births are genetically engineered from scratch without the use of a single “devolved” male in the process), all this matriarchy is clearly waiting, on hands and knees (very literally, in their churches), for one Man. 

The Perfect Man. 

Me.

The two sides of the aisle run debates constantly and between the two of them, completely control congress. There is no house of representatives—abolished, because the populace is too busy ensuring they are physically perfect—and Senators are appointed for life-time terms from the nominations by the Board of Supreme Businesses. 

You can guess who that's run by.

Somehow, despite the two party's vocal disagreements on funding public education or creating a clear rights system for workers, there is always enough money to completely subsidize nearly all of Sasha's businesses without a single argument and to fund wars to utterly exterminate the industrial and military capacity of men-friendly countries. There are several, several countries who have been literally bombed into the stone age,with enormous walls built on their borders to keep them inside until they “learn their lesson.”

There is one universal luxury—screens. Specifically, smartphones and flat screens. There are enough built for everyone. Programming is optional, sort of. Is it optional if one megalomaniacal super-cheerleading ultra-goddess controls the five channels and apps you have available? They can't be turned off or muted, they track everything, and they constantly drip out propaganda about ideal females and males and the impossibility of ever being either. 

Book publishers who dare to distribute anything contrary to Sasha's ideals have their families threatened or disappeared. It’s an open secret that Sasha’s grip on the government is all but total, a cabal of global leaders either helplessly in love with her, blackmailed, threatened, or buried underneath so much leverage from the constant weight of her other monetary interests that going against her will is suicide. 

This, all of this, has led to a world in which beautiful, glamorous women wear skimpy, hot outfits to work as a matter of course—the same way they might have, in my original reality, worn make-up every day or had dinner in the evenings. It’s just what is done. 

The receptionists—all three of them, each one more than beautiful enough to have been some kind of starlet or model in the before-world—tremble as they await Sasha's words and my reaction. They exist in a constant state of perfect lust and abject terror. They are obsessed with Sasha and everything about her, grew up idolizing and worshiping her, and live their dream by being able to be so close to her; and they are absolutely terrorized every second of every day by the thought that they may lose their job.

“I run their thoughts,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “Every last one. And you run me.”

My cock swells at her touch, her words, her lips brushing against my ear. The women working in the building—and it is all women I, I notice—stop dead in their tracks when they see me. I am the ultimate Alpha Male to them, the end-all be-all of masculinity, and the wanton lust in their face fills the air with palpable heat. 

Sasha has trained them, all of them, to my image and form. They flinch, flex, sigh, and soak their panties reflexively. Even the most off-the-grid woman (which is illegal, by the way) would know my form from acres of textbooks every girl is required to read about The Perfect Male. 

A beautiful young Korean girl approaches us wearing a sharp navy suit in the same miniskirted, diamond-clad Sasha style I’ve now come to expect. She’s clearly bright, and very pretty, though probably—in this world of super-goddesses I now fuck on command—she could stand to lose about ten pounds. Her name is Rebecca.

“Madam,” she says, deliberately looking at Sasha’s feet. “Thank you so much for being here today. I have your agenda,” she holds out a sheet, “and I would love to know what the office won’t be eating for lunch.”

“Mommy orders big meals to tempt the weak and weed them out,” Madison explains in my ear, squeezing my bicep when I grip her cunt harder at the revelation. 

“Rebecca,” Sasha says to her assistant, “we’re having a team meeting in five minutes. Make sure everyone attends.” She looks her up and down and turns to me. “What do you think, Darling?”

“About fucking her?”

Madison squeezes my cock through my pants. “Yeah, Daddy. Does she excite you?”

“Naturally.”

Rebecca is blushing furiously, clutching her fists.

I shrug. “Well...”

I don’t want to be mean right in front of her; Sasha has no such qualms.

“It’s just as I thought. Too thick, is it? Easily rectified. Rebecca?”

She whimpers, eyebrows raising to indicate she’s paying attention. 

“Check yourself into the nearest weight-loss clinic. A few months of reinforced fasting might assist your weight problem. And pack up your things. Remember to give that nice office space you have to the prettiest girl you know about on your way out.”

Rebecca whimpers once again in acquiescence, as if she’s known this had been coming for months. I watch her leave with Madison’s pawing eagerly at my straining bulge. 

“Stupid bitch,” says Madison. “Disappointing you like that. What did she think was going to happen, Daddy?”

Madison as a seductive, evil force is more distracting than I’d like. I try to focus on the present.

“Reinforced fasting?” I ask. 

“Emphasis on the enforced,” says Madison. “It was my idea, Daddy. I just thought all those fatties should have somewhere to go to help them out. Or at least get rid of them quietly. So many weaklings die without food. But if they’re not going to be able to even make you hard, what’s the point of their lives anyway?”

I’m not an evil person, I swear. Everybody should be given a fair shake in this world, and it’s hard enough living without being judged all the time. 

But Sasha and Madison’s judgment makes me stupidly fucking hard and horny, not to mention how they’re inexorably beyond ever being on the negative end of any consequences for it. That kind of unfair power makes my thoughts swim in a sea of lust, and knowing they’re eternal and so am I is fucking me right up. 

I start kissing Madison hard—somehow we end up in the elevator and my cock enters her virgin-tight cunt rough and hard. Standing up, pushing her against the glass elevator, everyone in the office who dares to look can see me fucking my hot young teenage wife. Her legs wrap around me, and I shunt and shuffle until I'm able to get the position to hold her tight and push her against Sasha. 

I want to look at them both. 

I'm so stupidly turned on. I've turned the world into some hellish slave-pit of hedonistic hyper-fascist capitalism. There's nothing that could be worse for the people even a little bit worse off than one of the receptionists here. The class and income drop between those receptionists and the next level down is staggering; it's enough to kill a buffalo. 

But I'm in control of who benefits and who doesn't. I'm in charge. Even if the stone was somehow taken away from me right this moment, I would have power forever. Wealth forever. Sasha and Madison forever. And a planet full of me-worshiping hyper-beauties obsessed with keeping this system in place so they could live out all their fantasies and religious beliefs about what women should be. 

Thrusting into Madison, I can't help but look at Sasha just behind her. Both of them looking at me with a loving, knowing, orgasmic gaze. Both of them so perfectly thin at the waist and thighs, allowing me to spread my thick, hard arms around them and crush their tit-heavy bodies into my heavy muscle mass. 

As the elevator ascends, we see the football team passing in the hall. They wear collars. Their bodies augmented with cybernetics and heavily roided-out musculature. They remind me of the bulls people use for bullfighting, the kind that wouldn't even exist as a species if they weren't kept alive to fight. Their shoulders and biceps over-sized, knuckles nearly dragging on the floor. I'm so strong that I could rip all of them limb from limb without breaking a sweat.

The girls in the office are all watching us, holding their tits and cunts, dripping, moaning, aching. Existing for the lust between my wives and me. The players, though, very obviously are looking down only. Some of them start to kneel and crawl. 

“They understand that if they look me in the eyes without permission, I’ll have them and their families disappeared,” Sasha explains in a heated whisper. “And if they look at any of our girls, I’ll have them chemically castrated. Of course, I had to prove my word once or twice, but everyone understands before too long.”

She smiles at my disbelieving look and at the way her explanation makes me fuck Madison harder.

Behind her, that massive screen that dominates the reception area plays her video again. 

You're just good enough to work here. 

Oh my fuck. She treats them all with such cruelty...she's inhuman...she's soulless...

Then the wink. I can't hold it in. Sasha winks in unison with the video. It melts my mind. 

“I promise,” she whispers.

She's a fucking monster...and she belongs to me. 

Madison is probably pregnant by the time the elevator stops at the top floor. 

* * * * *
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THE TEAM MEETING REFERS to the cheerleading team, of course. 

The conference room is basically the entire floor, minus space for storage and bathrooms. There is a massive one-piece carved wooden table at one end with plenty of chairs and an Olympic-sized swimming pool at the other. 

Look, I don't understand the pool either, but I've stopped asking questions like that when Madison's hand is on my cock all day. 

The entrance is in the middle of the room and each exterior wall is floor-to-ceiling glass. 

The fifteen women who walk in (they took the stairs) are each more gorgeous than the last. Each one wears something out of a runway show—designer skirts, luxury dresses, tall tall heels, lace and silk and leather and fur; all of it clinging to their impossible curves and shows off the tight fitness of their bellies. And yet even though their outfits are wildly different, there's something about them that is all the same. It takes me a moment to recognize it, although I'm staring openly at each beauty. 

They're cheerleading uniforms. The skirts or dresses are pleated, or their torsos are exposed, or there are little keyholes in the tops revealing their heavy cleavage, or they have race stripes on the side, or they're wearing thigh-high socks...

All these women are dolled up like high-luxury, impossibly top-end cheerleaders. 

Fuck.

Each one, in her own right, is an incredible celebrity in this world—the kind that would shut down traffic in a town just from a two-hour visit. They each boast incredible catalogues of websites with entire cities full of serves dedicated to their traffic and the millions of images of them flooding in per hour.

None of them hold a candle in direct competition with Sasha, of course—but any of them could be seen in a photo with her and not automatically be shamed into an endless black hole of embarrassment, and that’s saying something. 

They ooze elegance and class and—well, hard to describe it otherwise, but pep. They are cheerleaders, I suppose. They’re gorgeous, they’re desired all over the world, they’re in the most prestigious, exclusive beauty-based promotion in the world, and they belong in it, and they’re thrilled about it.

The girls downstairs? They're in mortal terror of losing their spots. 

The girls up here? Some of them have some fear, but most of them don't, and with incredibly good reason—again, while they're not as hopelessly gorgeous as Sasha or Madison (and no one is), they are the closest thing, which puts them far and above the hottest woman possible in the before-world. 

And they are, also, to a woman completely and totally filthy fucking rich and wealthy and always have been. So every single part of their lives has always been soft and coated in luxury, and often run in tandem with Sasha's or Madison's lives. They went to the same schools, organized the same military raids on striking laborers, collapsed the same rare-earth mineral mines to send messages to the same governments, seduced politicians all at the same time to end silly lazy things like weekends and mandatory vacation time for anyone with an income totaling less than five thousand a year (which is 95% of the population)...

Perhaps more relevantly, poisoned totally by Sasha's ineffable influence, they obsessed over me with one another and all had their first orgasm to the thought of me, often simultaneously with other girls just like them.

Walking in, each one smiles excitedly at Sasha, like she's their favorite sister or their personal BFF. Of course, she encourages this relationship to more easily manipulate them. Then their gaze goes to Madison, who probably is their BFF in most cases. She's just a touch less ruthless than her mother. 

But then their eyes fall on me. All fifteen, without fail, stop and choke up for a moment. Eyes moisten. Cheeks flush. Smiles flutter. Breasts heave in tiny silk blouses and threaten to bust through the delicate veneer of skintight jackets. At each one, Sasha pulls me closer and whispers a name. 

Delilah. Zara. Rosalia. Janet. Phoebe. Kimberly. Kristie. Whitney. Cindy. Naomi. Tatyana. Megan. Natalie. Violeta. Penelope. 

I had started off today thinking I would have a harem of professional cheerleaders. I knew the ones who had been on the team, but it's none of those girls. None of the ones from the before-world. Frankly? None of them, despite my frequent obsession over them alongside Sasha and Madison, are anywhere near the hotness levels of these fifteen. 

And now, because of Sasha’s power-hungry involvement, now what I’m faced with is owning a harem of...what do you even call this? 

They’re each fashion icons, trendsetters, and because of Sasha’s obsession with ensuring I have only pristinely hot, wealthy women serving me—both in incredible shape and fabulously wealthy. 

And young. Shit, are they ever. I think the oldest is only twenty-five. Most look to be closer to twenty.

“I have a firm cut-off at the age of twenty-seven,” she explains casually. “Anything older than that, besides me of course, and girls just tend to spoil, you know?”

Sasha again intuits my thoughts—or fuck it, maybe she just asked me to wish she was telepathic and forget about it. Hot either way.

“So that means,” says Sasha, “that girls usually quit around age twenty-six to avoid the dishonor of being asked to leave. That still nets them a few years in the media as personalities or influencers.”

Most of these influencers cash in their celebrity status to gleefully be used as a mouthpiece celebrating Sasha's hyper-capitalist, authoritarian state. Sasha has promised them revivification—becoming young again, young forever, like her—as a reward. 

She doesn't have to, and they both know it. They're all true believers. The fucked up way this world is, completely on its side in abject worship of my glory? They love it. They love the humiliation and squalor of inferiors, and they love their own superior position and the beauty and power they hold. It's the only way they understand society working at all. 

The girls don't know how to approach me. They gather at one side of the massive table. I remember dances, vaguely—I've fucked with reality a lot—when I was in school, where boys would all huddle and see who would be brave enough to ask the one girl to dance. It reminds me of that. They're chatting excitedly, biting their lips, giggling, tossing their hair, flashing please fuck me eyes in my direction constantly.  

A jaw-dropping blonde wearing a nearly-sheer white pleated sundress and tall, tall strappy white heels approaches. Her skin is flawless and shiny, her hair cut to a medium length showing the luscious density of each golden strand. 

“This is Zara,” Sasha tells me again, smiling and holding out her arm to hug her in a long, tit-crushing embrace. “She’s from Sweden. She's nineteen. You just had to immigrate here once you heard about our team, didn’t you doll?”

“Well,” Zara giggles. “I’ve been watching the shows since forever ago. The cartoons and everything. They just shaped everything I've ever thought.”

Zara's eyes are bright and blue and they remain fixated on me with everything she says. 

“The cartoons?” I ask. 

“Certainly. Beauties vs. Uglies. It’s in the sixteenth season. I still watch it sometimes!” Zara laughs. “I just never get tired of seeing the Beauties win. They’re sooo much better than the Uglies. It’s so funny to watch them fail and fail and never be as good as sexy, beautiful women were born to be.”

Brainwashing. This is propaganda on a massive scale. My cock throbs, and Madison is right there to squeeze it. 

“You deserve this, Daddy.” She whispers so only I can hear her. My absolute bucket-full of cum still swims in her virgin-tight cunt. “All this, and so much more.”

Zara, openly flirting with me, grips my forearm. “You’re definitely someone who likes Beauties way more than Uglies, aren’t you?” 

Her profile is some kind of AI-generated conception of “most symmetrically perfect blonde ever.” My stiff, aching cock is uncomfortably turgid just from looking at her. 

And, of course, from Madison still stroking it and insisting I deserve to fuck her full of babies.

This kind of woman wasn’t out of reach for me before—she was outside of my ability to even conceive. I’m not going to lie, she is probably hotter than Sasha used to be, or perhaps ever was in the reality I left more than a day ago. 

Her entire existence, designing herself from an early age to be nothing but a piece of aesthetic perfection, has paid off with brilliant genetics and what must be a torturous workout regime. Or, torturous for anyone else; I doubt Zara has any problem with it. She could probably do push-up handstands in her sleep for three days straight. She is fit.

“I just don’t see the point of looking at anyone ugly when there’s girls like Sasha around,” I say. “Or you.”

Zara titters, clearly pleased to be brought into the same compliment as Sasha. 

“You’re such a charmer.” She turns to Sasha. “Is it him?”

Sasha nods. Zara turns back to me and barely contains a lusty squeal. She clasps her hands to her chest, shaking excitedly.  

“Oh, I knew it! I knew it, I knew it, I knew it! I knew it from how big he was when he came in, the way you’ve been hanging off him.” She bites her lip. “I can’t believe you didn’t call me.”

Sasha wraps herself around me even tighter. “Yes you can.”

“Y-yes,” Zara stutters, clearly afraid of having insulted Sasha. “Of course I can, darling. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant—”

“I know what you meant.” Sasha's tone remains warm and congenial; I can tell she genuinely likes Zara. “To be frank, my love, we had our hands full just with the three of us.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” Zara's eyes get misty. “It's so lovely. You three, you're really together, aren't you?”

They both nod excitedly, showing off the diamond rings I materialized on their fingers earlier. 

“Oh my god!” Zara claps her hands. Her tits bounce fetchingly. “I just want you to know, sir—that I know I'm a catch. I know I'm incredible. I know I'm better than everyone here except for your wives.” She licks her lips. Her arrogance obviously turns herself on. It turns me on. “But I will never threaten Sasha or Madison's primacy for your love, my King. Not in fact, without question, and certainly not in intent. To be the third-favorite of the Glory that is You? The one we have awaited?”

Just to catch you up, the Swedish knockout with the absolutely perfect facial features and objectively flawless body is referring to me in both religious and royal terms and coating every syllable in abject lust, love, and worship. 

“Oh, Sir. Oh, my King. My Lord. Such a fate would be beyond my wildest dreams if I were a plebe like some of the others here.” She casts shade to the other girls gathered behind her, and I almost fuck her right then and there. “It is not beyond my wildest dreams. I know my worth. Worshiping at Sasha and Madison's feet, while they are at your feet, is my only dream.”

She's pushed all the way into me. I'm groaning. 

Madison whispers in my ear, almost sub-audible: 

Fuck her, Daddy. You can fuck her right now and no one would stop you. You Deserve to fuck her. You Deserve her praise. Her worship. You are her king. Won't you fuck her? Please let me watch you...

Zara's tits, heavy, press against my chest, and a big button from her dress pops undone. 

“Gosh, darling,” says Sasha. “Zara is really earning her raise.”

“My raise?” Zara asks, still locking eyes with me. 

“Master just fucked Madison, but he's hard now, all raised up. That deserves its own raise, doesn't it? How much more, baby? How much should we pay Zara to be on your team?”

I somehow have the information already in my my mind—she's already paid over thirty million dollars a month. I groan. 

“I have so many followers,” says Zara. “Particularly in Europe. Can you imagine what they'll do, knowing I belong to you? Can you just think of how many girls will need to immigrate here right away to somehow have a shot with you?” Her voice gets dangerously low. “Can you think of how easy it will be to breed them?”

Three of them. Three urging, eager seductresses. I can't stop groaning. No wonder Sasha likes this girl. She's made her into a monster of her own design—which I guess, in a way, is a monster of my design. 

Sasha is insistent. “Should we double her salary?

“Nine,” I grunt at last, staring helplessly into Zara's bright blue eyes.  

“Nine million more dollars?” Sasha doesn't sound impressed. 

“Nine times more per month. Do it.”

“That would make her one of the most wealthy women on the planet. Only surpassed by myself and Madison.” Sasha kisses my jaw and cheek. “That's so hot.” She turns to Zara. “Darling, won't you sit next to James at the table and negotiate the final terms of your new contract? I'm sure Madison could assist you. I need to address the girls.”

Fuck. Sasha has something to say.

I should have thought of this. I should have anticipated it. She's going to go mad with wishes again. I'm still mentally slapping myself as I sit down and Zara and Madison slide on to either of my massive thighs, unzipping my cock beneath the table and stroking. Their fingers are long, but their hands are tiny, and they look even tinier against my massive cock. I watch Sasha as she struts slowly, effortlessly, around the gathered cheerleaders.

I should stop this. Instead, I just watch, horny and dumb, stroked stupid by two teenage goddesses.

“I’ve advised you all for years now to not have boyfriends. Some of you decided not to listen to me. Those of you who did have boyfriends, I advised you to starve them of sex. And again, some of you decided not to listen to me.” 

I know—I don't know how I know but I do know—that sex is the term given to some male slave (a single woman using a regular male slave calls him a “boyfriend”) using a dildo on their female owner. The idea of a man actually using his penis to fuck his owner is beyond taboo. 

Sasha continues to strut and looks over at me with lust and love in her beautiful face. I love watching her hips move. She’s a marvel. 

“And now, today, those of you who trusted me are to be rewarded. The more you trust me, the more I will reward you. Those of you who still have boyfriends? Contact them now and break it off. Do so permanently. You have one minute.”

I count seven girls busting out their phones and taking care of business. “Breaking up with a boyfriend” means selling them back to the market, or just exterminating them. 

Mentally, I put the girls who had such a male in their lives on the bottom of my list. 

Zara, without pausing in stroking me for even a second, calmly procures her phone from her bag and slides it down the table to me, unlocked. There’s a photo of her as the background; her brilliantly tight tanned body in a bridal lingerie selfie. It fades to another photo—her on her knees, begging, in bridal lingerie again. 

“I had them taken just for you. No one has ever seen these.” She whimpers as she strokes me harder, faster. “Every photo I've ever had taken of me, I've only ever thought of you, my King.”

No one told her to call me that. She just does. 

It's so stupidly hot. 

“So here’s the situation,” says Sasha. “This is James. He is in incredible shape. He is stellar in bed—I don’t think I’ve cum so much in my entire life before meeting him, and now I’ve lapped my record quite a few times. His cock is enormous. He’s the most wealthy man alive. He’s so, so fucking handsome. And I belong to him with my whole body, mind, and soul, forever.”

She takes a full thirty seconds just to stare at me, eyes wet with worship, after she says this. Madison and Zara stroke me as she does and it’s everything I can do not to cum right there. 

No one, not a fucking soul, dares to interrupt Sasha or ask to her move the explanation along. They all know their place.

Eventually, Sasha continues. 

“My darling, perfect, incredible man here can make any change he wants to reality as we know it. He has a wishing stone. I must admit to some fogginess in my head about it, but I’m fairly certain he’s the reason we’re all here right now. Isn’t that right, darling?”

I nod.

“So, you’ve made me this fabulously wealthy my entire life? You ensured I had nothing but wealth, glamour, and the worship of you filling my brain for the entirety of my existence, leading me to use all my power and influence to ensure that the women here, today, were as gloriously sexy and submissive as possible?”

I nod again. 

“You see? Because of him, I’m the world’s wealthiest person, and the most beautiful.”

“You were already the most beautiful,” I correct her. “But now you’ll always be that way.”

“Oh, yes. That. Have you noticed how I don’t age? How I look exactly the same as I do since I was eighteen? Isn’t that marvelous? I don’t have to worry about aging, or gaining weight, or wrinkles, or flab, or stretch marks, or any of that plebe-stuff. I’m just better, all the time. And it’s because of my darling husband.”

A chorus of excited whispers fill the room. Every single woman stares at me with wet, abject worship and need.

“And he can change more. So much more. And he loves it when I suggest things.”

Oh fuck. Here it comes. I start to try to shut Sasha down, but Madison slides down and across my lap, sliding my cock into her incredible mouth and quickly massaging my cockhead with her trembling esophagus. Zara, jealous but cooperative, coos and pumps Madison's mouth up and down by holding her thick hair. 

“There's just so many possibilities. Gosh, like, wouldn’t it be amazing if every girl here was a princess or a queen, darling?” Sasha suggests. “They could each have a little theme, couldn’t they? One could have a little regency where they do nothing but rule over the ruby trade, and another emeralds, another sapphires...” She is closer now, smiling, and uses her fingers to gently guide Madison's head. She doesn’t have to, Madison is incredible at sucking my cock all by herself, and Zara is already helping, but all of them and me enjoy it immensely. “...Of course, they all pay tribute with seventy-percent of their profits and stones to me, but that would still leave them billionaire queens, wouldn’t it?”

It’s hard to speak. She fucks me up so much. Aren’t I in charge? Do I fucking care? 

“What if,” Sasha says excitedly, “each of you girls came up here and made a little suggestion to your new Master? He’ll grant your wishes, I promise. All you have to do is turn him on. He loves it when girls love themselves and their own beauty, like I do...and of course he loves me.”

“Mistress,” Zara raises a hand. “May I go first?”

Sasha claps her hands together excitedly. “Of course! My favorite blonde. Please. Show the rest of them how it's done.”

Every girl looks on with total jealousy. This is starting to feel like some ploy, like Zara and Sasha have had this planned for forever. But...it's just one wish, and that's all, right? How much could it be?

Zara bends herself over on the table before me. She’s thoughtful enough to leave her painfully tight dress down so I can push it up myself and explore the perfectly sculpted, exquisite shapes of her legs and ass. Her pussy, decorated in luxury black lace panties, is soaking wet. 

“I want it.” She looks back at me. “I want your cock...I want your power. I want the wealth. Please...I want you to give me more...I know I'm pretty enough to deserve it, aren't I?”

My thoughts feel thick. Sasha is whispering something in my ear I can't make out. I think I made Madison too fucking good at sucking cock.

“What?” I try to gather myself. 

The other cheerleaders gather up on the table to watch, all of them on their hands and knees. I groan. The entire conference room is swimming in submissive pussy pheromones.

“What if your seed was addictive, my King?” says Zara. “I wish it was.”

I stand up, trying to focus. Instead I just jam Madison's head into Zara's hot, exposed rear as I grope it and rip away her panties. Zara's tits hit the table, crushing them in that perfect way. I stop trying to hold onto control. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I nod. “I wish that too.”

Madison, on her knees, suddenly sucks harder. More urgent. More passionate. Sasha, at my side,  grinds her cunt more insistently on me. 

Where did my clothes go? I had a suit on. I'm just naked muscles now. Zara is so fucking hot. I don't care. 

“Oh, here's one,” says Zara. “Master, what if your sperm changed us? Made us hotter, younger, and tighter for you all the time? So that no matter what, we were always getting sexier for you? I wish it was that way”

My cock already makes women become the perfect fit for me, but this suggestion goes beyond that, improving their beauty as well. 

Grunting, precum spurting everywhere, I push Madison off my cock and slide into Zara's waiting, hot body. She's so tiny and flexible that she turns and kisses me desperately as I bend over on top of her, grabbing my hands to run across her thick, milk-leaking tits. 

“I wish that too,” I groan. “Yeah. Yeah.”

Wasn't it supposed to just be one wish? But then, I haven't stopped fucking Zara yet. So why would she stop asking for wishes?

“Your empress,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “You remember what I said about precious stones. Your empress of emeralds. And rubies. And sapphires. And always has been. I wish that was Zara. She's such a perfect fit.”

Her pussy is so unbelievably tight it takes my breath away. What the fuck are they doing in Sweden? Good lord. 

“But...you...Madison...”

“Your Goddess?” Sasha purrs. “Your High Priestess? I think we are secure in our positions. I just wish Zara was the Empress of all Rare Stones, as we discussed.”

Didn't she say that responsibility would be shared?

Zara wraps her legs around me, pulling me tighter, screaming in pleasure. I'm melting her mind with one cum after another. The cheerleaders around her are, appropriately, cheering her on. 

Oh, fuck it.

“I wish that too.”

Instantly, Zara is layered in jewelry. She wears a tiny ruby waist chain. Her blond hair is longer, a net of sapphires highlighting the gold underneath. Teardrops of emeralds appear around her neck, decorating her clavicles and cleavage. 

“What if,” Zara moans, orgasming again, her azure eyes wild and delirious. “you were the only man? The only virile man, I mean. What if all future generations were derived entirely from your seed?”

Sasha likes that a lot. “Oh my god. Yes. Everyone completely dependent on you and you alone. We could sell your seed for millions of dollars a vial. Only the richest would be able to afford it...” she smiles, grinding and kissing and whimpering. “And only beautiful women will be rich in our world. Won’t that be amazing?”

I’ve just become a wish pump for Sasha and Zara; I do not fucking care. Every wish she has me make further reinforces her twisted view of what the world should be, and it’s so thoroughly evil that it should make me sick. Instead, I’m just lost in the way she’s looking at me, dreamy-eyed, like a heartsick teenager with the biggest crush in the world, while I fuck a woman who isn’t her. 

She loves that I’m fucking Zara, loves that I’m spreading my seed around to other fertile women, loves that her Man is so masculine and strong that he takes whoever he wants. 

And she loves—absolutely loves—that she gets first pickings of my seed at any time, and gets to dictate the terms of my harem to her delight. 

“I wish that too.”

Cumming explosively, I grip Zara’s hips hard. Madison and Sasha, clutching me tight, cum with me at my insistence and power. The entire room of beautiful women feels like it melts into me, cumming when I do, all of them moaning and gasping with orgasmic delight at the fact of my seed spilling into a fertile belly.

For several minutes, all of us just push into one another. A pile of beautiful, perfectly-designed bodies. The entire harem leaning in on me, aching for me, whispering. 

Master...You’re the one...You’re the King...We Love You...We Always Loved You...

And through it all I embrace Sasha and Madison, my two top girls, letting their plush lips against my skin calm my heart beat and bring me back down to something resembling reality. 

I’ve just bankrupted the sperm bank of humanity; holy shit. I can’t imagine that’s going to be good. Maybe I should undo it? Maybe I should...

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of the only true man in the whole world,” says Sasha, kissing my chin.

“The only one,” says Madison, kissing her mother even as she kisses my chest and neck. “We're such lucky, lucky girls.”

What was I thinking about? 

Zara turns, moaning, wrapping her legs around me once more. She is clearly ready to go again, to claim more of my seed for herself and, in doing so, deny others the same privilege. The sweaty flush of her skin pulls me in; I ache immediately to give her what she wants. 

“What if,” Sasha purred, stroking my cock right over Zara’s cunt, “you were even more powerful? Think of it, darling. Think of how much we—"

“Enough!”

There’s an incredible flash of light and a sound of thunder—an explosion in the conference room that reverberates through the entire office. Several windows shatter. The walls crack. 

Two illustriously gorgeous, alien beings emerge from the smoke, blue electricity crackling all around them. Both wear some kind of skintight armored leotard; one wears white, the other black. They look almost like humans, but are taller, tinier in the abdomen, their limbs longer, and their faces without age. 

The one wearing white steps forward. “No more. By the High Counselor, you have to stop this madness!” She waves a hand at me, and something invisible constricts itself around my mouth and throat. “This is not why we gave you this power.”

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Galactic Harem
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I’m supposed to be having a very serious conversation. Crazy-beautiful perfect-bodied humanoid aliens have just taken away my ability to make wishes, and they look real pissed off. 

But. 

I’m sitting on a couch with Madison and Zara calmly and adroitly attending my cock. Both of them are dressed in magnificent regalia, befitting their stations as my High Priestess and Empress. Decked out in rare stones. Plunging-neckline gowns with hip-high slits, more like suggestions than pieces of clothing. Madison my chestnut-haired fuckpet. Zara my golden blonde regal doll. Their mouths and hands trading spots effortlessly, keeping my mind thick with arousal even as I pour load after virile load down their throats. Each one is hot, sticky, thick, and voluminous. The extra seed seems to melt into their skin, making them shine like the finest possible body cream.  

They’re addicted to me, now. And getting hotter with each load. Bustier. Tighter. Taller. Sexier. Every part of them right down to the smallest atom and quark redefining itself based on pleasure for me.

Their lips—lips that have never touched another, that have spent their whole lives aching and preparing and needing to service my cock and my cock alone—do just that, worshiping my thick meat with wet kisses and long tongue-heavy slurps. Their moans are the only sound in the penthouse as the aliens fiddle with some devices in their hands. I don’t know what they’re doing, exactly, but I think it’s keeping a lid on what’s happening here. Shutting down communications. Stealthing their ship. Keeping the door barred with big masses of invisible energy.

Standing behind me and leaning over with her tits against my head, Sasha whispers her devotion to me, her surety in my supremacy, and her need to see me fill both alien girls with my cum until they beg to belong to me forever. 

“It will be so easy, my King. So easy, just like everything is for you. They will fall to you. They won’t be able to stop themselves. They need you. We all need you.”

Her accented, heated voice is layered with the beautiful collapses of several realities of herself, each one more beautiful and arrogant and wealthy than the last. She is everything to me. Making her wet, making her mine is pretty much all I think about. And even with as much as I want to fuck these two gorgeous alien broads, I want to fuck and enslave them even more knowing it’s what Sasha wants. 

Madison, my darling little evil babe and Sasha’s adopted daughter, chokes as I hold her down on my cock, emptying another heavy load down her throat. Zara, watching jealousy, smiles with criminal intensity as Madison slowly turns purple from the lack of air to her system. It would turn her on to watch Madison be choked even more, because everything I do turns Zara on. She’s hot enough to melt stars and she’s that obsessed with me. 

A wave of slow, angry clarity fills me even as I fill Madison. I push her off of me, slide upwards without sitting quite so deeply in Sasha’s grasp, and sit up straight. Then, thinking for a moment, I push Zara down between my legs for her to go to work. 

I’ve really got to focus. 

The two aliens in front of us step closer, looking ready to talk. I breathe in deep, trying to ignore the world-class beauty making out with my cock like it’s a soldier come home from war. 

Okay, so aliens are real, and that’s a whole thing. 

Honestly I suppose I should have seen it coming. What did I think was really happening? I just happen to come across some mysterious masked stranger in a dead strip mall, and they just happen to sell me a stone that can literally grant me any reality-altering wish that I’d like?

That’s the kind of thing that would only happen now, a hundred wishes in. It’s startling how quickly I forgot what normal life is like. 

Sasha already had this gigantic penthouse installed inside the stadium for me, because of course she did. By this, I mean she had it built in anticipation of my arrival in her life years ago, and continued to have it expanded, maintained, and kept sparkling clean, employing a staff of dozens to ensure that the entire ten thousand square feet space was spotless in every single nook and cranny, and always fully stocked with enough fresh groceries to feed an army. 

And she did all this—was this way, thought all this, planned like this—because she begged me to wish it to be so. She’s so fucking obsessed with me that her entire brain—the brain of this unbelievably hot, immortal, raven-haired beauty—is a nuclear-powered Ferrari engine running for the sole purpose of making the world even hotter for me to rule with her at my side. She begs me to make wishes to give her and myself more power, and because I’ve already wished her to be the kind of supernaturally seductive that would shame a shiver of succubi, I give in.

We are there now, in a living room that is easily ten times the size of my old apartment from several realities ago; one of several such rooms of that size here. The aliens demanded a place to be debriefed, and Sasha led all of us up here to get away from the crawling cooing mess of the dozen-plus cheerleader-supermodel-goddess-queens that I had just mindfucked to eternity and back. 

It’s funny, with as much as my life must have changed for me to have the body and mind and cock I do now, I only remember my life as it was before I ever got the wishing stone. I clearly remember parts of the world that Sasha has established with all her wealth and power, but I still think of my “growing up” as without the endless luxury and privilege that Sasha ensured I had in this reality for being the world’s only “True Male.” 

Maybe it has a different effect on me because I’m the one who holds the stone? Who can say. 

The aliens in question are so fucking mind-numbingly hot that I’m a little surprised I didn’t wish them into existence. They don’t surpass my lust for Sasha, not quite, but they do come closer than anyone else has save for maybe Madison and Zara, and even surpass the two of them in some ways. 

Both of the aliens are humanoid and clearly feminine in shape; the first thought I had when I saw them was that they were some kind of hyper-evolved human from ten million years in the future. 

Each one is pale, pristinely porcelain white. Their skin, completely without blemishes or marks, is smooth and almost reflective it’s so shiny. High, pointed ears assist in the dramatic angles of their faces—pointed cheekbones, hollow cheeks, plush lips, and slicked back long hair that slides in thick tresses down to the middle of their incredibly muscled backs. One is bright golden blonde, and the other is a deep unnatural burgundy red. 

They wear sleeveless catsuits of some kind of ultra-tight material that lifts and supports and clings like spandex but has the consistency of matte leather. The immense curvature of their gravity-defying tits held in and framed by perfect scooping Queen Anne necklines. Burgundy wears blood-red black, the blonde a kind of deep ivory. Their delicately slender necks are adorned with collars, adorned in turn with alien symbols, and long gloves of that same strange material slide up past their elbows all the way down to the tips of their magnificently long fingers.

Their torsos are longer than a humans, as are their arms, but even so their bodies are mostly legs. Gorgeous, thin, miles-long legs. The thigh-gap, easily visible thanks to their skintight suits, is easily five-inches on either woman. Despite their thin stature, neither seems emaciated or starved; in fact I get the feeling that both could go toe-to-toe with any athlete in the world save for perhaps myself and Sasha.

God, I want to fuck them. I want to fuck them both and have them moan my name. Their faces, sensuous and deeply sexy, promise intimate secrets and whispered essays of love with every slight movement. 

And of course I would probably be wishing away their free will right now, but they anticipated this, numbing my vocal cords with some kind of tech so that all I can do is sort of weakly groan and moan to whatever they say. I find it really hot that they’re intelligent enough to resist my new will and power; it makes me want to fuck them all the more. 

Madison crawls back up on the couch—all my cum already absorbed into her flawless, shiny body—and snuggles into me, casually stroking my cock and whimpering for me to fuck her while Zara lovingly sucks my cock. Sasha uses one hand to stroke her daughter’s perfect, ultra-long hair, pushing her tighter against me. 

Just really quick? Madison whispers. Like before they start talking? You could get me pregnant, I bet, before they really need your attention. Would it be all right if I lick your neck while you shoot your unprotected load inside me? I mean I just want—

On and on like that, almost subaudible insane desperate urging whispers to fuck and own them as much as possible. 

I can hear, outside, security forces beginning to converge because of the panicking lusts of the cheerleader queens. It’s touching, to be honest—the loyalty they already feel toward me despite knowing me for such a brief amount of time. I suppose it’s that kind of loyalty that I’ve been aching to have from these women, from anyone, in the first place. 

Due to Sasha’s urging and the urging of the cheerleaders, I own the queens of several countries now (most countries, in fact), all of them helplessly worshipful of my Cock, and all of them supremely well-armed to destroy any opposition to their rule. 

There’s a lot of opposition; turns out, when all you do is work your populace to death so that one gorgeously hot, immortal woman and her closest associates and family have the entirety of a family’s wealth, people try to rise up again and again. Naturally, they fail, because my girls have the most well-trained militaries in the world—with lots of practice, again, because of all the uprisings.

Sasha appears to take this all in stride. She sees how I can’t speak, how I haven’t wished these beautiful creatures into submission, and remains preternaturally calm. She is a queen, an empress, and regardless of the beauty these beings possess and the majestic grandeur of the wide-ranging universe they represent, they remain little more than specks of dirt to her up until the point that they—in her mind—inevitably submit to my will. 

I’m a little less certain than Sasha, if only because her vocal chords aren’t immobilized. 

“So,” she says. “Ladies. Who are you, besides rather rude guests?” 

She asks the question raising a perfect eyebrow and sliding deeper against my back, sliding her hands down my massive marble-cut chest and sliding a hand across Madison’s jaw. 

“It hardly matters to you,” says Burgundy. “We’ll be out of your lives soon enough.”

Sasha nods at Madison, who in less than instant goes from grinding her hot body against mine to attacking the two. She takes a table lamp and smashes it over Burgundy’s head to absolutely no effect. 

Burgundy, in turn, picks up Madison with one hand by the scruff of her neck and pulls out a metal square with a hostile red-flashing end, and shoves it into Madison’s throat. The square flashes furiously red, letting out a blast of heat that leaves a scorching trail on the wall behind Madison and even flash-burns her shadow into the suddenly flaming, close-to-collapsing wall behind her. Then she tosses Madison down to the ground. 

“Now,” Burgundy says. “Do what we want, wish for exactly what we say, or else—”

She stops suddenly as Madison gets up and scurries back into me, resuming her stroking and grinding.

Sorry, Daddy, she whispers. Sorry. We had to try.

Sasha strokes her, letting her know she did well. 

“...that was enough energy to blast a hole in a starship,” Blonde says, stunned. “What did you do to her?”

“The same thing he did to all his girls,” says Sasha, smiling beautifully. “So why don’t we talk?”

“You bitch.” 

Burgundy advances on Sasha—Madison and I both tense up to keep her away, and my rising cock lifts Zara off the ground—but the Blonde grabs her partner’s arm. 

“Don’t be rude, Freya,” says Blonde. “My name is Aurelia, Inquisitorial Archeologist. Obviously, she is Freya, of the Order of Broken Stones.”

Sasha is unimpressed. “Obviously.”  

“Why are you here?” Madison asks. 

Madison is much more upset than Sasha; less refined in her zealotry. Her fury is palpable; I can see the tortures in her mind already being devised for doing any kind of harm to her perfect Master. She’s waited for me her whole life, at least in this reality, and now these two alien broads are screwing it up!

Aurelia sighs. “We’re harvesters, I guess you could say.”

“She is,” Freya rolls her eyes. “I’m a warrior.”

“Yes. She’s a warrior. And normally the way we harvest is primarily through our warriors. They capture, and we retrieve.”

Oh, good. As long as we’re explaining everything. I roll my eyes. This elucidates nothing. 

Sasha feels my frustration, massaging more intently. “What is it that you harvest, exactly?” 

Despite their opaqueness, I have a feeling I already know.

“Genetic material,” says Aurelia. “Breeding material. The genetic material of your species is incredibly valuable to us. We don’t have any more males of our race, but the seed of your species is such a close match that we can use it as a substitute.”

Sasha raises a perfect eyebrow. “You mean...sperm?”

“Yes. We require your sperm.”

Zara giggles, licking my cock. Madison matches her giggle, squeezing me tight, and Sasha laughs richly as she understands the issue. 

“So his sperm, then?”

“That’s the problem, isn’t it?” Freya snaps. “You lunatics. We can monitor the virility of the entire planet; it’s how we got here in the first place. You weren’t supposed to use the artifact for sterilizing everyone but him, even if he is absolutely hot, and—”

Aurelia tsks, grabbing Freya, putting a finger to her mouth. They share a long look, raising eyebrows and daring the other to take control. 

While they’re distracted, I slip the wishing stone into Sasha’s hands. Right away, she smiles in her utterly perfect way. I used to jerk off to that smile twenty times a week, staring helplessly on my computer screen. Now, it’s just for me.

Perhaps you might think it’s insane, slipping a stone of apparently infinite reality-bending power into the hands of a mindfucked slave. What if she wants to take revenge somehow?

But of course, I know she won’t. She loves what she’s become. She adores that all her power, all her beauty and talent and wealth, exists as nothing more than as a vector of worship for my supremacy over her and every other being on the planet. 

It’s why I love her. Even if somehow I could manage to take away my control of her—which I never could, because she would hate not having me and because I would loathe not having her—she would re-wish probably 99% of what I asked for.

She might not have focused on me specifically for the Ultra Alpha Male to rule everything...but, well, that’s they’re my wishes.

“As soon as you have that figured out, ladies,” Sasha interrupts their bickering, “I wish you were my Master’s willing, eager servant girls, desperate for his cum and approval.”

They both turn to address Sasha. United in their opposition. 

Aurelia smirks. “That won’t work,” she says, pointing a thumb at Freya, who waves the chunky dial-heavy device in her hands. “We thought of that. Please don’t assume we’re stupid.”

“We’re screening your wishes,” says Freya. “There’s a frequency that, if close enough, can shut down the emissions from the stone. We did have the stone itself interred in a vault surrounded by tens of thousands of such emitters, but then someone decided we should break thousands of years of tradition and law to—”

“Hush,” Aurelia hisses. “We’re on the same side, Freya.”

Freya falls quiet, clenching her fists. Sasha and I exchange a glance. Part of what makes beauty so dramatic is that it is endlessly suggestive as opposed to the monotony of ugliness—she can communicate with just a glance her desire to try and overpower Freya and take the device out of her hands. 

I shake my head. 

There’s no way to take the device and use it with any certainty. What if there’s something that explodes their ship, or destroys whatever the off-button is for this thing on my throat?

“You know,” Sasha crosses around the couch and sits on the couch, guiding Zara deeper up on my cock, “he only cums when he wants?”

Freya and Aurelia frown. They didn’t know that. 

They don’t know the wishes I’ve made. That’s something. 

“In that case, let me be clear,” says Sasha. “This is my planet. My home. My husband. My life which you are invading. It’s clear you have the upper hand. But it also seems clear to me I have something you want. So what will it take to make you leave?” She slides her hands across my neck, staring dreamily. “If it’s a simple matter of fucking my darling, please make no mistake—I don’t mind in the slightest. If you want his seed, come and get it. Why not?”

Something happens then that surprises me. 

Aurelia’s knees obviously buckle. 

She wants me. 

I can’t believe I didn’t notice it before. Of course. Their alien physiology is better at hiding it than human women—but she’s dying to jump on my cock and feel it bulge her tight, long abdomen. 

Freya is harder to read. Harder all over, in fact. A natural warrior. She is all duty, all business.

I wished for myself to be Sasha’s dream man. That’s the extent of my obsession with her. And of course, Sasha’s dream man is so handsome, hunky, attractive, and studly that he could make even alien pussy wet. The constant stream of permanently-aroused pheromones leaking from Zara, Madison, and Sasha’s bodies can only help that cause, as can the brain-fogging musk of my precum, cum, and cock. 

“Well?” Sasha asks, pressing the advantage. “Fuck him. It’s obvious you want to. You have my permission.”

“We do not require your permission,” Freya snaps. “We need more than just him. We have quotas to fill. We need a planet of cum.”

Aurelia puts an arm on Freya, once again trying to calm her. She sits down on the loveseat across from Sasha and locks eyes with her. And flushes. Because she’s locking eyes with the living definition of human beauty. 

“First,” she says, casting a sidelong glance at Freya. “Thank you. I appreciate that we can talk this over. And you are right that we both have something the other wants.”

Sasha nods, waiting. Tilting her jaw just so. She’s such a fucking regal empress. My cock grows inside of Zara and watching Sasha’s face so intently it’s all I can do to not cum again. 

“My position here...doing this kind of thing,” says Aurelia. “It’s a recent promotion.”

“Very recent.” Freya looks away.

Her sneer is so hot. I want to fuck her while she sneers at the whole globe. 

“Therefore,” Aurelia continues, “it’s a bit tenuous. I do want this to go well. I am willing, for the sake of peace and expediency, to eschew our normal process.”

Sasha raises an eyebrow. 

“Why can’t you just wish yourself some males with the stone?”

“Using the stone is heresy,” says Freya. “And even giving it to a heathen like you to use is highly suspect and questionable.”

“Yes, I’m sure your high-and-mighty attitude about sitting back and letting me do everything I have done so far will get you off the hook under the tribunal of the High Counselor.” Aurelia rolls her eyes. “She’s a real stick in the mud.”

Sasha and Madison exchange a bemused look, and both of them look with favor at Aurelia. 

“I’m curious,” says Sasha, “what is your normal mode of operations?” 

Aurelia gestures for Freya to go ahead. 

“Normally,” says Freya, her face showing a new fervor I also find deeply attractive, “we start wars. It’s easy to do most of the time. Every race in the galaxy finds us unstoppably sexy. And we happen to like it when blood is spilled in our name. The warriors among us, I mean.” 

It’s easy to see why, to all of the above. I know I wished away most of my soul and everything, but I’d have very little issue killing a whole lot of people to fuck Freya. And she just looks like the kind of evil broad who gets off on the suffering of others. I’ve come to know the type. 

“A wink here,” Freya explains, “a smile there, and pretty much everyone just falls all over themselves dying to please us. We have special operatives for it. That’s what she—” she jams her thumb at Aurelia, “—is supposed to do. I’m just clean up, after most of the fools have destroyed themselves.”

“But,” says Aurelia, “I wanted to try something different. Something without all the bloodshed.”

Freya scoffs. “And look where that got us!”

“It was working fine,” says Aurelia. “You were moving right along to where we projected. You’ve turned yourself into the epitome of all that is male and hot and attractive and muscles and big cock sucked on by—” She pauses, breathing, swallowing. Realizing that she had started to babble. “You put yourself slowly more and more in control of every faculty of humanity through the instant accumulation of wealth and power. Once holding a little bit of power, you needed more and more to protect it, and then more to protect that, and so on.” Her gorgeous face becomes pink with fury. “But then you went and fucking wished for every human man alive but you to be sterile! You imbecile!”

Hearing the recounting of her wishes come to life, Zara sucks harder and more soulfully than ever before. I can control my orgasms...but she’s making it hard to control them. My thoughts drift for a moment and I squeeze tighter onto Madison and Sasha.  

“To be fair,” says Madison, “it’s not like it was his idea.”

“Also,” says Sasha, “it’s super hot. I mean, isn’t it really sexy that I’ve got the first cum dibs on the only true male on the planet?”

This course of dialogue surprises both alien girls. 

“Yes, of course it is—” Aurelia shakes her head. “I mean no, and even if it was, like even if it really truly totally was, that’s not the point. You ruined my plan. I’m rather...rather cross with you all.”

Sasha stares at Aurelia and Freya, letting the soft sounds of Zara sucking me off fill the room. She is in no rush. Letting the slow process of their pheromones filling the nostrils of Aurelia and Freya do work.  

“I do agree with you on one point,” she says to Aurelia. “There’s no reason for all this...violence.” She points to the broken furniture and the burn on the wall and floor. “Our desires are not opposed. They are merely...not yet parallel.”

Freya sits down next to Aurelia on the couch. They sit very close. Their legs touching. Freya intently watches Zara worshiping my cock. It occurs to me that they haven’t seen my cock in all its glory very much yet. 

Aurelia touches Freya’s thigh, examining Sasha. “What do you have in mind?” 

“You need not listen to her,” Freya hisses. “I can tell you how to handle this. We kill them, all of them, and harvest the male, and—”

“You already tried to kill one!” Aurelia shook her head. “We have to work with them or else use the stone ourselves. There is no third choice.”

Freya, a bit cowed by Aurelia’s sudden intensity, stands back up and paces over near the window. 

“Go on,” says Aurelia.

“Tell me exactly what it is you’re proposing. Clearly.” Sasha’s jaw sets. “Without any more...back story.”

“One of you has to take the stone and wish things back to the way they were. That’s it. It can be you.”

“You mean,” Sasha’s voice took a dangerous edge, “before I am who I am now? Before I was so thrillingly and perfectly and immortally in love with my man?”

Freya and Aurelia know they can’t hurt Sasha. And if they throw her in the vacuum of space or something else to dispose of her, it’s not like they’re going to get anyone else on earth to do something that would explicitly displease her. There are, now, because of her wishes made my command, vast underground dungeons the size of continents full of those who displeased Sasha in the tiniest of ways. 

“All we want is to be able to milk the men of this planet and take their seed for our reproductive purposes," Aurelia explains. “Surely, with the stone, there’s any number of ways for that to happen without upending the life you’ve led?”

“You could just put them all in farms and grow them like cattle,” says Freya. “We do that a lot on other planets.”

Aurelia ticks ideas off a long finger. “You could make them love it to keep down the threat of uprisings.”

“Or you could make them hate it just to enjoy their misery.” Freya bites a lip, staring out the window. I see her squirm a bit. 

Oh, she is definitely my kind of girl.

“So the deal you’re proposing,” says Sasha, “is to wish for the men of this planet to have their virility back. Or,” she puts a finger on her perfect, plush lips, “Or to be even more virile than ever, perhaps? To really sweeten the pot for you.”

Aurelia nods. “Yes. Although you would need to wish also to want to farm them out to us. For that to be a basic drive to you, like shelter or water or clothing. So that there would be no misunderstandings in the future when perhaps you thought you had some sort of an advantage.”

Sasha gestures to indicate she heard this. “And in exchange,” she continues, “you’ll leave us alone otherwise. I’ll continue to be wealthy and gorgeous and eternally young and beautiful, as will the rest of my Master’s harem. And he’ll be the invincible conquering god we all know him to be. And you continue your wonderful cause of a galactic matriarchy, conquering in the name of beauty and aesthetics?”

“Yes,” Aurelia nodded. “We can allow that.”

I see Sasha’s jaw tighten ever so slightly. Almost imperceptible, except perhaps to one who had studied her image for years at a time like myself. That word—allow—struck her in exactly the wrong way, and I knew that our path was sealed from then on. 

I catch her gaze, and guide it down to Zara on my cock—pushing the blonde back ever so slightly before she whimpers and slides up deeper. She’s babbling in tongues against my meat. Have I mentioned she’s hot enough to power an entire fucking universe by herself?

Sasha nods. She gets it.

“It’s just quite difficult for me,” says Sasha, “to wish for anything that would harm my man. I’m sure you understand. Girls as attractive as you must have romantic partners?”

Freya blushes furiously, looking at Aurelia and then looking away. 

“Actually,” says Aurelia, “we’re forbidden from such partnerships. Mating is a very...technical process for us. Lifelong partnerships are common, but romantic relationships are seen as quite taboo, as they initiated the cataclysm that led to so much of our current situation...the harvesting and all of that.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You see, the wishing stone, in the wrong hands of course, meant—”

“I think she can figure out what it meant,” says Freya. “She’s practically the prototype for the Great Betrayer.”

Aurelia rolls her eyes and continues. 

“We’re an incredibly sexual species. We mate for life, often with numerous partners, just to keep up with our own voracious erotic demands. Just...”

“...Not for breeding.”

Sasha, holding court, is a sight to see. She pushes Zara backward on my cock, and Zara dares not disobey. 

“Naturally, you have to protect your race. That only makes sense to me. I am happy to wish that into being.”

“Well.” Aurelia huffs. “Thank you. I’m glad you’re being reasonable.”

“Only...” Sasha smirks, and reveals my cock entirely, pushing Zara to one side. It’s covered with Zara’s slobber and my precum. 

Freya moans, and immediately walks back over to sit next to Aurelia again. Both of their jaws slowly slacken and drop. Their eyes affixed. Awe-struck.

“...I mean, I do wish to be very open with you,” says Sasha. “My feelings of compersion are rather intense. And I am sure my darling husband finds you deeply attractive. You’re both gorgeous. Seeing my perfect husband with beautiful women pleasing him sexually excites me considerably. So call me interested. Are you...at all...attracted to him?”

Aurelia and Freya both swoon visibly, which only makes my cock harder, which makes them swoon harder again.

“It’s just, you know. You need male seed. And you mentioned that he is so ‘absolutely hot.’ I just must think that your species has some predisposition to wanting to mate with ours. And since my darling husband is the living manifestation and embodiment of all that is male and masculine, and you two are both so clearly fertile and fuckable, I thought you might find him attractive.”

Gobs of drool fill Aurelia’s mouth. She’s having trouble forming words, just looking at my cock. I’m so hot that this brilliantly sexy extraterrestrial babe is going bimbo just from looking at my manhood; it’s a nice feeling. 

Freya keeps it together a little bit better. “You don’t...quite understand,” she gulps. “We don’t really mate the way you do. Because our race is entirely female, we...we use vats. Technology. We grow them and...”

“Except the elites,” Aurelia moans, edging closer to my cock. “They get to fuck. They get their own special stock they get to enjoy whenever they want.”

“It’s irregular for anyone of our standing to mate like you describe.”

The easiest route from their seats to my cock is crawling forward. It’s only about a five foot distance. They drop onto their knees, giving me an easy view of their cleavage. Aurelia tugs the half-willing Freya along.

“Yes, but not illegal,” says Aurelia. “We just could never afford it. And look at that thing. Have you ever thought that you might lock your lips around such a pure specimen of masculine perfection?”

Freya bites her lip and shakes her head. “We...we shouldn’t...”

“We’ll change it all back. Right?” Aurelia looks at Sasha. “You’ll wish it all back for us?”

She smiles her perfect smile. “Naturally. I believe in your cause, as I said.”

“You see? So when else will we ever have the chance?” Aurelia pulls herself closer to my knees, yelping just slightly as I make my cock throb and pulse and pump out another load of precum between her and Freya. “Just do it with me, okay? We’ll do it together. That way, it will go faster. We’ll make him cum in no time, and just have some of that seed for ourselves.”

Freya is completely willing now. Glistening hot sweat covers her brow. “Y-you’ll...you’ll take a sample.” I can feel her breath against my cock. Her lips millimeters away. “Save some. For study. So that this i-is...official...”

Her voice fades as she slips into my cock, kissing and licking and sliding her tongue up and down. Very quickly, Aurelia joins in. 

The two of them, their tongues entwined, make my body shudder with pleasure. Their hands slide up my thighs and begin to work in perfect unison. One strokes and circles up from the base to the head, as the other works on increasing the intensity of their shared task; capturing every drop of cum so that it can be sampled and studied by her studious mouth. 

Sasha fervently cheers them on, urging them to finish the job and slurp it down greedily. 

“That’s it, girls.” She’s almost matronly. “You’re doing so well. He’s going to cum any second for you...”

Sasha knows I can cum whenever I want—she wants me to delay it, make it go long—and I agree. My cum is addictive now. And even if these gorgeous alien beings aren’t strictly human, they’re like us enough to be able to be bred by my cum, so I imagine they can certainly become addicted to it. 

And it plays out with the way they suck and serve me. At first they are gentle and inquisitive, almost romantic. But it comes needful, aching, their bodies shaking and quivering with moans of unadulterated pleasure as I shoot more and more precum down their throats and across their faces and hefty bosoms. Meanwhile Sasha and Madison groan and grind against my side, with Zara having shifted behind me and resting my head in her big, hefty, lactating tits. 

The room is filled with sounds of moans and slurps as Aurelia and Freya work together devour my cum, their tongues meeting in the middle for one final kiss before Madison and Sasha push their heads together and make them use their lips to jack me off. 

Sasha watches with amusement, licking her lips in anticipation of what is to come. 

“Oh, god...he’s going to do it, I can tell...” Sasha moans. 

I could have cum at any time—but I follow her lead, and start to shoot my heavy, sticky seed into these alien beauties. 

They swallow me down with gusto, eagerly swallow every precious drop that oozes out of me, as if they’re consuming forbidden fruit. Their eyes shining with pleasure as they greedily slurp down my cock and its addictive, body transforming gift.

My body thrums with pleasure. All through the aftershock of my orgasm I am biting Sasha’s shoulders, rubbing my face into Madison’s shoulder and hair, rolling back my skull into Zara’s tits. It’s good to be the king. 

In the silence that follows, there is only Aurelia and Freya’s soft, eager licking. Addicted. They need every drop of my cum they can get. Their eyes are glassy. They look stoned.

“Now,” says Sasha, “I suppose I’ll wish all this back...”

“No!” Freya shouts.

Aurelia looks at her, stunned. 

“No, you can’t, I mean...” Freya slides a hand through the thick beauty of her hair. “...let’s not go crazy, here. We only just got to taste it, and...”

“Freya,” Aurelia whispers. “Are you sure? Maybe we should...back off. I mean, it’s so good, and the scripture teaches us—”

Freya takes Aurelia by the back of the head—so much stronger than her—and pushes her slippery, eager mouth over my still-hard cock. 

“I don’t give a fuck what you think about scripture, you heretic bitch,” she snaps. “Take his fucking cum and shut the fuck up!”

Aurelia is surprised, off-guard, but not unwilling. And especially not after I immediately shoot another hot jet of addictive, form-changing cum down her throat. Her alien physiology is resistant to what I can offer, but not immune. I cum again, and again, and again, bulging her esophagus from the hot, frequent loads I empty down her throat.

When Freya finally lets her up for air again, Aurelia is covered in sticky hot seed from her lips to her collarbones. Freya licks her passionately, tasting as much of me as she can. 

“What were you saying, dear?” says Sasha. So patient. So wise. 

“Ungh...?” Aurelia whimpers. “Ugh. Mmmm...”

“She says that we don’t want you to wish things to return to normal,” says Freya. “We won’t screen the wish. Just...” she looks at my cock, still so titanically hard. Throbbing. Spilling more seed. Her eyes glisten with love and awe. Without looking, she flicks more inscrutable dials on her device. “...just let me taste him again.”

“I wish you girls would see things my way,” says Sasha. “Wouldn’t that make this so much nicer?”

The stone glows—and my connection with the stone lets me feel it as a portion of the soul of Zara is stripped away. Freya immediately attends to her device again and unleashes my vocal cords. 

“I’m so deeply sorry, darling,” Aurelia whispers, nudging her face into my crotch repentantly. 

“Yes,” Freya nods. “We’re sorry, Master. We didn’t...we didn’t know...”

She can’t talk anymore from my cock shoving down her beautiful, long throat. 

Sasha, smiling darkly, slides into my lap and guides the traffic of Aurelia and Freya slurping and sucking and kissing on my gigantic cock. 

“Good girls,” I say, finally.

They cum automatically. Just like Sasha does when I say the same thing to her. 

“Oh darling,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “I had no idea there were such sexy girls in the universe. There’s just a whole galaxy that should belong to you, isn’t there?”

Oh boy.

* * * * *
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I WANTED TO NAME OUR ship The Goddess or something similar, after Sasha, but she insisted that it needed to have a name that struck the proper amount of terror and awe in the populaces of wherever we went. 

We settled on Beauty. 

It is easily half the size of Earth. I forget the exact wording of the wish that I did to make it, dozens and dozens of years and realities ago, but I asked for it to be large enough to house all the most perfect women in the galaxy comfortably. As it turns out—that’s not a whole lot of women, but each one does require quite a lot of space to feel truly comfortable, especially because Sasha insists on having at least a dozen times more space than the nearest girl underneath her, and for the elite host of women under her to have ten times the space than the nearest girls under them, and so on. 

Of course, the entire ship is mine and mine alone, and in the center of it—like a medieval castle—is an enormous throne room. Gathered inside are all my closest lieutenants, my sparkling hot force of beautiful angels with their massive glowing swords and maces, and all of my most favored brides. Of course Madison, Zara, and Sasha sit at the top of the heap—Sasha encouraged me to always keep the two of them just a bit ahead of everyone else, just like she was always ahead of them—and lounge on my throne with me. These mind-bendingly hot goddesses stroke and caress and moan and sigh in orgasmic delight at my existence. Freya is my most-favored general, and Aurelia is my Cultural Counselor (mostly this means she counsels me on how to fuck up a given culture). 

It’s a large throne, padded and comfortable, almost more like a love seat. This is because, naturally, I spend a lot of time fucking on it or being fucked on it, especially when I address my galactic kingdom. It spans thousands of systems and many more thousands of planets. 

Maybe you’re supposed to get tired of fucking beautifully perfect pussy all the time? But, I don’t know about that. I was able to look at whatever porn I wanted once upon a time, and it was usually always the same thing. 

At any rate, I wished that tendency to get tired of any of this away, though. So, I fucking love this shit. 

Today is a special day in the throne room. Today, we have guests. Or prisoners of war, I suppose you could say. A whole retinue of the Aesthete high command—all their generals, princesses, and of course their Queen. 

Today is the day of their surrender. 

The Aesthetes are the aliens. They had some other fucking name, but fuck all that. I wanted something easy to remember. Aurelia suggested it, actually—suggested with a dripping cunt the wiping away of her entire culture’s legacy—and so I made it real. 

I toyed with the Aesthetes for a long time, several years, mostly to the delight of Sasha. I fought a great many battles against them—first wishing away all their artifacts and weaponry, and ensuring that all their many weapons had only the effect of making their users see visceral hallucinatory flashes of my immense cock entering their impossibly tight virgin cunts. Several battles ended in mass surrender as their beautiful warriors could not stop begging to be fucked by me. 

Over time, just because, I made their weapons more powerful again, giving them ample opportunity to test them out on other races. 

I made it even simpler for them to use their vats to reproduce, making their numbers almost incalculably large. They genocided their way across the galaxy, gaining territory and influence and power, spreading a rule of matriarchal domination against the terror that is and has been my Endless Masculinity. A totalitarian dictatorship of endlessly flawless warriors, conquering because of me. 

But not for me. Not yet.  

In response to the threat they knew I posed, they instituted a terror state of their own, an authoritarian rule almost more cruel and draconian than anything I could have devised. Some sects, numbering millions of worlds and billions of souls, began to believe that the more they sacrificed the lives of innocents, the more my thirst for their worship would be sated, and they could hold me off by performing great acts of depravity. 

I mean, it was kind of true. 

I was just fucking fascinated to see what they’d get up to. My experiments had, both directly and indirectly, led to a race of hyper-gorgeous warrior angels becoming the kinds of cruel, callous, cock-obsessed, sneering beauties that I had dreamed about my entire life before I found the wishing stone. 

Look, I know what you’re thinking. I’m the most evil guy in the universe. I get it. 

But—but!

Several hundreds of wishes ago, I made the commitment to undo all the harm they’d done. That’s good, right?

But...but. 

Because I can undo it all, actually wishing it all better doesn’t feel like much of a priority, you know? I can make the wish at any time—I can make any wish at any time, actually. I have no end of viable prisoners that I use to suck the life or soul out of to make my dreams a reality. 

“Besides,” Sasha pointed out when I brought this up to her, “every moment that you don’t wish to undo it means you’re enjoying the suffering they dole out.” She hugged her enormous tits hard into my chest. “And that makes me so fucking wet, darling.”

Sigh. She really gets me.

She sinks into my body now, in the Beauty’s throne room, wearing a sparkling diamond gown that stretches for several dozen feet. And when I say sparkling diamond gown, I mean every thread of it is literally diamonds. I could have wished it into being, but of course, Sasha found it hotter to make peasants work for lifetimes to create it so she could wear it once and then throw it away. 

All my other girls are dressed similarly. I’ve given, taken, created, and destroyed so many planets for Zara, now wearing glimmering red, that I can’t even keep up with what she is anymore besides a blonde goddess who somehow manages to get me to give her little wishes every time she strokes my cock. They’re always hot. And Madison, in sparkling blue, is still the spitting image of Sasha, just younger and somehow more fierce and unrestrained in her evil lusts for domination of wills and minds. 

The Aesthetes have already had their last little moment. 

A few hours ago, they pulled out some wish-reversing artifact that I long ago replaced with a copy created from repurposed sea-shells. It did nothing, of course. I think it was supposed to restart the universe? Apparently total annihilation was preferable to serving my cock. 

I had wished—at Madison’s suggestion—to have all the powerful artifacts in the universe brought to me some time ago. There’s a mountain of them on the moon now, under the constant watchful eye of a thousand of my finest warriors and a million-strong legion of robotic automaton fighters. 

It’s really, really easy to have a legion of robotic automation fighters if you don’t have to worry about stuff like logistics, by the way. 

So—at the moment of the Aesthete’s last stand, after years of fighting and resistance, cornered at their home planet before a dying red sun, I wished for everyone in their fleet to slowly fall deeply into obsessive, Sasha-like love for me over the course of an hour. 

Sasha’s love for me is beyond absolute; it wraps through into the tiny microscopic places between light particles and waves; she loves me inside the center of every star in the universe; her love for me permeates inside of every second of every hour that has been since the beginning of time. 

After five minutes, each of the Aesthetes in their warships was dripping wet, aching to feel me inside of their brilliantly hot, eternally young cunts. 

An entire race of women bred to be aesthetically perfect, immortally young, and impeccably fertile. Loving me like Sasha loves me.

Can you fucking imagine? God. 

Every Aesthete in the throne room right now was exempted from that wish—I wanted to see their faces personally as I made it all go down. But they’ll be in the same kind of Sasha-like obsessive state with me before the end of this hour, now. 

And that includes their Queen. Her name is Nora. She stands at the front of the retinue, wearing an elegant pure-diamond diadem that only highlights the natural beauty of her incredible cheekbones and flawlessly smooth skin. A gown of pure white adorns her perfect, tall body, clinging to her massive tits and showcasing her incredible ass and long legs. She’s hotter than Madison. Hotter than Zara. Almost as hot as Sasha.

They didn’t really have a Queen before I came along. It was, you know, all caught up in their religiosity and bureaucracy. She was the High Chancellor of Controlled Interests or some bullshit like that, I can’t keep track of all the different fucking rulers in this galaxy. I wished for her to be known to her race as the Queen; it was just easier. 

She is built like Freya or Aurelia—impossibly tall and thin, with an incredible strength of musculature that looks like it could never be sourced from a body so slender. Her platinum silver-blond hair goes to her ankles, thick and silky soft and layered like some beauty from a 90s comic book. 

Long hair is a status symbol for the Aesthetes—I can’t remember if that’s because of a wish of mine or their own deal. It doesn’t matter. I have vague notions of making her hair prehensile, just to have some other part of her to vigorously fuck. 

Nodding, I have my angels guide her forward at gunpoint. Her every movement in her gown is pure sex. I wished for Sasha to have basically a “her” counterpart for the Aesthetes—you can imagine my excitement at seeing this spiritual sister to the woman I’ve obsessed over so much that I wished myself a galactic empire to keep up with her desire for me. 

“Hello, your Majesty. Are you ready to fulfill your destiny and serve my cock?”

“You’re despicable,” she says. “Just do what you’re going to do and get it over with. You’ll never take away the pride I have in our fight against you.”

She says this, but there is heat in her cheeks. She wants me. They always want me. And even if she didn’t, just because of the layer cake of wishes I’ve put on top of my being to be the ultimate in masculinity...I wished for her to start falling in with Sasha-level love with me three minutes ago. 

“That’s where you’re wrong,” I laugh. “I can take away anything at all I want from you. I can turn your whole life upside down.”

She shakes her head. “I would know. I would remember.”

Her nipples are hard. Tenting her gown. 

“You used to be called a High Counselor,” I said, smiling. “I wanted to fuck a Queen, though. A real Queen. I wanted to fight and beat and fuck you. We’re at two out of three.”

“I...I was born a Queen. I remember...”

“You remember what your mind told you to remember to accommodate the reality I gave to it. Your mind is very powerful. To keep you from going crazy, it gave you a narrative to follow. And I mean, it is what happened, to be fair. It just wasn’t what always used to happen. Are you catching on yet?”

“You...you can’t...” Her tits heave in her tiny gown. “...this is so wrong.”

“I’m going to fuck you no matter what you say or do, Nora. No matter what you would have ever said or done. So really, you have a decision point to make here.”

She just stares up at me, glaring. Madison, Zara, and Sasha urge tighter into my body, adding to the majesty and to Nora’s arousal.

“I understand that you think you’re being brave for your people, but you’re not. They’ll all be serving me the instant I wish it. So this is about you. You see, Sasha and I...well. We do love a beautiful woman who submits of her own accord.”

She sneers. “I would never. How dare you—”

“—Because the alternative, Nora, is that I just fuck you however I want you and then dispose of you. But Sasha, gosh. She’s an awful sadist, Nora.” 

Next to me, Sasha nods and moans an audible mmmhmmm that makes the entire membership of my harem in this massive room cum. Nora, witnessing this, falls completely silent. I would say the blood drains from her face, but really she’s just more turned on than before. 

“And your resistance will make her angry. She’ll want to punish you. So she’ll have you burning eternally in some alternative fire dimension of blades and pokers. She’ll forget about you. You’ll be trapped there, alive, forever, in pain, forever. Because we’ll be too busy being in love to ever remember to let you out or to think you’ve had enough. Heck,” I chuckle. “I could probably wish so much that I would make it impossible for you to get out just because I kept overwriting the timeline. I’d wish you to some other dimension where you would exist, but change so much here that you never existed, and so then we’d forget about you.”

The horror on her face lets me know she understands. 

“Wouldn’t it be hot,” I suggest to Sasha, “if you were the true Queen of the Aesthetes this whole time?”

“Oh!” Her face lights up. My cum instantly lands on the steps before Nora in a dazzling light display. Then she bites a lip. “Oh, yes.”

She loves it when I suggest wishes for her. I’ve been saving this one. 

“A queen in exile, maybe.” I grip Sasha’s entire tiny waist with one massive hand. “Looking for me. Aching for me. Your people needing you. Captured under the evil, vile grip of this pretender.”

“What?” says Nora. “No. No, I’m the real Queen. I’m the—”

“I came to Earth looking for genetic material to keep my royal line alive,” Sasha cuts in, thinking the narrative through. “But I couldn’t find anyone worthy, until I met you. And at that point, I had the whole planet eating out of my hand. Aching to do anything I said just to make me even the slightest bit happy. And of course, as an alien Queen, my powers of suggestion and hypnosis and mind control were too much for almost anyone...” she shudders her lips against mine. “...Anyone but you, Master.”

“No...” Nora whimpers. She falls to her knees, as do the rest of her retinue. The wish working its magic. “I never had...there’s no powers. We work hard for what we have. We train, and we study, and—”

“Of course all the girls who are loyal to me have powers of their own,” says Sasha. “An entire race of mind-controlling, hypnotic, ultra-hot beauties spreading throughout the galaxy to fuck up civilization after civilization just to adore You and You alone.”

“That’s right,” I said. “All of them horribly obsessed with me. For ages.”

“And little Nora...” Sasha pauses, sliding her gorgeous hand across Nora’s beautiful features. “Nora...hmm. Did Nora rebel against me? And try to fight against my will this whole time? Or was she assailed by her corrupt court, forced into disservice, and secretly tried to return to me this whole time so she could be my obedient, whimpering, adoring lapdog? She’s so beautiful. I think she could be another adopted daughter of mine, don’t You, Master? Or an adopted sister. I’ve always wanted a sister. But which is it?” She looks at Nora again very deliberately. “Jog my memory, sweetling. Were you a nasty little rebel who will suffer an eternity of pain and hellfire while we dance on your corpse, or were you my adoring, doting, adopted sister who was misled, and needs to be fucked back into her right mind so she’s the cruel image of dominating beauty that our Master deserves to have worshiping him?”

It is hard to understand Nora’s mumbling answer through her tears. She’s quivering with pleasure and burgeoning love. I’m so fucking hard. 

“What was that, dearie?” asks Sasha. “I couldn’t understand you. You have to say it loud.”

“I was m-m-m-misled,” she whimpers. “I’m your p-pretty sister. I can serve. I will serve. I...”

“The words you’re looking for,” says Sasha, “are that you wish it was just like I said.”

“I do,” she gulps. “I wish it was like you said, where you were the real Queen and I was your sister.”

“I wish that too,” I say, stripping away a huge chunk of Nora’s soul, until she’s nearly as sadistic and fierce as Madison. “And I wish you were eternally young and gorgeous just like your sister Sasha, and I wish that the two of you were deeply, unstoppably in love with each other, and have been this whole time, with the only person you could possibly love more than one another being me.”

The change in their demeanors is dramatic and instant.

Nora stops crying and her eyes fill with a deep admiration and love for Sasha. “I love you Sasha. I’ve never loved anyone more than I love you,” she whispers.

She crawls up the steps, righteous and confidant. Her gown changes color to a deep, lovely lavender. Her entire retinue and their outfits change into dramatically more sexy versions of themselves—uniforms with incredibly low cuts and high hemlines. 

Sasha smiles happily and pulls Nora up and into a tight embrace on my lap. “I love you too, sweetling."

Nora looks up at both of us in awe, admiration and love. 

Sasha smiles and takes my hand in hers. “I think that’s exactly what we all want. A beautiful, twisted love triangle. A beautiful family who will stay together forever.”

Nora spreads her legs as I and Sasha guide her down onto my cock. She’s so fucking tight. She is impossibly tight. Galactically tight. She cums—right away. They always do. 

“Yes,” I say fervently, looking deep into Sasha’s eyes. “Together. Forever.” 

As I begin thrust deep into Nora, kisses and moans escape her heavenly lips. Sasha and Nora moan as I grab their asses tight, their slick cunts making my fingers wet and sticky. 

“Forever,” Sasha and Nora whisper together.

It becomes a chant for the entire throne room. The gathered representatives of all my conquered races, my most elite of elite harems, moaning and begging. A mass of impossibly hot flesh pushing in toward the throne, all these incredibly powerful girls on their knees. Crawling for me. 

"Forever," they chant in unison. Orgasmic. "Forever...Forever..."

The chant crescendos until the walls of the ship shake with our pleasure.

Nora’s passionate moans and the pleasure coursing through me increase as my thrusts become more intense. 

“Please,” she whispers. “Please make me your slave. I will obey your every command, I will be loyal and devoted to you for the rest of my life. Please, please take me as yours.” 

Sasha smiles and leans in towards Nora, letting her tongue trace Nora’s earlobe as she gently caresses her back. 

"Oh, Daddy, Daddy," Sasha whispers. Her face so close against mine. Conspiratorial. 

Oh fuck. Here it comes. 

"I love my new sister so much. Don't you?"

I groan, nodding. Sasha gyrating and flexing her body to help Nora fuck up and down my massive cock. The bulge evident in Nora's abdomen. 

"I wish you loved her as much as you loved me, Master."

Oh...oh fuck. 

That's too much. That's...that's insane. That's...

"I wish you loved her the same way you loved me, darling. Please?"

I can feel my orgasm building up inside of me. I have to cum so fucking bad. I never have to cum like this anymore, and I have to now. Sasha has me against a wall and she knows it. 

"Please?" Nora whispers. "Please? Forever?"

"Forever," Sasha nods and nuzzles her gorgeous face against mine. "Forever...Forever..."

They both keep chanting. I'm so fucking lost. 

"I wish that too."

Instantly, my heart feels like it triples in size, filling with love for Nora. Not only at her impossible beauty, but everything about her. Her sadistic heart. Her love for Sasha and for me. Her obsession. Our triple-pronged obsession for one another. Even the knowledge that Madison or Zara have been with us longer, perhaps more deserving in that way, makes it even hotter for me and makes my love burn brighter. 

I’m fucking one Queen of the Galaxy with the other Queen urging me on, and I am fucking obsessed with both of them, and they are obsessed with me.

“Fuck her, Master,” Sasha moans. “Fuck my sister. Fuck my sister. Oh my god, fuck her, fuck my sister please!”

“Give me your babies,” she moans. “Your twins. Your triplets. Fill me up. Make me yours. Yours—yours, forever!”

With one final thrust I explode into a blissful state of pleasure, filling Nora with the heaviest load of cum I can ever remember delivering—and at the same time I see Nora collapse in my arms in a state of ecstasy as well, both of us now bound together forever by love and obsession.

Slowly...very slowly, my mind unglues a bit from the pleasures of the flesh. Nora and Sasha cling tight to me. Somehow, Madison and Zara got knocked off the throne. I don't care. 

So I’m the King of the Galaxy. I try to think back. Way, way back. 

This probably has gotten a little out of hand. All I wanted was Sasha, and maybe a healthy body and some money to get by. Do I really need...all this?

A planet-sized ship full of utterly corrupted cock-worshiping angels clinically obsessed with being as cruel and wicked as they can be to impress me enough so that I’ll breed them?

I mean, even in a perfect world way back when, the most I would have asked for was maybe Zara or someone like her along with Sasha. Even that feels decadent. Me, my wife, and my girlfriend, along with a boatload of money to enjoy life with. Asking for more than that is just insane, right?

I take a long, deep breath, stroking Sasha’s impossibly thick hair. She’s all I really want.

I’ll wish this all back to normal. Right now. In fact—

“—Master,” Nora interrupts my thoughts, sliding her thick lips up my cock. “Darling...would you like to see the machines we made that let us slide into other dimensions? There are so many more beauties waiting to be conquered by you. Entire realities who have always, always worshiped you...”

Sasha, cumming at this revelation, grinds against my body and grips Nora’s hair, pushing her down on my cock. “Oh, darling. We have to. We simply must. Please? You deserve it.”

Well. Yeah.

“You deserve it,” they both start to chant, even with Nora’s mouth stuffed full of my cock. “You deserve it...”

I’ll wish it all back to normal.

Eventually.

# # #
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        *She thinks she's too beautiful to ever be anyone's property. Then, her new school teaches her how to serve...*
Right away when the incredibly beautiful and gifted Lara arrives at her new school, something is off. Hypnotic beats thrum through the halls at night. Spirals fill every room. She and her new roommate—Alyssa, a knockout blond with a body that could kill god—can't keep their hands or their lips off each other. And through it all is the heated, wet insistence that every student needs to obey every erotic command of the avatar of lust and beauty who is Headmistress Chanel, who owns the school and all its dancers despite being barely older than its barely legal student body. 
Eager to find out more and to express her adulation for Chanel, Lara learns all about the sordid underbelly of the school and how it is little more than a way to siphon money from unsuspecting wealthy men and women by employing the seductive wiles of its many dancers. But a hulking, hot hunk in Alyssa's past threatens to upend this erotic status quo, and turn every hot seductive goddess at the school into a whimpering, fertile, breeding plaything for his massive virile member… 
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
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