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GORGEOUS WOMEN. THREE of them. All kneeling in front of Warren, chanting his name in admiration. In worship. 

They wanted him. By god, they all wanted him. 

His body, tall and layered with dense muscle, felt electric. It wasn’t just lust. Of course there was that, as he was going to fuck each and every one of these beauties until they were overflowing with his unprotected seed. But it was more than that—it was power. Pride. Fulfillment. He deserved this. He had earned their adoration.

Their beautiful bodies were encased in tiny lace lingerie. Supple, hot breasts showcased just for his enjoyment. No one else. No one else had earned this—it was just for him. Their eyes were frantic with lust, watching him slowly take off his pants. 

At the moment of the big reveal, the moment they saw his cock, each of them gasped in awe. They had seen it before, of course. But it still amazed them. The size. The thickness, the length, the way it hardened so quickly.

And they thought all of this—they knew all of this to be absolutely true—because he had made them think it. All three of these perfectly gorgeous creatures were absolutely and totally under Warren’s control. He had reshaped their thoughts, reformed their minds, and re-wrapped their every atom until they were living, breathing totems of devotion to his Will. Their pussies would only ever cum for him for the rest of their days.

His cock rose proudly, veins throbbing. Precum slid out, glistening over the head. Each loveslave before him moaned, licking her lips, hoping to be the honored vessel who took the first taste of the day of his cum. 

Warren was born to be a showman. He’d known it since he was very young. 

He was going to give these girls a show they’d never forget. 

* * * * * 
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JUST THIRTY-SIX HOURS before that messy, depraved scene, Warren arrived at his small workshop early in the morning on Monday. The weather outside was cool, and he wore a light jacket over his sweater, hoping it would be enough to keep him warm all through the day. A cold front was expected toward the afternoon, but he had forgotten all about it until he had driven halfway to work.

His focus layered on the incumbent cold to take his mind off the mess of his professional life. He had a show this Saturday, and he was resting all his future on it. 

One big success. That’s all it will take. Just one good house and I can pay down the loan in good faith.

Loans. Pay down the loans.

God, but wasn’t that depressing. His life’s goal—the one thing that would relieve all the stress he felt right now—would to be able to begin to pay down his loans. Not to pay them down completely. Not to be rich, or have a nice house, or to run shows in Vegas and Los Angeles and New York—no, none of that.

Just one big show to pay down the massiveness that was his debt.

His workshop was a small place located at the corner of an industrial district deep in the inner-workings of Alder City. It was not an ideal place for a magician’s workshop, as the placement made commutes long and the trips he needed to make—trips for supplies to rehearse with or use in shows, or lunches with suppliers to lower prices down the line, or drinks with theater owners to maybe get a few points on the house take—were always made longer. And longer trips meant more time away from rehearsal and his ever-more-disagreeable assistants, Belle and Katie.

But, the rent was cheap. The rent was affordable. Or it would be, if Warren had anything closely resembling a living wage from his life’s work as a stage hypnotist and magician.

All around the workshop, then, were factories and distribution warehouses. He regularly had to swerve out of the way of truck drivers as he arrived. The workshop was squat and gray, several cloudy windows dotting the parameter of its surface. 

Directly inside was a small office where nothing ever got done, no matter how he badgered Belle and Katie to work on inventory and dates for shows. At the rear of the first office were two doors. One led to his own office, where he lamented over his deplorable finances. The other led to the workshop area proper, where he and his assistants rehearsed shows in front of an audience of broken assembly-line machines that Warren couldn’t afford to have taken away. 

Surprisingly, Katie and Belle sat in the front office, waiting on him. Usually, they were late.

Belle was a positively gorgeous young woman. Her thick dark hair was tied up in a loose ponytail that slipped down one side of her face. Her hair was dense and soft and shiny, made for gripping during desperate gasps for life in the deepest, hottest, most brutal ruts that a man could imagine. Her face, all cheekbones and bright blue eyes, dripped complete haughty distaste in a fashion that only the most beautiful of women can do. Her body was tight, toned by hours and hours of kickboxing and Pilates (which of course, she dragged Katie to—she had a horrible fear of being alone), and her bust had been “enhanced” some years before when she thought it would help her acting career.

It didn’t, but it certainly caught Warren’s attention. She possessed a whopping pair of 36E tits, enough to catch most men’s interest. He’d desperately tried to fuck her before settling with just having her work for him, and occasionally—shamelessly—hitting on her every day. Over the past five or six months, he’d stopped hitting on her, if only because his lack of good pay had fast eroded any good will Belle once felt for him.

Katie was sort of the opposite of Belle. Friendly, down-to-earth. She looked like a surfer girl, with long dirty blond hair that shimmered as she moved in the early part of the day, but would tangle into thick knots and rope-like braids as the hours of rehearsal stretched on. Her smile was easy, her body sensationally slim, and with a much more modest bust than Belle’s at 34B. The two were dear, good friends, though from time to time Warren got the feeling that Katie would love it if Belle wanted more than that. But Belle was either too firmly heterosexual or—as Warren suspected—to firmly asexual to care. 

It was strange. He’d never encountered someone with so much pure physical beauty and so little sensuality as Belle. Sex was too light and frivolous an activity for her. She was all hard edges and discomfort. 

It was a real shame. He’d have fucked her rotten in an instant—the both of them, really—wife be damned. 

Warren would never admit it—to anyone, ever—but Belle was hired largely because of her similarity in appearance to his wife, Melinda, who in turn looked remarkably similar to his stepsister Joan. There was a whole nest of forbidden, hot taboo lust snakes curled around the roots of Warren’s heart. The thoughts were intimately his, and he would have been lying if he said that Joan’s face did not haunt him in his most private orgasmic thoughts. 

But they were his private orgasmic thoughts, and as no one had ever called him on his choice of wife or assistants—they were positively gorgeous, after all—he rather thought he was getting away with something. 

Besides, he thought often—Joan had dark green eyes. Melinda’s were more light green, and Belle’s were blue. They were all very different.

He had no sooner set his bag on the front office desk than did Belle sit down at the small folding chair across from it, arms crossed. She adjusted her skirt only briefly, not seeming to care overmuch that Warren had started to leer at her tanned legs. Her sweater was unbuttoned by necessity, revealing much of her overflowing cleavage. Behind her, Katie stood like an attendant, wearing tight leather pants and a hoodie that highlighted her slender, fae-like form.

“Katie and I have some concerns.”

Uh oh. He knew what this meant. Namely, that Belle had some concerns. 

He smiled. “I’m always willing to listen to constructive criticism.”

“See, that’s the thing. There’s not a lot to be constructive about. That implies that something can be built again. Salvaged. I don’t think it can. Our take—Katie and I's—from the house has gone down for the past six months.”

“Of course, of course.” He began to drink from his water bottle. “This economy, you know. It’s not doing anyone any favors—”

“And your take has remained steady. I looked at the books.”

He coughed, water sputtering. For the first time since arriving, he noticed (with some embarrassment, a showman was supposed to be attentive, after all) that his office door was ajar. 

“I-I see. Well. You have to understand, my income is the business’s income. What you get paid is derived from a series of equations, and...”

He trailed off. She wasn’t buying it. 

The truth was that the only reason his income had remained steady and theirs had decreased was because if he gave himself less money, then the rent on his apartment with Melinda and the rent for the workshop would have nowhere to come from. He was a magician, it was true, but he couldn’t just make money appear from nothing. Instead, he used the next best thing—loans from the bank. And a few other less reputable sources. 

Belle and Katie’s salary had become token as a matter of course. Warren made exactly zero dollars of actual profit. At least the two of them could get by on what he squeezed from their “revenue” from the loans. If he had his druthers—and what druthers he had—he’d pay the two girls top dollar. They did, he would openly admit, absolutely deserve the very best in pay. Thus far, he’d been lucky to keep them around. Their patience and dedication to his skill humbled him quite a bit.

Or, it had, anyway. Up until a few months ago. Then Belle started getting really nasty. 

“We have a proposition for you, Warren,” said Katie, smiling. “We really think it’s best for everyone.”

“I’m listening.”

Belle squeezed her partner’s arm. Katie looked at her with quick flashes of lust, remembering to correct herself only after a moment.

“Katie has become something of an expert in card tricks,” said Belle.

“I’ve noticed. She’s tremendous. A great asset to our venture.”

“And my illusions are strong enough to carry a show all on their own.”

The standard set-up of their shows was that Katie would do a card trick or two to warm up the crowd. Belle would get them going with a few illusions, usually with Katie as her assistant, and then Warren would come out at the end and wow everyone with his own illusions and then really send it all home with a little hypnotism. Shows were just over an hour.

“Ladies,” he shook his head. “If you think that you can carry this show on yourself, then by all means, feel free to try.”

“That’s exactly what we’re proposing, Warren. We’re done with you.”

He coughed once again. That bluff had worked in the past. He supposed that was the problem with bluffs, though. Short shelf life.

“No matter the problems between us,” he tried again, “I’m sure we can come to some form of restitution. I know that business is on a downturn, but that’s only to be expected. If you’ll just stick with me for a few more shows, I know—”

Belle rapped her knuckles sharply. “We don’t want to work for you anymore, got it?”

“W-what?”

“We don’t like it. We never did. We don’t like the way you leer at our bodies. We don’t like how you make us wear those ridiculous outfits. All those idiotic feathers and sequins. We don’t like how your shows don’t draw. And frankly, Warren, we just don’t care for you.”

Warren had nothing to say in response, and even Belle looked rather surprised at her own vitriol. 

He gathered his dignity.

“There's nothing keeping you here. And no one. You want to go? You can go.”

And so she got up and left, snapping for Katie to follow.

Katie simpered out an apologetic smile. “She was a bit meaner than I would have liked, but we really do apprec—”

From outside, Belle shouted in. “Katie!”

Her car was starting up. Katie's face squirmed.

“Coming!”

The hot, goofy blonde stood up and ran out to catch up with her worse half. Warren was left alone, in the workshop, hands on his forehead, trying to work out what to do next.

* * * * *
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AFTER SOME TIME SITTING in the silence of his workshop, Warren decided finally to go home. Maybe Melinda would have an idea of what to do. Maybe she would even volunteer to work for him again. God, that would be something. He’d been a fan of many women in his time, but on a good day (which was most days for his wife), Melinda put them all to shame. 

Excepting, maybe, Joan. 

There was a race he'd pay to see. 

He pushed those thoughts aside as he got back in his car and began his long drive home. The traffic was light enough, being the middle of the day. 

Despite all evidence to the contrary—all the money he owed, all the women he lusted after—Warren thought himself a rather simple man with a simple enough dream.

Being a stage hypnotist, a performer, was his dream. 

Clean, straightforward. That was it. To do that and make money off of it.

But the crowds—they wanted something else, always. Something more. He made compromises. 

Learn a little magic, he told himself. Just to ease them into the hypnotist act. And he did. Hire a few assistants. Let them do some nice sideshows for a while. Draw them in with a little flagrant tits and ass, and then he could do what he did best.

Do the show in a smaller venue. Work your way up.

Do the show less often. Make them really wait, really anticipate for the show.

All of these compromises were borne from his situation—he ran a show that apparently no one wanted to see—and none of them preceded more success. His patience wore thin. So did his wife’s. 

When he was very young, he had gone to see a stage hypnotist. The Great Santini. He watched Santini every day for two weeks, going back again and again to the show. Watching it work. A funny looking balding man with a large paunch and a penchant for red suits. His suit had frills down the front, like some pirate’s wear. He held a wand, the end of it shiny, and would wave it from one end of a volunteer’s face to another. By the end of the show, he’d have them jumping like rabbits and barking like dogs and bokking like chickens, all the favorites. Hopping on one leg, jumping jacks for the duration, drinking warm butter like it was water. Any old strange thing you could think of, Santini did.

Right away, Warren glommed on to the act. 

All that power—the ability to shape and change a person’s perspective just from swinging a watch or a pendant...it was pure magic.

Of course, later on he learned that was pure charlatanism. There really wasn’t hypnotism that worked on a stage. Real hypnosis—the true power of it—took time and care in an intimate setting over a series of hours-long sessions. And, some years before his stage career started, Warren had worked as a hypnotherapist and helped a number of patients with all kinds of issues. Hypnosis could help with bringing subconscious desires and fears to the light, relieving them of their power. It could help with relief for chronic pain sufferers—particularly those with nerve damage or burns. 

But Warren’s heart was on the stage. 

What happened with stage hypnosis was a curious addition of some actual suggestibility and the power of peer pressure. Not true hypnosis, but the crowd bought it, most of the time, and Warren was able to believe it as well. 

He could pretend his way through the rough parts—enough for the crowd to buy that, at the very least, Warren bought it. 

Maybe that was his problem, he thought, stopping at the light just beyond his house. Too good at putting a happy face on shit. How long had it been since a good show? Months? A year? 

He had met his wife, Melinda, at his first show. He “hypnotized” her into going out on a date with him. By some twist of fate, she’d actually agreed to see him in the bar after the show, and they hit it off. In less than forty-eight hours, she was his new assistant. In less than six months, they’d gotten married. 

She was gorgeous. Dark-haired. Green eyes. A true beauty for the ages, and a natural show-off. She could draw the eye of the crowd like no one else he had seen before or since. She had a background in gymnastics, having trained for the Olympics at one point before running out of money and interest. She  somersaulted and flipped around the stage like it was nothing at all, and in her tight little outfits, the crowd loved it. 

But she tired of the work, always being on the road and being on display. She wanted to go back to school to pursue her engineering degree, and Warren certainly didn’t want to stand in the way of the woman of his dreams following her dreams.

Finally, he drove up into the parking lot outside their small apartment complex. 

Once inside the apartment, he set his bag down on the small side table next to the front door, shaking his head. Melinda was sitting down on the couch, long legs crossed. Her outfit was tight and black, like she was ready for a funeral. She looked, of course, beautiful.

“Hell of a day today.” 

“Warren, we need to talk.”

He didn’t hear her. “God, you won’t believe Belle. Katie. The stones on those girls. You know what they’re asking?”

“We need to talk, Warren.”

For the first time, he noticed how his wife sat. Upright, at attention. A conservatively skirted power suit covering her luscious young frame. 

They had been married five years and had been madly in love for about one and a half. Since then, it had been a long, slow decline. Warren had tried to jump start affection here and there—gifts, vacations. But it was all on the downward bend. Before another word came out of her lusciously formed mouth, lips so effortlessly sweet and soft, every inch of her made for furiously passionate lovemaking and breeding—he already knew what was going to happen. 

This was going to end, and very soon. 

The only thing keeping her with him, this woman he loved, was his stubborn insistence on optimism.

“Certainly,” he said brightly. “Let’s talk. I’d love to talk. Can we talk about how pretty you are? Because man, you are looking great today.”

He saw her struggle not to roll her eyes. 

“We need to talk about us. Our future.”

“So, kids? I’ve been telling you—I’m desperate to have them. I think you’d be a great mom. Heck, I’d even be an okay dad. But—”

This was a horrible sticking point between them. She refused to have children. She said she could never sacrifice her body like that. 

“No, Warren. Not that. I want to talk about your future. Yours and mine. And how it’s separate.”

“Well, each person has their own path. It’s true. But I take a special comfort in knowing that we’ll always be at each other’s side, comforting the other.”

She frowned now. She could see what he was doing. She could see that somehow, inconceivable to her, he knew what was on her mind. He knew that the very idea was an affront to her—that anyone could think of what she thought. Melinda had long thought herself above such trivial things like the notions of other people. To find herself contained by them, and accurately, was remarkable indeed. 

Her beautiful head tilted now. “You and I are through. Can I be clearer than that? We are done. Over.”

Slowly, he started to cough. Buying some time for a response. Trying to think of anything.

Elaborately, he looked at the coffee table between them. “I don’t see any divorce papers.”

“They’re coming. Believe me.”

“I believe you. I also believe I’d love to fix this, if I could.”
“There’s no fixing it, Warren. I’ve got no desire to stay with you. I was angry about it before.” A lie, clearly. She was angry about it now. “But I’m not anymore. I just want to be done with you. You’ve worn me down all the way. I’ve got no patience for you anymore. Your schemes. Your shows. Your ‘next show’ mentality. It has to end. For me, at least. I can’t be part of it.”
He didn’t know what to say, what to do. His head held down. He couldn’t even meet her eyes. 

“Don’t do this. Not now. Please.”

“It has to be now, Warren. It’s all very clear to me what’s happened. You’re a professional liar, and you’ve wrapped me up in your lies. Lies that you’d be successful, that it would turn around. But you’re a farce, Warren. Your whole career. And you’re drowning us in debt. I can’t keep supporting you.”

“We’re right at the turn, Melinda! We’re right there. If you’ll only give me some time—”

“You’re out of time. And I’m out of patience with you.”

He thought for a moment. “Who’s the guy?”

“What?”

“You wouldn’t be so sure about this unless you had some other honeysuckle dripping down your throat. Who’s the guy?

She straightened and then stood up. “That’s none of your business.”

“You are my wife! How is that none of my business?”

Already, she had bags for him next to the door. Just now, he noticed them. He’d have to get more attentive somehow. She pointed at them, her gorgeous body a collection of beautiful curves. 

“Here are your things. You have more, I know. But this should get you through in the meantime. I don't want any of your stupid crap, don't worry. Soon, you’ll be receiving some papers. I’ll arrange an appointment with a lawyer. Then I won’t be your wife anymore, and it really won’t be any of your business.”

* * * * *
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WARREN DIDN'T DRINK all that often, but he felt as if he needed one. A nice stiff one to knock his thoughts back. But he would feel odd going into a bar when it was still light out, and so, in his daze, driving around the city with all his clothes in his trunk, he wandered to a coffee shop named City Grounds. 

It was a small place with a strange layout, like it had used to be the home for a much larger shop. There were multiple rooms, but all connected to a central serving area, and the register where he ordered only looked like one of many possible places to catch a barista's attention.

There was only one barista on duty. Alder City did not have a lot of downtown traffic these days.

The barista was petite, busty, and redheaded. Her scowl looked permanent. 

“What are you doing here?”

He wished he could answer that question in any real satisfactory way.

“Coffee, please.”

She sighed for five full seconds. “You want cream?”

“Uh, I'm not—“

He was going to say “not sure,” but the barista was already gone.

“Whatever. Here you go.”

The barista slammed the coffee down. Some spilled over the top. Warren frowned, tugging out his wallet. It was possible, he thought, that she was having as bad a day as him, but her expression seemed far too sullen for it to be a transitional occurrence. 

Suddenly, he felt a dark presence behind himself. 

“Hey.”

A hand came down hard on his shoulder, shoving him away from the counter. His coffee spilled everywhere. Warren tried to gain his bearings, limbs flailing wildly, but whoever held him knocked him into the side exit door and then tumbled him out into the alley outside.

It was Larry, the loan shark.

Warren’s coffee had spilled everywhere, all over his pants. 

“Fuck!”

“Hello, Warren. Where's my money?”

Larry was a large man. Wide. Not very tall, but made up for it with nearly two hundred and fifty pounds of bulk. He had on a leather jacket, his dark beard groomed neatly.

Warren pushed out a smile. “Uh, well, Larry, that's interesting—“

Larry shoved him again, pushing him against the alleyway dumpster.

“I've been asking around town. And you know what I found out? You owe a lot of people. So, nice guy that I am, I bought up all your debt.”

“Y-you did?” Warren cracked out a smile. “Hey, that's great, Larry. So...oh.”

Now, he owed Larry all that money. Larry, who broke legs for a living. Larry, who Warren had met by distracting a cop while Larry hid a gun in a gutter some months before.

“That's right. And it's come to my attention that you've got a show coming up. Right?”

“Yeah. That's what the money is for. So it's just—”

“I get the take.”

“The take? What take?”

“The house. I get all the take from the house.”

The ticket money from the show that Warren depended on to start his life over. That take. And even if Larry was paid, that wouldn't save Warren from the banks. He wasn't sure which was worse.
“A-all of it?”
“All of it.”

“Can’t I just pay you? I have...”

He didn’t have anything, though.

“Nothing?” guessed Larry. He laughed. “Thought so. Yeah, you got nothing. So you’re gonna give me the take. All of it. And if it don’t fill my coffers, guess what I’m gonna take?”

“A nice walk?”

Larry smiled. “Ah, you’re a funny guy. Funny guy. Guess what, Funny Guy? I’m gonna take your car. I’m gonna take your stupid little workshop. We’re gonna burn it down and collect the insurance if we have to. Then I’m gonna take your house. I’m gonna burn that down too. I’m gonna take your wife, and have her give up everything she’s got. And if I still don’t have my money, plus interest, I’m gonna kill you. How’s that?”

Warren held up a shaky thumb. “You got it, boss.”

Larry shoved him a final time, tossing him hard into the dumpster, leaving Warren bruised and aching on the ground. 

* * * * * 
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BLIND OPTIMISM, ONCE the only way that Warren moved from one day to the next, had become strangely able to see. And in its clarity, slowly morphed into pessimism. 

His luck had seemingly devolved down into only two forms—bad and worse—and the one place he could think of to go to was not pleasant in the slightest. Even in his brightest, most optimistic form, all Warren could imagine was, “perhaps they won’t shit on me that much when they hear about the day I’ve had?”

There were not many places Warren could think of to go. Any hotel would want to check his credit cards—all of which, of course, were maxed out. He had no real friends in the area. There were work friends, of course—the theater owners and suppliers who he wined and dined so regularly—but to be with them he’d have to tell them the truth about his situation. And he couldn’t bear to let his professional contacts know anything about that. If nothing else, he was scared that they might smell which way the fire was burning and abandon ship along with everyone else. 

And so, there was always Joan. It wasn’t a good resort, but it was the last one he had. 

Joan was his stepsister. They had grown up together from a very young age when his loveless mother and her loveless father somehow decided to enter into a loveless marriage and lovelessly raise two children. 

His sister—always, as far as he could remember—hated him. She blamed him for her own father’s issues with running a family well, and somehow even managed to take his mother’s side against Warren as well. 

Joan might say something like: Who could blame her for being a shell of a woman when you robbed her of everything good she once had? 

Or something to that effect, at any rate. 

Joan ran a local feminist literary journal. Her partner, Edith, helped her run it. It was a small journal and Joan only made a living from it due to the generous donations she received from philanthropists across the region. Every year, she had to suck up her ego and go suck the dicks—figuratively, of course—of every rich high-hat in the quad-state area. 

Joan and Edith had met at college. They traded through a veritable of army of lovers in their lesbian circles, as college lesbians are oft to do, and eventually decided they liked one another best. Warren got the distinct impression that Joan loved Edith because it had been Edith who had laughed the loudest when Warren invited Joan and all her friends to one of his earlier shows. 

As far as he knew, Joan and Else had wanted to get married for years. The only reason they hadn’t was because of the state laws on the matter.

She lived in the inside of Alder City, on the opposite side of his own small place. Her house was a tall two-story that she owned, a fact which she never failed to mention to him in all her visits to his workplace or home, which were few. 

Shoulders drawn up close to his chest in an unconscious pre-protective stance, he knocked the door.

Joan’s gorgeous face was lit up with glee as she saw him, originally, and then slowly the glee faded into cool, joy-abandoned steel. 

“What are you doing here? I’m expecting guests.”

This, the response from the sister whom he had not seen in more than two months.

“It’s nice to see you too, Joan. May I come inside?”

She made a face. “I guess? But you can’t...don’t eat anything. Or touch anything.”

She walked inside. Warren struggled not to have his heart race as Joan's choice of wardrobe for the evening—a tight black cocktail dress that dipped deep into the well of her cleavage. She looked phenomenal. Sexy stockings led down into tall, red heels, and Warren was assaulted with oft-fought thoughts of holding his sister and kissing her thoroughly. 

Inside, the house smelled brilliantly of baked bread and fresh cheese. There were a great many wine bottles chilling in a great many ice buckets on different tables and at different stations throughout. 

God, thought Warren. And it’s only a Monday. 

“Is that Carlton?” Edith called. “I’ve been waiting to tell him that hilarious horse story. You know the one, where—” she stepped out into full view. 

Blonde and voluptuous, Edith was a walking pin-up model if ever there was one. Warren had cum thinking about her more than once. About her and Joan, together. Watching them kiss was like witnessing a star explode. Impossible to turn away. Easy to burn up inside of. She wore tight white leggings and a trendy leather jacket, tall golden strappy heels on her feet. 

“What’s he doing here?” Edith asked, raising one lip in a long sneer. 

All day with this. Desperate for an end to the judgment, to the dislike, he turned back to Joan. 

“I need a place to stay, Joan.” 

“Of course you do. Do you need ten thousand dollars in the meantime?”

“Sure,” said Edith, giggling. “Or maybe we could just buy a house for him. How about that?”

Joan’s eyes lit up, clearly enjoying Edith’s enthusiasm. “Yeah, how about that, big bro? You want us to give you a house, too? I mean, we’ve just got all this charity sitting around. You might as well have some of it.”

Venom. Pure venom, right away.

“You two aren’t being fair. You’re not even...you won’t even hear me and I just got here.”

“What’s to hear, Warren? You’re ruining my dinner party and it hasn’t even started yet.” She put her hands at her well-formed hips “Well? What is it? Tell me what you need, go on. Money? Time? You want me to tell my friend about your pathetic shows where you humiliate women and make those poor ex-models dress up like idiots in sequins and feathers?”

“The feathers...they’re for the show. Why does everyone hate the feathers?”

“What?”

“Nothing.” He swiped one hand down his face. “Melinda left me, all right? And the assistants quit. And I’m just...I’m in this sea of debt, and it’s all gone wrong. All of it. I’ve got nothing to show for myself. Not a damn thing. And you’re the only person in the world I know, okay? The only one. I came to you because I’m hurting. And you’re family. And I need you. I just need a place to stay until I sort all this out.”

Joan and Edith exchanged a look. Edith gave a little shrug and then a look, as if to say, Gosh. Maybe he deserves a break?

“If he stayed in the back during the party...” Edith began.

Warren latched on to it. One wild hope for human connection today. Human kindness. “Yes.” He clapped his hands. “Absolutely. The back. I’ll even hide my car down the street. You’ll never hear a peep from me. Just one night. Please?”

He had taken Joan’s hands into his own, pressing them together. 

But an evil little smile arrived on Joan’s face. She stepped away, shaking her head no.

“You have to go, Warren. This is my house, and you’re not welcome in it.”

His heart sank to the floor. Past it. 

“Please. Joan, really. I’m begging you. This isn’t a time for...for cruel jokes. I need you. I really do.”

“I’m sorry, Warren. But I’m not sorry. I’ve never wanted you in my life. Now, splayed out at my feet, is a perfectly good chance to show you that for a fact. Maybe now I won’t have to suffer any of your ridiculously stupid life any longer.”

Somehow—and Warren wasn’t sure how—he ended up outside. Had they tossed him out? Had he left of his own accord? His mind felt like it was skipping time. He only bothered to move from their walk when he noticed guests arriving.

He’d have to stay out of their way, yes. Or else Joan would be angry with him.

Warren stumbled. He felt drunk from isolation. All ties to the world lost. Eventually he made it back to his car. 

Down the road there was a pharmacy with a large parking lot. He could drive in there and sleep for a while.

* * * * *
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THE MOST MORNING HE woke with purpose. Simple enough. He had next-to-no possessions, and his wife was set to take all he had, no matter what she might have said. The only thing to do was to sell whatever he could before she got a mind to take the clothes off his back and the stuff in his car as well.

He drove over to his workshop and began to stuff it full of what supplies he thought might fetch a fair price. 

Alder City was a small city, but a city nonetheless. It had a population of just over a hundred thousand people. The winters were cold and the summers hot, and in between the months fluctuated between warm and cool. It was fall now, and being fall, all the women had started to wear fetching tights and sexy tall boots, and Warren could not help but wish he had known this was all coming. He would have given Melinda more to be angry about. An affair right now would be a hell of a thing—any human kindness at all.

Certainly, a partner who wasn’t bringing in money wasn’t doing their fair share. But it was a good partner’s duty to stand by someone through the thickness of poverty, wasn’t it? The lean times of struggle, when nothing felt like it was going to end well. By god, if you could depend on one thing, wasn’t that it? Wasn’t it marriage?

Marriage, he thought, or family. At least Joan couldn’t divorce him. Last night, though, she had done all but that. He did not know when, if ever, he would be able to work up his will to talk to his beautiful sister and her delectably shapely lover again. 

God, even now, knowing what they had done to him—all of these women—he could not help but find them furiously attractive. His curse was to want beautiful things around him.

Maybe that was the problem. Maybe he objectified them all too much. Forgot about what they wanted. Put himself first. 

But, dammit, if only they’d worked with him some, given him just a little more time, maybe he’d have been able to really, truly get himself off his feet. Then he’d treat them however they wanted. However they needed. 

And dammit, didn’t he support Melinda in getting her degree? Her job at that firm downtown? And where had it gotten him?

She was probably sucking off some fucking architect right now. The thought made him sick to his stomach. 

From his workshop he managed to gather a number of possible supplies to sell. There was always gadgetry and machinery to have as an illusionist. He had a printer, two computers, office furniture and filing cabinets. He had all manner of wiring and gears. Several dozen books on the craft of magic. 

He stopped in front of the white room. God, how much had he sunk into that? And never being able to make it work. Not truly.

The white room was an experiment of his back when he still moonlighted as a hypnotherapist. 

The subconscious was like a swamp full of mines. If it didn’t suck you in and cover over your life, it would blow you to bits. No one was safe from it, not really. Everyone acted on subconscious impulses. Warren knew that he did, even. He knew that his obsession with his sister—no matter how much he denied it—was part of some desire to feel some form of feminine love in his life after his mother steadfastly refused to show him any. 

And there had been a time, a very brief time in his childhood, when he and Joan were close. Some part of him clung to that, trying forever after to recreate that blind, simplified liking that just appreciated someone else for being nearby during a struggle.

Anyway. Everyone had their own problems. Warren tried to remind himself of that. To absolve his guilty feelings, perhaps, of never quite being able to convince his sister that he was worth her time. If only he had somehow been good enough—

No. Down that road was madness, he knew. Her displeasure with him was her problem. As was Belle’s. As was Melinda’s.

But damn. If one person wanted you out of their life, then that person was just disagreeable. If every person wanted you out of their lives, though...

Maybe it was all bad timing. God, what he would do for a round in the white room right then. It was too bad he didn’t trust anyone but himself to operate it. 

He opened the door. Inside the air was sterile, flat. The assistants didn’t know about it, he was almost sure. Not even Melinda did. 

The idea was that if you could empty someone’s mind completely, then you could relieve them of all that subconscious junk that stuck with them from childhood. Disarm all the mines. Clear away all the gunk. Leave only a simple, easily crossable grassy plain full of life and light. 

But it worked...well. It worked a little too well. He’d put one woman in it for an hour, and she couldn’t remember her name or how she had gotten there for more than six. And afterward, she showed no signs of improvement. No response to any triggers or suggestions that Warren implemented. 

He'd always thought if he increased the frequencies slightly, he could have really produced some interesting results, but it was, frankly, too much to experiment with. A person's mind was at stake. He couldn't just wipe someone out and reprogram them.

After that—his trial run, his first attempt—he gave it up. Oh sure, he still tinkered with it from time to time. Changing the frequencies, altering the notes, experimenting with different intonations and trance patterns. But he never put another human in there.

It wasn’t that the woman had minded. God, no. She had actually loved it. All that empty space in her head was a major stress reliever. But she hadn’t remembered that she’d already paid him. She hadn’t remembered her terrible mood before arriving. She hadn’t remembered that her children had needed someone to pick them up from their football game; her cell phone had seventeen frantic messages waiting on it when she was done.

It was too powerful a tool. It worked in dynamite when all Warren had been looking for was a chisel. 

So he put it away. 

Maybe this was an opportunity, he thought mildly. To bring it back.

No. Best not. He was in enough trouble as it was. 

An hour of packing and stuffing his car later, he drove into the pawn shop down the street. Across the way was a grocery store where someone was shot every few months. It was a heavily afflicted part of town, and Belle had always told him she never felt safe walking around. She was too pretty to be seen in such an area without a gun in her purse or a big, massive hulk at her side keeping her steady. Warren was fairly muscular, and kept in regular shape, but he didn’t think he was the hulk she was speaking of. 

Inside, the shop seemed more like antique store than pawn shop. There were a great many chairs everywhere, chairs and tables, all of them overfull with trinkets and baubles, figurines and small signs with sardonic sayings like “A Happy Wife is a Wife Drinking Wine.”
Behind the desk was a tall, woman with jet black hair and with gorgeously caramel-colored skin. She was hunched over on the desk, poring over some sort of record with a red pen in her hands. Her hair fell in a delicious mound to one side of her face, highlighting the statuesque nature of her beautiful face. For a moment after entering, Warren just stared at her. She was like some ancient Egyptian goddess of lust. Her lips pouting just so in her confusion as she looked at her documents.
Eventually though, he approached the desk, knocking it softly. The woman rose up, as if from a deep sleep even though her eyes had been open. 

“Hi.” She shook her head, appearing perhaps to shake away the problems she had been working at. “Sorry. Hi. I'm Tasia. Welcome. Please, have a look around.”

“Actually,” said Warren, “I’m more interested in selling.”

“Selling? Oh, no.” She shook her head. “No, no. We can’t take anymore inventory right now. None at all, I’m sorry.”

“Really?”

He looked around. Most of what was there looked like it had just come in, no dust on it at all and all unsorted, which implied to him that there was a great deal of traffic happening.

“Really. We’re...I mean, I am going out of business. Sort of. I mean, not going out? Not like, we failed? Or I failed? But just...done. Giving up the shop. So I can’t possibly take any more. I’m sorry.”

“What happened?”

Warren was curious now. Perhaps it was just because she was so beautiful when she talked.

“My husband.” Her face contorted. “He died. He ran the shop. He was going to convert it into an antique shop. You know the kind. With the bookstore doing so well up a few blocks, East Side Pages? We thought we would try to emulate their success a little bit. Gentrify, all that. Get out of the pawn store game. But I was...I am a student. And I just don’t have time to run a shop. I don’t know the first thing about it.”

She smiled self-indulgently, as if suddenly realizing how much of herself she had revealed. Warren smiled back, showing an appropriate amount of concern.

“That’s too bad about your husband. I’m sorry.”

She shrugged. “It was sudden. He didn’t feel a thing. Don’t worry yourself.”

Warren turned and looked at the shop. “God, you know, I’ve only just come in here the first time, and now you’re leaving.” He laughed. “It was the one thing I had thought worked out for me. My workshop is just up the road. I’m clearing it out.”

“Another business closing?”

“Sort of. I had a falling out with...everyone, really.”

But he wasn’t truly paying attention to the conversation anymore. There was a watch on the table across from the beautiful shopkeep, hanging down from a jewelry stand. Swaying just slightly, catching the eye. It was a gunmetal gray except for the deep silver trim across its edges. A beautiful piece. There was a sun engraved on one side, with an eye inside the shape of the sun.

“My husband,” he heard the shopkeep say. “He bought all this stuff from some vendor. It just arrived yesterday. But I can’t find out the name of it for the life of me. Nobody stayed behind to help me load it in. It was just there in the loading bay all of a sudden.”

He approached the watch, lifting it up slightly.

“How much for this?”

Her steps were light, barely there. Tall as she was, she was slender, too. Her blouse clung to her tiny waist like spandex. Her denim pants were so tiny they fit like tights. Her panties were visible just over the edge of her belt line.

“I’m not sure,” she reached over his shoulder, trying to touch it. 

For whatever reason, the thought of her touching the watch at the same time as he filled him with fury. He couldn’t allow it. He wouldn’t. It was inhuman, abomination. He spun away from her, gripping the watch tight by the chain. As he did, a great, blinding light flashed outward from the watch as it swirled through the air. 

“Just back up and let me have a look, all right?”

She nodded slow, turning dumbly and striding back into the counter. She bumped it several times, unable to work her way around. It was only after looking up again that Warren noticed she was actually walking backward. 

Odd.

“Hey,” he said. “You don’t have to get snotty about everything.”

Her face was distant, serene. “Don’t get snotty. 'Bout everything.”

“I’m...I’m serious,” he said. “You don’t have to joke.”

“So serious.” She sighed contentedly. Her demeanor entirely shifted from the hunched, stress-balled form he had just seen her as—now her posture was relaxed. Laid back. Almost...empty. “Won’t joke. Okay.”

Her smile was languid. Blissful, almost.

“Holy shit,” said Warren, looking at the watch in his hands.

It couldn’t be. Could it...could it really be?

“Jump on one foot,” he tried.

She did. Her heavy tits bounced merrily.

God in heaven.

“Smile. With teeth. Like you’re posing for a picture.”

She tossed her hair back and smiled wide, her eyes flashing glee at some invisible camera.

His cock pulsed against his jeans. This was a discovery, he thought dumbly. This was...this was the discovery of a hundred lifetimes.

The door rang—another customer walked in. An old woman. Luckily, somehow, she was distracted by some piece right in front of the door. A plate, he thought.

Quickly, Warren stuffed the watch into one pocket and then moved Tasia back into the small office behind the counter. Her face had started to smile less, her movements less and less easy to coerce.

He stepped back out, a smile on his face. The customer in question was a small old woman, perusing calmly between the aisles.

“I’m terribly sorry, ma’am, but we have to close.”

“Close?” she looked around. “It’s the middle of the day.”

“I know!” He smiled amiably, nervously. Part of the act. “It’s a shame, isn’t it? But I’m the only one who works here, and I’ve just gotten a call about a family emergency.”

“I’ll only be a moment,” said the woman, returning to her browsing. “You know, you can just leave me here. I can lock up. I won’t take anything, my boy.”

“Ma’am.” Warren’s voice gathered a hard edge. “You have to leave. Now. Please.”

The old woman huffed. Her hands and arms gathered around her side like she held groceries.

“No reason to become indecent about it.”

He pushed the door open. “All the same.”

“You can bet I won’t be coming back here! And I won’t be recommending it to my friends, either! They buy this sort of thing!”

“Good afternoon, ma’am.”

He closed the door and locked it tight.

* * * * *
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THE SHOPKEEP WAS STILL in trance in the back, if not quite as adamantly so as before. It seemed as though allowing her to relax and just feel what she felt was a good way to let the trance—if that’s indeed what it was—last longer. 

The office was small. Long rows of binders—presumably full of accounting and inventory records—filled one wall. On the back wall, on a shelf, were pictures of the shopkeep with her husband and their dog. Several of the photos had been turned down or pushed away. He took a moment and turned the rest down. Nothing and no one looking at him now. He wanted no witnesses. 

Finally he sat down in front of the shopkeep. They were both in front of a hard, old oak desk that looked much like an antique itself. Her face was gorgeous and he had to resist the urge to kiss her as she smiled so serenely.

“Tasia,” he said. “I want you to tell me what you’re feeling.”

Slowly, she stretched her neck, laughing softly.

“Calm. Warmth. Trust.”

“Good. That’s so good.”

“Yes. Good.”

“I want you to unbutton your top, Tasia.”

It was a thin, blue blouse. Her tits hung heavy in it. They looked gorgeous from the outside. He wanted to see what color her bra was. And more than that, if she did that, then she would definitely be completely hypnotized. Somehow. He could figure out the mechanics later.

“Un...button?” Her hands came to her shirt. She fiddled with the top button, fingers sliding over one another in doubt. “But...” She shook her head. “No. I don’t...want to.”

Warren felt panic shuddering through his body. Stomach knotting up. Palms sweating. She was coming out of the trance, and fast. But...why? What was different? 

He reached into his pocket and held onto the watch. 

The watch! Yes! Something with that, of course.

“How did...how did we get back here?” she asked. Gaze clearing. “Why are you in my office?”

Her head was in her hands, rubbing as if she had some tension headache. 

He traced back his steps. He had told her to back off. He’d told her to calm down and relax, to go into the office.

“I think you should calm down,” he said, posturing with the watch in front of her face.
“What?” Her look was harsh. “Don’t you tell me to calm down. You’re in my office. Why are you holding that? Do you want to pay for it? You better. I’m going to call...someone.”
“Wait!”

As she reached for the phone on her desk, he did too, and the watch dangled down from his hand. It swung from side to side, and the dark beauty’s eyes flashed with vibrant, filling light. Slowly, she stopped. Transfixed now by the easy pendulum motion of the watch.

It was the swing, he thought triumphantly. The swinging motion was the key. Of course. Just like an act. How had he missed that?

“Sit back. Relax.”

“Yes,” said Tasia. “All right.”

Warren licked his lips. Everything about her, ripe for the taking. Just waiting for his will. God, what a feeling!

“You’re going to be very attentive now, and very open-minded. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

How deep was she, truly? He had to know.

“You should say ‘Sir’ when you address me, Tasia. It’s only natural. It’s a sign of respect. And you respect me deeply.”

“Yes, Sir. I respect you deeply.”

Her voice eminently calm. Almost a monotone except for the soft, breathy pleasure in every syllable. 

“Every time you call me Sir, you’ll feel yourself respecting me more and more. More than anyone you can recall. You know that my authority is right and good.”

“Right and good. Yes, Sir. I respect you so very, very much.”

If he gave her a chance to respond, or indicated that he wanted a response, she would respond. Interesting. But what if he just wanted to actually trance her—like he had tranced all those patients of his before? Would she be able to sit through a full induction?

“I want you to imagine yourself in a house, Tasia. You don’t need to talk for this unless I ask you for a response. You just need to listen and obey. Respecting my voice. Following my voice. Everything I’m saying, you’re seeing and feeling. It’s all so very real. You’re in a house—your house. You’re alone there, even though you can hear my voice. And you trust my voice. The house is furnished with all your thoughts. All your worries. All your stresses and responsibilities. They take the form of regular objects, but you know them for what they are. Can you see it?”

“Yes.”

His cock was hard. Why was his cock hard?

Because you can make this beautiful woman beg to fuck you until the day she dies, stupid.

Oh. Right.

A real induction didn't work like this, of course. It took repetition, calming sounds, the right environment, deep trust in the hypnotherapist, and lots and lots of emphasis on relaxation. It took years of practice and hours in sessions to get as deep as Tasia had gone in an instant. And all because of the watch. 

“You’re going to stuff each object in a box outside the house, Tasia. Each and every object. All your stress from work. All your stress from driving. All your stress from living. All your stress from your husband’s death. It all goes in the box outside. Each and every last object. Everything on the walls. Every bit of carpet. Every last piece of furniture. Is it there?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now I want you to watch the box. It’s a void, can you see that? Outside your house, your mind, there’s only a void. Black. Empty. And you can see the box fly away, farther and farther gone, until it blips into nothingness. All gone. All that stress. Totally, irrevocably, gone forever. Isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir” she moaned.

He reached forward and felt her shoulders, her thighs. There was no tension in them whatsoever. No stress. No effort.

“Who do you have to thank for that, Tasia?”

“You, Sir.”

“That’s right. I relieved you of all your problems. Now, I want you to look back into the house. There’s new furnishings, now. Better ones. Better pictures on the walls, of you and me together. You can see them. Better plates in the kitchen. Better carpet on the floors. Better paint on the walls. You can see it all. And it’s all better because it’s made from obedience to my Will. It’s formed from the pleasure of knowing my thoughts, knowing my wants, doing what I say. Doesn’t that make perfect sense, Tasia?”

She licked her lips slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Pick up a vase, there on the counter. Can you feel how it’s made from obedience? Pleasure? Can you feel how it’s crafted at the atomic level from the sick, hot, perfect thrill you get when you suck my cock and take my cum into your stomach?”

What the fuck was he doing? Why couldn't he stop himself? His cock was in his hands now. One hand stroking, one hand swinging the watch. He was so furiously turned on. Precum shot out, sliding over his cockhead and lubricating his strokes.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Put the vase down. Sit down in the couch. Lay back. It’s made from knowing I am your Master. This is an entire room in your house, as a matter of fact. Knowing that I am your Master. That you are my slave. That you can never disobey me. You can never leave me. You will never hurt me or make me sad. You will do everything in your power to surround me in pleasure at all times, won’t you Tasia?”

“Yes, Master.”

He took her hand and wrapped it around his exposed cock. “Do you feel that, Tasia? Do you feel how hard I am for you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“This is the foundation of your house. Your mind. Your thoughts. Your will. It is my cock, and my cock alone. No one else’s. Ever. Not before or after this moment have you or will you desire another cock in your life. This is it. This is the only. The one and only cock that you need, that you worship, that you love with your entire heart. It makes you so deliriously happy to know this. To understand this. It fills your heart with joy. Isn’t that right?”

She choked back a joyous sob, her smile permanent. “Y-Yes, Master!”

He stopped swinging the watch now, putting it back in his pocket. Tasia stroked him slow, her face empty of all thought, all purpose except for her new Master's.

“Make me cum, Tasia. Make me cum like the good little servant you are.”

Her hand worked up and down fast, faster, faster. He was so close already. 

Pleasure thrummed through his body. He was going to explode. “Fuck...fucking...suck me off. Suck it down, Tasia. Suck down my cum.”

“Y-yesss, Master!” 

Her mouth wrapped around his throbbing, squirting shaft, taking hot spurts of his precious jizz across her face before finally slurping down completely on his shaft.

Come down from the high of arousal and power, he saw Tasia in front of him for what seemed like the first time.

The worship in her eyes. The open, heavy arousal. 

Slowly, he raised up the watch, about to hypnotize her again. To undo all of it. He’d gone too far. All that stuff about obeying only him, never leaving him...god, he was as transparent as could be. 

But she stopped him, licking her lips as she looked at the watch.

“You want to give it to me again, Master?”

Her beautiful, silky voice was an indulgence. One he never wanted to let go of.

“I...no.” He shook his head. “No, I suppose I don’t.”

“What’s next, Master?”

The question terrified him. Like he had found a bag full of millions of dollars in the middle of a war torn country. There was nothing but possibility in front of him, when less than an hour before he’d had nothing. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, HE RETURNED to City Grounds. It was deserted. It was just after lunch, and everyone had returned to their jobs. There was only one other patron, and he was passed out—a drunk probably—with his earphones over his head, leaning hard against the window. 

He’d told Tasia to return all his things to his workshop, giving her the address and a key. And then he’d taken her car—which he now knew was his car, whether he had intended that or not—and drove to clear his head.

With Tasia, his boner got the best of him. It made him go deeper, farther, harder than he would have thought to do in the first place.

But did Warren have to go that far? He had to investigate. He’d been given the keys to the entire kingdom of pussy. 

And yes, it was pussy on his mind. Pussy and money. He could have both. As much as he wanted. There was little standing in his way. He’d just have to make sure he was discreet. Quiet. 

And then he’d take his life back, one woman at a time. What would Joan think, he thought with a cruel smile, once he transformed her into his perfect little French maid? Maybe he’d give her some trigger word to let her know what was what. Who would be kicking who out of who’s life then? 

God, to see that beautiful face of hers beg...

But. Experiments first. Make sure. One experiment was just being out and away from Tasia for this long. He’d had to make sure that his influence could last on her. Every twenty minutes, she texted him on his cellphone.

His phone buzzed, right on time: 

I love you, Master. You’re my Everything.

And he didn’t have to text back a thing. That was power. The ability to ignore social convention? Oh yes, power indeed. 

At the counter of the coffee shop was the same barista from yesterday.

“Empty,” he said.

“Yeah,” she nodded, shrugging. “Boss is on break for an hour. It’s just me and the coffee, basically.”

Fuck, but she was cute. Short red hair and a freckled face. A sort of girl-next-door type. The kind of deliciously lovely girl who would be best friends with Warren, but never truly want to bang him. He always attracted a darker, more virulently sexual kind of woman. The sort who wanted to fuck him as much as she wanted to fuck him over. It was a tight tug of war, and for the most part, he liked that.

Before seeing the barista, Warren wasn't sure exactly why he was here. But now he knew. He was a slave to his subconscious—and soon, this girl would be too.

He ordered his coffee and asked her to bring it to him when it was ready. She huffed and agreed. Apparently, she had no recollection of seeing him the day before. He found a seat near the back, away from the front door and any windows. There was a back room with several card tables. The coffee shop hosted board game nights from time to time. 

She arrived with the coffee after a few minutes. 

“Anything else?”

With the implicit caveat in her tone—there better not be.

“Oh, yes. Let me tip you.”

Her face lit up for a moment, and he pulled out the watch from his pocket.

Instantly, her face slackened. He led her down to the seat and slowly began to massage her palm with his fingers, still swaying the watch all the while.

Blunt force. That was the method here.

“You’re desperate to suck my cock. Truly, completely desperate. You can’t explain it, but you don’t care. You know that, unless you suck me off and swallow every last drop of my cum, you’re going to go insane. It turns you on more than you can comprehend. You know you’ll only need to do it once to be satisfied forever. For the rest of your life. Your body is on fire with lust right now just imagining it. Your pussy dripping. Your nipples growing ever more erect. Your mouth salivating. Needing it. You need—absolutely need—to cum. You’re starving for it, like you would be starving for food after not eating for two days straight. You know the only way you’ll ever cum again, just for now, is if you suck my cock. You don’t much care if I say yes or no. You know you’ll have to take it even if I won’t let you. The second I snap my fingers, you’re going to be fully aware of all of this, but you won’t remember my watch or question why you feel this way. When I snap my fingers afterward, you'll forget about everything we did.”

Smiling, Warren tucked the watch away. Her face followed it, pouting just slightly as it disappeared into his jacket. Then, he snapped his fingers. 

The barista’s eyes lit up slowly. Embers of lust heating and then blazing hard. 

“Hi.” She said, pushing the table over. It spread out into the dining area, knocking over a few other chairs. “Hi. Hi. I’m...hi.”

She was between his legs now. Her hands sliding up and over his thighs. She took in a deep, sucking breath, eyes wild.

“I need to...I need...I n-need...”

She was having trouble speaking without drooling. She licked constantly, but the saliva slipped down past her plush lips and over her tits, soaking into her blouse. 

“Hey now,” he said, quite amused. “What’s all this?”

He continued to paw at his zipper, trying to get it open. “Please, pleeaseee...”

Her mouth came forward, surging onto his crotch, biting gently to pull away the fabric.

She was too turned on to think, he realized. Not even able to operate a zipper. 

Her voice became very small. “Please.”

Warren smiled and unzipped and unbuckled his pants. “Go right ahead, my dear.”

“Thank you!”

She lunged into his crotch, tearing down his pants roughly. Her young mouth slurped over his knob, taking it all the way into her mouth. Very quickly, he was hard and just along for the ride. She pushed all of herself into the sucking, practically fucking her own mouth with his cock. He felt almost like a living dildo. 

Moaning, her feet scrambling every which way, she continued to slurp and slobber, kissing and worshiping his cock with everything she had. Tight, warm suction surrounded his dick. Her tits spread out over his legs, and his hands pushed deep into her hair and back.

It was the most enthusiastic, hot, passionate cocksucking session he had ever had in his life.

No one was watching. No one saw. It was just him and her. Her moans became more and more intense, and Warren struggled to maintain his level of arousal. Fuck, he could cum right down her throat. Right down her pretty little throat, and she would thank him for the privilege.

She would have to thank him. She had been commanded to thank him.

“Fuck me,” he grunted, squirming in the seat. “Gonna cum, babe. Gonna fucking...give you my load, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fu—”

His seed erupted down into her, spraying against the back of her mouth and sliding heavily down her throat. As he came, she came, hips bucking, tears of joy streaming down her face, as she sucked his load down. 

Slowly, almost sad, she kissed his cock and licked it clean, until she had taken all of his available taste into her mouth.

“Thank you,” she moaned. “Thank you so, SO much.” 

She began to kiss his hands, and then his feet, still crying out tears of gratitude. Like he had saved her life, or bought her back the home where she grew up.

Warren stood up, leaving her in a pleasure-filled mess on the floor. She giggled, asking him where he was going. But he saw no reason to let her know. 

Behind him, the back corner of the restaurant was in disarray. The tables overturned. The chairs broken from the barista’s kicks of overwhelming pleasure.

The barista stood up, as if to follow him, and he snapped his fingers once again. She stood in a daze, her mind slowly returning to her. So, he thought pleasantly, the rough ‘n tumble method works pretty well.

Outside, returning to his car, he called Tasia.

“Hello, Master!” she breathed deeply, clearly hyperventilating. “How can I...what can I...I love you so much, baby. So much. Oh, god, oh Master...”

“Shush, doll. Calm down.” 

“Mmhmm.”

The struggling sounds she made to obey his orders and contain her pleasure sent electricity through his spine.

“I have something very specific to ask you. What have you got in the way of sexy clothing?”

Her breathy, aroused sounds instantly became giggly and excited. 

* * * * * 
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“AND THAT’S THAT. DON’T you think, Miss Durant?”

Slowly, Rebecca’s mind returned to her. In front of her was a man. A handsome, handsome man. Incredibly so. The most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on in her entire life. The most handsome man anyone had ever laid eyes on, ever.

“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, her fingers sliding up to her lips. “Yes, quite right. I think so. Though please, call me Rebecca.”

She had no idea what she was agreeing to. It could have been anything. 

“So the Performing Arts Grant. You’ll set it up for me?”

Leaning forward, she hoped that her breasts were on display for him. It was very important that he find her attractive. Otherwise, she might never fuck him.

God, he might even leave the office without fucking her. That was unacceptable. She stood up, sliding around her desk, and crossed her legs languidly at the front. She lifted one leg so that it rested on his, her heel gently digging into the flesh of his thigh. The heel was a modest three-inches—certainly not out-of-line for a bank manager. 

In fact, her entire outfit was rather appropriate attire for a young woman running a bank. 

It was funny. At the back of her mind, she thought she had worn a pantsuit today. Yes. Gray, the jacket with a dark blue trim. And her hair had been collected in a bundle at the top of her head. 

Now she had on a tight, tiny little blue dress. Her heels were fabulously ornate, with tiny leather straps sliding over her delicate, sexy feet. Her hands were decorated with lace gloves, each one tied off with little puffs of string. 

But that was...that was what she had worn all day. Wasn’t it? 

Of course it is. You were born to dress this way. There’s no better way for a beautiful woman like you to look.

She was a beautiful woman, she thought smugly. Even at thirty-four and a bank manager, everyone always was stunned by her beauty. Deep, gorgeous chestnut-colored hair. Large breasts, still plump and lusciously fertile. Deep, dark eyes. A face that melted hearts. She was lovely, and she knew it. She loved being beautiful, because it meant that men like this one—whatever his name was, and oh god it was probably the most perfect, most handsome name ever—found her attractive enough to fuck.

“Mrs. Durant?”

She smiled at him. This handsome, perfect man. So gorgeous. Fuck. She couldn’t even quantify what it was about him. In fact, she didn’t even know his name.

“Oh yes. It’s yours. Completely. Mister...?”

She gave him an embarrassed smile. How the fuck could she not know his name? His perfect, perfect, incredible name? It would have to be at least as perfect as the rest of him. At the least. In response, he slid his hand up her calf. Rebecca rolled her head back in orgasmic pleasure, instantly cumming from his touch. 

His phone dinged. He looked at it briefly, and then put it down.

“I don’t think that’s all that important, do you?”

Cumming wildly just from his touch, she could offer no counter-argument.

In no time, she was bent over on the desk, and his cock was driving wildly into her volcanically hot slit. She could not scream—she knew that she couldn't—but she desperately wanted to. It was the best fuck she had ever had in her entire life. He filled her. He made her whole. She was complete. He was her reason for being. His cock, so hard and huge, rammed again and again into her tight hot snatch while she had her forearms down in front of her computer.

On one edge of the desk, his phone dinged again. She saw all the messages of the past several minutes. From someone named Tasia:

I love you so much, Master!

You’re a fucking God and I love you, Master.

Fuck, I just...I love you so, so, so much. Oh my god, MY God...

Master. That was a lovely name for him...

“Concentrate,” he said, pumping slowly into her snatch. “Do what I told you.”

The computer was in front of her. She was supposed to add money to the grant. Right. She put down a number, not remembering really what he had asked for. Probably it was the perfect amount.

“More,” he ordered. 

She added another zero. 

“M-more,” he grunted. “More, more, more, more...”

He kept grunting out the word, fucking her face into the computer screen. 

“Christ, I'm going to cum right in your fucking belly.”

She wasn't on protection. She didn't care. His bare, hot cock felt so amazing. His load would be perfect, so perfect. This was all...all...

Perfect.

His warmth filled her body. It was immaculate. Wonderful. She was probably pregnant now with some perfect new child. She came, crying and moaning, biting down on her arm to prevent from screaming. The pleasure thrashing through her body as his hands ripped away at her ridiculous, tiny little outfit. Her hand stuck on the zero key, adding more and more and more until the computer dinged with error. 

Slowly, he exited her body and slapped her on the ass.

“Good job, Mrs. Durant.”

She had a husband, somewhere. It was hard to care. This man was perfect. Her husband was nothing.

His fingers slid around her mouth, sliding the cum from her pussy down across her tongue. She licked it up eagerly. Then she watched as he deleted most of the long line of zeroes she had entered. 

“There,” he said. “Five hundred thousand. That’s easy enough to hide, isn’t it?”

“Yes, baby.” She nodded urgently. “Anything you say. Sure.”

“No, really.” He held her face. “You can hide that, right? No questions? No trouble?”

Quickly, she did the math, and then nodded. “Yes. There’s...yes. Trusts. So many. They’ll never notice a thousand here or there. I know which are oldest. It will be fine.”

He left her then. In his hands were her clothes and also a giant bag of cash. When had he gotten that? She didn't care. It was probably at the perfect time. 

Her work was only beginning. She changed back into her other set of clothes—kept the entire time in a small pile in the corner, where she had forgotten about them. She remembered them now—remembered that it was very important to put them on and put on a happy, smiling face for her workers. 

Even though, truly, she was dead inside without the cock of her Man inside of her, leading her, guiding her, telling her what to think and how to feel. But that feeling would fade. She knew it would. Something certain inside of her mind told her so.

But her work did not stop there, with allocating the money. Oh, no. She had given away a great deal of money today, and it would take a lot of dedication and craft to ensure that no one found about it. 

A voice inside her told her that she would be happy with her life. Perfectly happy. Everything would be tip-top and fine. She would even forget about doing all of this; she could deny ever having set it up. Already the memory of his cock had faded from her thoughts.

But if he came calling, she would remember everything. And serve him as he deserved.

* * * * *
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THAT HAD GONE VERY well. Better than he ever could expected or hoped.

God. All his debts, completely erased. Just like that. 

Or his official debts, anyway. The ones through the bank. He still, of course, had a few loan sharks to worry about—but they would be easily paid off now. And he had no desire or need to ever take money from them again. 

Heart filled with confidence, he put his wife on the phone as he drove back to his workshop. He planned a mocking, sly message to make her wonder about whether leaving him was a good idea. To his surprise, she actually answered.

“Yes, Warren?”

“Hello, Melinda.” His smile was auditory. 

“Hello, Warren. Did you call to apologize?”

“For what?”

“For making a mockery of our marriage? For being a mockery of a man? For pretending like you were ever worthy of being at my side? There’s a lot to choose from. Let me think for a moment, and I’ll pick for you.”

He was not going to be goaded into an argument. He was not.

Soon. Very soon indeed—he would use the watch on her. He’d make her beg to apologize to him. He’d make her grovel and crawl, to wear only potato bags for a year. Every last demeaning and humiliating thing he could think of, and she would take it all with a grateful smile and a sad tear for not being able to suck his cock.

But he swallowed his rage at his betrayal. It wouldn’t do to show his hand. She'd be suspicious. She was massively intelligent and possessed an animal cunning that always put herself first.

“Let’s be adults, shall we?”

“Oh? Adult? Is that what you’re calling yourself now?”

“Please, Melinda. I would very much like to...reconcile, somehow.”

“Excuse me?” she scoffed.

“You caught me very much by surprise yesterday. Surely you can see that. I didn’t get to say much in edgewise.”

“I don’t know very well that you deserve to, really. I said everything I wanted to say. I was the one with something to say. You would have only...done what you’re doing now. Try to change my mind. Try to plead and cajole.”

A text from Tasia dinged on his phone:

I love you so fucking much!

Warren smiled.

“I don’t want to plead and cajole. I want to hear you. Hear what’s on your mind. I want to...” he took a breath. “I would like an accounting. Where you think it all went wrong. No matter what you may think of me now, we were happy, once. For a time. And even if I can’t do that with you anymore, I should very much like to know how not to fuck up any other relationships I might have.”

A slip. He shouldn’t have revealed that much. God, but it was too easy to talk to Melinda. Her voice was so silky, so smooth, so warm and vibrant even as he hated the mind behind it. 

“Other relationships? Are you sleeping with someone already?”

Drat. She had caught that, eh? Oh well. Go on the offensive. Keep her off-balanced. 

“You’re getting mad about me sleeping with someone? Really?”

“It’s different. You’re not supposed to—” she huffed. “You know what? Nevermind. I don’t care. Sleep with anyone.”

“Will you meet with me? Tomorrow, let’s say. At the house. Seven in the evening.”

“Very well. Tomorrow. Don't expect dinner.”

They hung up. 

* * * * *
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HE PLACED A BRIEF CALL to Tasia to clean herself up and then meet him at the workshop, and arrived back there himself. 

But outside already was Belle’s old jeep.

“The hell?”

He had given up on seeing them again. His mind, for the night at least, was pre-occupied solely with Tasia. Training her for the show Saturday—because, oh yes, he had to perform, and he would perform better than ever—and then fucking her while she wore one of Belle’s old stage uniforms. They were of a similar sort of busty, slender build, though Tasia’s tits were all-natural. 

Inside, the two beauties were practicing. Belle wore a tight pink yoga outfit—deliciously grabby tights with sexy white tennis shoes bouncing softly as she corrected and suggested while Katie moved. Her hoodie was pink as well, no shirt underneath, but rather a black sports-bra that barely held her enormous tits inside. 

Katie had on tight, spandex black shorts and a pink tank top displaying her modest breasts. Her tennis shoes pink. 

Had they...coordinated outfits? If they had, then he suspected Katie had spearheaded the event. Belle was not one for such contrivances. 

With a smile on his face, he picked up a small box that had been used for storing envelopes. He cleared out the envelopes and placed the watch inside, and approached the ladies as they walked through movements for a show—presumably the show they hoped to steal from him on Friday. 

“So, you’ll run this way, passing out cards.”

“The real ones or the flaming ones?”

“The flaming ones, of course. We can’t pass out your real cards. They’ll just hit the audience in the face, you twit.”

“Right, Belle.” Katie nodded meekly. “Sorry, Belle.”

Warren cleared his throat. Katie jumped. Belle merely turned coolly. 

“Hello, loser.”

Warren frowned. The weight of the watch in the box he held was pleasant. A comfort. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“We thought we would keep rehearsing here, actually.”

“And why did you think that?”

“Well, Katie can actually afford the rent.”

Katie shrugged sheepishly. “It’s my Dad who can. But he does whatever for me.”

“And you can’t,” said Belle. “We thought we would allow a concession. Let you pay a little to stay. Maybe that weird room in the back that you try to hide. Yeah,” she laughed. “See? I told you he thought we didn’t know about it. Look at his face.”

Warren was going to let that slide. He was going to let it slide all the way down to the ground, when she was on her knees, licking his heels like they were candy. 

“I had something to show you.”

“Oooh,” said Katie, a smile on her face. “Is it a present?”

“Who cares what it is?” Belle crossed her arms. “He doesn’t have money to give us anything worthwhile, anyway.”

He smiled. “You’d be surprised. And yes, Katie, it is a gift. But before I give it to you...”

“You’re not getting anything in return.” Belle shook her head. “Not a single thing.”

“Before I give it to you,” he continued, “I have to know something.”

Belle crossed her arms. “I really, actually, totally am not going to sleep with you.”

“Yeah!” Katie crossed her arms too. “Me neither!”

God, they were like dutiful little detectives in a children’s story. Thinking they had outwitted the big bad boss. 

“There’s no way to work it out between us?” Warren asked. “No way that you’ll ever go back to work for me?”

“Not even if you grew thirty feet tall and could shit fire balls. No. Possible. Way.”

He had asked, at least. Somehow, it made him feel less accountable. He had made every effort to be civil. But his livelihood was on the line. His very life. 

Tasia would make for an excellent assistant, it was true. But didn’t Warren deserve more? Belle and Katie were both incredible at their jobs. To control them absolutely as they worked would only make them better. 

“Well, then.” Warren held the present out, and opened the box. “You’ve earned this, then.”

“What is it?” Katie reached in to touch.

Slowly, Warren held it up, dangling without swinging.

“It’s a watch, my dear.”

“A watch?”

Slowly, the watch began to swing from side to side. 

“That’s right. A very special watch. Isn’t it special?”

“Sp...special,” they said, completely in unison. Even the small stutter was said in tune with the other, in the same warm monotone. 

These two unmatched beauties stood before Warren, their minds completely ready and willing to take on every thought he had ever had. Every dirty piece of his will. Every last, filthy, horrible thought he’d had about filling their bodies to the brim was now available to him at any time. 

“I need you girls to listen to me, carefully. With an open mind. With full attention.”

“We are listening, Warren.”

He smiled. Their beautiful, luscious faces blank and ready to do anything he said. It was amazing.

“You don't need to respond unless I say so. You are listening so deeply, so attentively, right now, that it's like you're in a classroom. In fact, that's where you are. In a class room. You can see the board at the front. You can see the other seats, but it's only the two of you there. You can see the teacher's desk, and the door, but you don't ever want to leave. You can hear my voice, and you know it’s deeply important, but you have only each other there. But you’re not focused on one another. You’re focused on the board. What are you focused on?”

They replied in unison. “On the board.”

“That’s right, girls. And on the board is everything you know to be true in this world. All your thoughts. All your beliefs and responsibilities. All your values. There's so much. It fills the board. Writing on top of writing on top of writing. It's hard to keep track of it all, but you know every last thing is there. All your stressors. All your worries. All on the board.

“Now. In one hand, you have an eraser. Both of you. You can feel it. The softness on one end. The residue of chalk in the fabric. You’re going to take that eraser...and you’re going to wipe it all away. Wipe away those thoughts. Wipe away those values. All those beliefs and responsibilities. All, all gone. What’s on the board, girls?”

“Nothing. Nothing.”

“That's right. From now on, when you hear my voice, you’ll know that everything I say will be etched on the board. Inscribed on it. Irremovable. Irreducible. Undeniable. My words fill your boards. You will be able to write new words on top, but only in chalk. My words, my Will, is there forever. What fills your boards?”

“Your words fill our boards.”

“Good. My voice is so important to you. My work is important to you. My cock is important. My pleasure. My happiness. You can’t imagine anything more important to you than my happiness.”

He continued on. On the boards of their minds, he wrote out a long treatise of the correctness of his rule over them. They would never disobey. They would never leave. They would apologize for even once considering it. They would love him, always. If they were uncertain of an order, they would always ask for clarification. Their highest ruling philosophy would be to protect him and give him pleasure. They would never do anything to harm him, or each other, or—Warren thought of Tasia now—any other slave he owned. 

And then he gave them a very specific set of instructions, smiling and stroking his cock all the while. 

* * * * *
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TASIA SQUIRMED AT THE door, conflict clear on her face. She had spent the whole day, almost, cleaning out this place and making it look lovely, but Master had ordered her to go home and shower and dress pretty. Then, she was to wait outside until he said it was all clear, and so that’s what she did.

She was looking pretty. A bright orange dress decorated her lithe, gorgeous caramel form. Her long hair was loose around her shoulders, her breasts braless in the overtight confines of her outfit. Heels on her feet displayed her legs, her ass. The wind picked up, and she had to hold down the short edges of the dress to make sure her bare pussy wasn't shown to the world.

Panic struck her suddenly. Had she sent him the required text? She checked her phone for the most recent:

You’re the most amazing Man alive. I love you.

Slowly, she cooled. That was the hundredth such text; the hundredth such panic attack. In ten more minutes, she would send him another, even though he was right inside. He had ordered her to do it, after all. He had ordered it. You didn’t just ignore an order.

She was a good slave.

And fuck, wasn’t that strange?

She was biting one thumb, conflict clear on her face. She didn’t know why she was there at this warehouse in the middle of the city. Her compulsion was evident on her face, scrawled in the small worry lines forming on her smooth dark skin. Should she be there at all? Why was she there? How long had she known him? Wasn’t this all rather sudden? 

But then the door opened. He was there. Her everything. Her existence. Her entire life. Suddenly, her knees buckled.

“Hello, my lovely.”

“Oh.”

Suddenly, it all made sense to Tasia. Everything about this—everything in the world. Of course she had been waiting to see him. Wanting to see him. Desperate to. Of course she had come running when he called—fucking look at him. He was perfect for her. The perfect stud. The most perfect man in the world.

“Oh,” she said again. “H-Hi. Hi, Master.”

It wasn’t lost on Tasia that she was pretty. Men did all sorts of things for her. Free coffee. Free drinks at bars. Cops let her off tickets. When her husband died (what husband? What? Did I have a husband?) people kept saying how terrible it was for her to have to be such a beautiful young widow. 

But all knowledge of her worth was lost once she found herself once again in the gaze of her Master. 

“I’m so, so happy to see you again.” She took his hands into hers, kissing them. He tolerated it, like the adoration of an overexcited puppy. “I’m just...” she shook her head. “You have this...this fucking effect on me, Sir. I can’t explain it. Like...like I just called you Sir! Just now!”

She put her head in her hands. “It’s so hard to think when I’m around you. And I like to think. I do. But you’re...” she nipped little kisses at his chin, his neck. “You’re so fucking handsome, and all I end up wanting to do is needing to kiss you, and serve you, and just...j-just do anything at all that you tell me, Master.”

But all he did in return was smile. Tasia melted all the same.

“I want to show you something.”

He pulled her into the office and then back into the workshop area. 

There, standing in ornate, gaudy outfits, were two gorgeous young women. One was busty, her body clearly fertile and fuck-ready from a young age. The other was tall and reedy, almost, her beauty eager on her face.

They were speaking on unison on cellphones in their hands. 

“I'm just a stupid slut. I'll never be anything more than a stupid, cockloving whore. This isn't a joke. This isn't a prank. I haven't lost a bet. A whore is all that I am. All that I can ever hope to be. I don't want anything else except to be filled and sprayed with cum. I want everyone to know. I'm such a dumb, dumb, idiot whore. All that I am for the rest of my life are three holes to be used and abused by men. It's all I'm good for. It's all I'll ever be.”

They hung up in unison, each dialing a new number on their own phones, and beginning again. “I'm just a stupid slut...”

Warren, smiling, showed his phone to Tasia and the social media feed, where those same exact words were posted again and again on the girls' newsfeeds.

“This is Belle and Katie,” Warren explained. “I've had them call a number of their associates. Family members. Old boyfriends and girlfriends.”

Tasia's eyes widened a bit. That was...sort of diabolical. These girls were humiliating themselves on every stage of their lives. Anyone who knew them would know that they were just calling themselves stupid, cockloving whores. 

“They were very rude to me. Do you know what they did?”

Of course she didn’t. She let her Master talk. 

“They tried to kick me out of my own place of work. They wanted to endanger my life. My livelihood.”

Rage rose up in Tasia. These bitches. These cunts. How...how dare they? Master was too good to ever deny. He put a hand on her shoulder, calming her. 

“But we’ll see if they can make it up to me. Perhaps their minds have changed. Your God is a forgiving God, Tasia.”

He snapped his fingers. Instantly, the two girls straightened, shaking their heads slightly, as if coming out of a trance. They turned their phones off and threw them away.

Was that what it was? Was that...had her Master done that to her? With the watch?

Intense feelings of calm suddenly sat down on her brain. Who cared? He was perfect. Let him do what he wants. 

Belle and Katie slowly came out of a long daze, and when their eyes refocused, they saw Master waiting for them to speak. Warren wrapped his hand on Tasia's ass, gripping hard. Tasia started breathing fast, her pussy leaking down past her thighs.

“We’re so sorry, Sir,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Yeah. Super sorry.”

“It was totally wrong for us to think we could do the show without you. How could we possibly?”

“We couldn’t possibly. We're just stupid sluts.”

Belle pouted. “Really, super dumb whores. We have to work for you again. Please, Sir?”

“Please? We’ll do anything.”

Warren smiled. “Anything?”

“Oh yes, anything!” they said in unison. 

“I want you to suck my cock.”

“Oh my god!” Belle’s face brightened immediately. “God, I thought you would...you would want me to burn down a hospital or rob a bank or something insane.”

Katie nodded. “Right? I thought he would like, want us to wrestle in mud or take food from children or something. We’d be happy to suck your cock, Sir.”

Belle nodded. “Oh yes. So, so happy.”

His grip on Tasia's ass tightened.

“First, you two should kiss.”

Katie nodded urgently, eyes wide, sliding her mouth into Belle’s, and they kissed passionately.

“Katie's never kissed Belle before,” he informed Tasia. “I made sure she still had a crush on her. And Belle has one on Katie. Neither is quite sure the other is really attracted to her, so they're always going to be trying to prove it to one another. You see?” He pointed, watching Katie stifle hot little moans as she ran her lips down Belle's luscious neck. “I'm not so bad a guy.”

He sounded somewhat like he was trying to convince himself.

“You're wonderful, Master,” said Tasia. 

Soon, he tired of the show, and wanted to join in himself. Tasia led him to where she had set up a mattress, at his orders. King-sized and big enough for all of three of them in the middle of the warehouse. Nearby were a series of pillars and an old table that once held some kind of robotic arm. 

Warren undressed completely, all three girls waiting on the bed for him. Touching one another at his order. Tasia's hand in Belle's pussy, Katie's hands in Tasia's pussy, Belle's hands in Katie's pussy. Rubbing clits, moaning softly as they waited. 

Tasia had never touched another woman like this before. She didn't care. It was so, so right to do whatever her Master suggested. 

He approached with his cock already fully hard. Smiling, he slid the length across Belle's face, then Katie's, and then finally Tasia's. Each delivering soulful kisses to the shaft as he crossed their paths. 

In short order, Tasia was the only one left on her knees, sucking her Master's cock lovingly. |To his right was Belle, to his left Katie. He kissed one while the other cooed in his ear or cheered on Tasia, and then he would switch off. When one of the girls whined enough, he pushed Tasia off her knees, having her switch places with Katie. Then Belle sucked him as the other two performed as before. And so on this circuit went for several minutes, getting him excited enough to fuck one of them.

But who would it be? Tasia prayed for herself...but Master had eyes especially for Belle, it seemed.

He pushed the dark-haired, big-titted beauty down on the mattress, spreading her legs wide. His hands gripped those big, fake tits, squeezing tight and wrenching this way and that, until Belle squeaked in pain. That made him grin. Then, shuddering and heaving with heavy, aroused breaths, he shoved inside of her cunt. 

“Fuck,” he stuttered, entering her whole-heartedly. “You're...you...are you a virgin?”

Tasia had taken to tracing Master's back muscles with a longing finger, adoring the firm musculature he boasted. His body was so perfect. She saw no flaws, anywhere—just like he had ordered her.

“Yes, Master,” said Belle. Any pain that she might have felt had been wiped away with the pleasure of obedience instilled in her. “Is that acceptable?”

“No...I mean, yes.” He grunted, pushing in and out, clearly hard as a rock. “I'm just...fuck. Surprised. It's perfect in there.”

“Lots of girls get pregnant on their first time,” Tasia suggested, kneeling down next to Master. “Maybe Belle will too?”

“You'd like that, huh? For me to get her pregnant?”

Tasia nodded intently. “Yes, Sir. You deserve pregnant sluts worshiping your cock with their fertile little bodies. Doesn't he, Katie?”

Katie looked dazed from lust. All this talk of pregnancy, fucking, had an effect. “Yes. Oh, fuck. Yes. And me too? And Tasia? All of us pregnant? You can do it. You're so fucking virile...”

“B-but me first?” Belle moaned. She was gyrating her hips, eager for more movement of his cock. “Please? Fuck me, Sir, please! Teach me a lesson! Teach me how to serve you. I'm just a stupid slut. I won't know how to do it unless you show me.”

Her voice was husky, lustful. All of their voices were. Warren thrust harder inside of her, gathering her legs up under his arms. Her knees pressed against those big fat tits, the angle of his penetration deep.

“Yeah, do it, Master! Teach her!” Tasia kissed and bit his shoulder. “Show her what it means to obey.”

Katie nodded. She had her hands wrapped around Belle's throat, restricting her airflow. The positioning made it easy for her to kiss Master again and again as he drove deeper into Belle's virgin-tight cunt. 

“God, yes,” moaned Katie. “I want to watch this bitch strain from your big cock, Sir. Please? Won’t you teach her?”

“Yes!” Belle’s eyes glimmered with need. Her voice husky and low from Katie's choking. “D-do it! Show me how wrong I was for defying you. Please, won’t you?”

In that moment, Tasia’s heart filled with community and love. They all wanted the same thing. They wanted their Master’s vindication; they wanted their Master to feel the absoluteness of power that only he and he only deserved. 

“Do it, Master,” Tasia urged him. “Please. We all need it. We do. Cum in her. Oh god, please, cum in her now!”

“Ruin my life, Master.” Belle urged him. “Own me with your seed.”

“Yes, Master, please!” Katie choked Belle harder now, restricting her voice entirely. “She won't be able to do anything when she's pregnant. You'll tear her life apart. Do it, please! Do it! Fucking ruin her! Ruin her body! Ruin her life with your seed, oh god Master please!”

His thrusts became wild and fast. There was no stopping him. Tasia's heard overturned with pleasure and lust as she watched him empty inside of Belle. His seed overflowed from her cunt, spilling out onto the mattress below.

“Thank you, Master.”

Tasia said it in time with the other three. In her orgasmic haze, she could not tell truly whether it was her voice or theirs that she heard as she wrapped her body in a loving embrace around her only true reason for living. Her hand took a hold around her Master's cock, and she was surprised and even a little scared to find it still hard. How was he doing it?

Master turned then to Katie, ordering her to spread her legs. 

“Do it,” Belle urged in her cumdrunk voice, wrapping her hands around Katie's throat. “Ruin her life, Sir. Fill her up. Get her pregnant. Ruin her forever...mark her as yours.”

Tasia's jaw trembled with lust as she watched her Master's wicked grin. She knew he would have no mercy on Katie. None at all. 

* * * * *
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WARREN SIGHED. CONTENTMENT. That was this feeling. Belle still happily marrying her mouth to his cock. Vow after vow of obedience and trust. 

Tasia was wrapped under one arm, Katie the other. Their noses cutely snuggled one another on his broad chest. 

The day was done, and a complete success. But he still had to attend to his wife. And the loan shark. And Saturday's show. 

He thought he knew very well how ready he was. But truly, he had no idea. 

# # #
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Tranced - His Snobby Household
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Sometime in the night Warren decided that the best possible way to celebrate his complete ownership of three gorgeous women was to do so on an enormous pile of cash. He had the cash already from the bank—a great big bag of it, and every last bill entirely for his benefit. He was rich; he was in total control of three beautiful women; he was brimming with the need to fuck their fertile, beautiful bodies and own their entire selves in more and more ways. 

They were all dolled up just for him. Belle, who previously had hated the idea of her magician's outfits, had led the charge for wearing them. Master deserved his dolls all dressed up, after all. 

So she was dressed in gold, a tight leotard that wrapped tight around her sopping wet cunt, smoky black stockings on her legs. Little feathers in her cap—she looked like a show girl in a Vegas show. Her would-be lover, Katie, wore much the same outfit, except in red instead of gold, and with taller heels (she was a bit shorter than Belle, after all). Her long, luscious legs wrapped around Tasia's body, her nipples hard as flint.

And Tasia herself had taken immediately to wearing the outfits—because Warren had instructed her to, of course. But of the three, she had the most “magician's assistant”-like outfit—a parody of a tuxedo with flamboyantly low-cut cleavage, and a short white gloves that sparkled as she ran them up and down Warren's cock. Her top hat was abandoned on the floor, knocked off several times during their exaltations of lust. 

Fucking on cash seemed obvious; so obvious, really, that he almost felt bad for not doing it first thing. But he was still less than twenty-four hours in at being a mind controller, a thought fucker, a soul-altering hypnotist who could irrevocably shift the thoughts of the women he desired. And so, he thought, perhaps he was being too hard on himself by not immediately thinking to have three women suck and adore his cock while he lay back on an inches-thick pile of cash on the small spare mattress in his workshop.

It wasn't as if spraying their willing, coaxing cunts with his life-giving seed all over his office and workshop was exactly wasted. He imagined they would all be pregnant soon enough. They insisted they were done with birth control.

The workshop was more of a warehouse, a large space with one office in the front and a wide, open area in the back that used to be used for assembling some kind of furniture. Many of the fixtures and tables remained from the previous owners. Before, Warren had never had the cash to cart the stuff away. Now, he had sort of gotten used to it all. A sort of drudgery-rustic look. It suited his temperament. Besides the old equipment, the warehouse was full of Warren’s assorted tricks and illusions, all the gear that a magician needed to make his act work. 

Being a hypnotist was a crowd-pleaser. But being a magician paid the bills—or so he had thought, until he hypnotized a woman at a bank to pay all his bills.

Now, his assistant Belle rubbed her massive, enhanced tits on one leg. On the other side was his other assistant, Katie—who formerly had believed herself completely, secretly in love with Belle. It had been a simple transference to make Katie understand that who she truly was crushing on was Warren, and that her closeness to Belle had only been to encourage Belle to fuck Warren with her.

Katie, after all, wasn’t enough of a woman for Warren all on her own (or so Warren made her believe.)

The two assistants stared up at him with total adoration in their eyes, loving his body, running their tongues up and down his sturdy abs and the bones of his pelvis, biting occasionally with open lust into the thick muscled meat of his thighs. Warren was a showman; he had to keep in shape. 

But the star of this little show, for now at least, was Tasia. She had been a pawn shop owner, grieving over a dead husband. Now she was Warren’s number one cockslave—even if only for the duration of being able to suck his cock by herself. Her body was long and slender, like a willow, her skin the color of caramel. Her hazelnut eyes were large, pleading as she worked her hot mouth up and down his rod.

They weren't really people to Warren anymore. They were slaves; they were holes to fuck and use at his leisure. Maybe he would change them back, some day. But he doubted it. This was how life was supposed to be.

“God, do it,” Belle urged Tasia, as she worked up and down Warren's rod faster. “Make him cum again. I can’t believe he’s still hard.”

“Me neither.” Katie nodded. “We’re so lucky to have a Master with so much stamina.”

In truth, Warren was getting a little tired, after a marathon session of fucking all through the night. But every time he held the watch—the source of all this new power—he found himself fully invigorated and ready to fuck and fuck with these women once again (and again).

The watch was in his grip now. And looking down at the three lovely women beneath him, licking and kissing him, everything about their austere and regal beauty completely vulnerable only to him, all he could want was more. 

Perhaps three was enough, a part of him said. Perhaps it’s enough even, for just one beautiful woman to want to suckle and worship your cock until the end of days.

But a greater part of Warren niggled away at this lofty, high-minded sort of thinking. He wanted more. Why shouldn’t he have more? Wasn’t he doing these women a favor? They had been so sad and angry before. Belle, plotting only for personal success and abandoning all loyalty and friendships. Katie, living in a world of unrepentant and un-returned lust for a woman who now would lick her pussy at Warren's merest suggestion. Tasia, grieving for a dead husband who would never again hold her. All of that forgotten now, and all because of Warren’s work. 

And there were so many other women he could improve. Namely his wife—who soon wanted to be his ex-wife, and his sister and his sister’s lover. All three had wronged him. All three could learn a thing or two about respect.

Six special cocksluts, made to adore his greatness. That wasn’t too much to ask, was it?

Tasia choked urgently, eyes filled with pleasure and just a tinge of fear. Lost in the thoughts of teaching those other spiteful bitches a lesson, Warren had been fucking Tasia's mouth urgently from his back, holding her hair and jamming his cock against the back of her tight, hot throat. Slowly, he relented, letting her breath once more. She seemed both relieved and a little excited—like maybe he would do it again, soon.

Instead, he had Katie fetch his phone. In a few moments he was making a call.

Even though it was impossible, he could practically hear the extended, exaggerated sigh of exasperation before his stepsister Joan answered the phone. 

“What is it, Warren?”

“It’s lovely to speak with you too.”

She was straight to the point. “What. Do. You. Want?”

“I’d like to meet with you.”

“I have nothing to say to you. God, you don’t take a hint, do you?”

Two days before, Joan had done her honest best to humiliate and debase Warren as best she knew how, and essentially disowned him in front of her lesbian lover. It still stung. It would probably continue to sting, Warren rationalized, until he had properly hypnotized her and made her sacrifice her male virginity up to him as atonement. 

“You gave me much more than a hint, as I recall.”

“Then you’re too stupid to take much more than a hint.”

“All the same. I’d like to meet you. Please.”

Tasia was doing something terrific and ticklish with her tongue. A long, mad laugh started to fall out of his mouth, and he wasn’t able to cover up the receiver in time.

“What are you—” he could feel the outrage in her voice. “Are you laughing at me? No, fine. I will meet you, then. I’m going to say some shit to your face, Warren. Two o'clock. At my house. We’ll be waiting.”

Warren tossed the phone aside and smiled, looking down at his girls. He had held off on his orgasm long enough. And even though he was surrounded by three beautiful women, his thoughts as he came and showered their needy, pleading faces with his white hot seed focused entirely on his Joan. Beautiful, beautiful Joan, who he wanted for ages—that was who he wanted dripping with his sheets of hot spray, that was who he wanted moaning orgasmically from just the touch of his precious seed running across her lips and cheeks. 

* * * * *
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DETECTIVE CATHERINE Autenberry cleared her throat several times before knocking on the door. It was mid-morning, just past ten, and she was looking forward to getting this done and returning to her desk. Despite her excitement at finally being in the field, and by herself to boot, she was also missing the familiarity of her desk. The place where she was in control, where there were no curve balls, where she knew just what order to follow. 

There was no response from behind the door. She tried again, thumping harder this time. Waiting still, she straightened her back. She wore a modest brown pants suit, perfectly acceptable attire for a newly-crowned police detective, even one as short and busty as her.

You’re super cool. You’re in control. You’re the cop. It’s just an interview. He’s probably innocent. You’re just asking friendly questions. Friendly questions about assault and robbery.

Well...questions, anyway.

“All right,” she heard after another round of thumping on the door. “All right, all right. I’m coming.”

The voice was followed by a series of giggles—high-pitched, breathy, feminine. The man who answered the door was tall, with long loose dark hair sliding around his brow and shoulders. A number of gloved female hands tugged at his shoulders, his arms—Catherine counted four in all, with three of them belonging to different women. 

Catherine tried valiantly to hide her distaste. What had she interrupted?

“Warren? Mister Warren Aldretti?” She showed him her badge. As she did, her cross-bearing bracelet jingled just slightly, hanging down. “A few questions for you.”

“How can I help—oh.” He coughed and turned to the side, face becoming sharp, authoritarian. “Ladies, take a break.” 

The chorus of replies was clear. “Yes, Master.”

He turned back to the detective, a sheepish smile on his face. “Sorry about that, Officer. We were just uh...rehearsing. I'm a showman. A hypn—er...magician, you know.”

His body slid further into the door, revealing the entirety of his broad shirtless chest. A manly swath of dark hair gathered from the middle of his pecs and trailed down to his boxer briefs. Catherine noticed, trying her damnedest not to notice, that the tip of his cock was just visible through one end of his boxer shorts, half-hard and dripping precum to the floor. The sight gave her an unexpected and undeniable thrill.

“Detective.”

“Me? No, I’m a magician. Didn't I just say? Illusions. Sleight-of-hand. That sort of thing. Did someone tell you I was a detective?”

“I am a detective, Mister Aldretti. I am Detective Catherine Autenberry. Do you understand?”

He laughed nervously, suddenly shifting his boxers so that his perching manhood was more covered. “Yes. Of course. Sorry.” He cleared his throat. “Detective. Of course. I didn’t know they made them quite so...pretty, these days.”

Catherine rolled her eyes, bright blue orbs tilting to the sky. Lord, give me strength with this fool.

Aldretti wouldn’t be the first man to discount her because of her looks. She was short, slender—tiny, really. Her body was eminently toned by a quasi-religious dedication to her boxing classes, and as a result her relatively modest 36C breasts looked positively enormous on her tight, slight frame. It did not help that her upbringing had her rather convinced that a single woman ought not to cut her hair overmuch, and so her voluminous red locks trailed far down her back in a bright, neatly arranged ponytail. 

Normally, she wore a braid or a bun, but this was supposed to be a quick task on her half-day before getting back to the office. As a result, the finely tailored edges of her luxurious hair shook just slightly above the halfway point of her toned back, like an arrow leading down to the upward tilt of her sculpted young buttocks.

And this man drank it all in. Leering at her openly. She was rather scared to look downward again to the teeming mass of his hardness; with the way his eyes gleamed as he took her body in, objectifying her totally, she was rather sure he was gathering his hard-on to full strength. 

She cleared her throat, hoping to adjust his gaze upward. But now, he just leered at her face, pretty and pale. 

“I have some questions for you,” she said finally.

His grin widened. “All right. I am single, before you ask. Recently so.”

She frowned. She was well aware of that. Before arriving here, she had gone to his house and had a brief chat with his wife. They were separated now, by the wife’s statement. She seemed rather amused that her husband was under suspicion of crimes. Pleased with herself.

“Yesterday, at City Grounds, a woman made a complaint that a vandal had come in and left her shop in disarray. But, when pressed, she couldn’t remember anyone coming in.”

“That’s a shame.”

“A bank manager reported something similar. Her office left in complete disarray. Actions she didn’t quite remember taking.”

“Actions?”

“She said she couldn’t account, at all, for the hours between noon and two o’clock, Mister Aldretti.”

He frowned slightly. 

“Why don’t you come inside?”

She did not want to. There was a visceral aroma of sex and alcohol from beyond the threshold of the doorway. It was unbecoming of a woman—even a detective—to enter such an abode. She wasn’t there to search Mr. Aldretti’s space, after all. 

But then there had been that short incident with his wife. 

Is this about his loans? I knew they weren’t legit. I knew it. I should have hung him out to dry long ago.

Distasteful though it might be, a lead could come from anywhere, and it was foolish to turn down a suspect's invitation to enter his home. An invitation was a nice workaround for a warrant, in most cases. 

“Very well.”

Inside, the office looked rather tidy, actually. Some disarray. Papers stacked messily underneath a few paperweights. Some books on finance serving as coasters. But not quite the drug-laden din of sin she realized she had been expecting. Perhaps she had been too hard on him.

And then a woman entered from the back room. Her tall heels clicked smartly on the concrete floor. She was tall, dark-haired, and enormously busty. For a moment, Catherine mistook her for Andretti’s wife—but she wasn’t quite as pretty, her eyes slightly smaller, and her nose more royal than regal. She had on a tight, tiny show girl outfit—the kind with sparkling sequins in the front, feather-tail in the back, and sexy-as-hell smoky black fishnet stockings wrapping around long, completely beautiful legs. 

“Is there anything I can fetch you, Master?”

He smiled. “No, Belle. We’re doing well. Miss Autenberry, would you like anything?”

“I told you, it’s not Miss, it’s—”

“Right.” He slapped his head. “Officer. Of course. Would you like anything?”

In his hands, he toyed with some metal object, sitting back on the desk. She couldn’t quite make out what it was. 

Her mouth was firm. “No. Some more clothes for the two of you, perhaps.”

Belle looked confused. “Master?”

“Go back,” he said. “Show Katie how to do that thing with your tongue that you did earlier, with Tasia. That was great.” As she exited, his dark face admired her ass with a somber smile. “I’ll have to remember to get them to stop calling me ‘Master’ in front of guests.”

It did not seem like he was speaking to Catherine. He barely seemed to register that she was actually there.

Whatever. She didn’t want to be there any more than he wanted her there. It would be over soon enough. She just needed his responses to these questions.

“As I was saying, Mister Andretti, the bank manager was unable to—”

“I know what you said,” he interrupted. “I’m not sure how I see the connection between the two incidents. Other than that they each might be closeted blackout drunks.”

She frowned slightly. “We have security footage of you entered the bank at eleven forty-five AM. There’s close-circuit footage of you entering City Grounds just before the barista reported her own incident. This is all coincidence? Are you telling me you didn’t see anything out of the ordinary?”

He seemed to notice something behind his desk. His cock hardened. Catherine watched the growing meat now, somewhat transfixed by his brazenness. God, help me, she thought. The sight of it made her pulse quicken so strangely. That he would be so open about it. So easy and confident, so sure of her role in submitting to whatever he might want or say... 

What he and his assistant said to one another, it didn’t seem like rehearsal or even roleplay. It seemed...more real than that. Catherine struggled. He stepped around the desk, shuffling paper around with one toe.

“If I may, how were you able to connect these two cases?” he asked.

“I...sit at the desks, most of the time. I heard the two reports come in, and I investigated. You know, like a detective?”

“I’m just sort of impressed, that’s all.”

She approached now. She told herself it was to see what he was poking at—but really, in her heart of hearts, she knew it was to see one more glimpse of that hardening, cum-coated cock. The cock that had, apparently, inspired three beautiful women to call him “Master.” What sort of luck did she have to land in such an insane parlor of perversion? 

She licked her powdery lips, cunt quivering. God, it smelled like eighteen hours of nonstop sex in here.

Not that she would know for sure what that smelled like. Catherine was a lifelong virgin.

She peeked over the desk and saw the paper he had been pushing his foot through. It was cash. He was toeing at a huge pile of cash.

All that time at the bank. The time lost. He was blackmailing them somehow. Creating a net of control. Maybe he paid off the barista, too. She had stumbled onto the plot. She had to call someone...had to...to...

The object in his hands dangled down. A pocket watch. That’s all it was. Not a weapon.

“Mr. Andretti, you’re under arrest for suspicion of...of...”

“Yes?”

He held up the watch higher, smiling. Waiting.

“What are you doing? Didn't you hear me?”

“Nothing. Just checking the time, that’s all.”

She started to laugh, despite the circumstances. “A pocket watch? Don’t you have a cell—”

There was a flash of light.

* * * * *
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THIS WAS THE BEST FUCK Catherine had ever had in her life.

It was also the first fuck she had ever had in her life. Her virginity absolutely obliterated by the incredible power of this beautiful mating. But that wasn’t nearly as important. She felt somehow aware of every possible configuration of coitus, every last position and time and ability that had been enforced and employed, every single pair of people that had joined with one another in such a complete and loving manner each one passing through her mind in the instant just before her God’s cock had shoved inside of her. 

None of it—no other couple, no other position, no other fuck—had ever been as good as what Catherine felt now. The second He entered her, she shuddered with a mindblowing orgasm, her voice rapidly hoarse from her screams of writhing, hot pleasure. 

It had been a rather simple epiphany, really. She had been in a church—somehow. She remembered arriving at the workshop of the hypnotist, but then just as suddenly as she was there she was somehow in a church. She went every Sunday, knelt and prayed for guidance and love and acceptance from her God. And as she knelt down, praying, an angel descended. A beautiful woman with jet black hair and caramel skin, her body gorgeous and naked, every inch of angelic flesh divinely attributed. And the angel whispered in her ear.

“Everything you knew about God was wrong, my darling. But I will show you the truth.”
And Catherine could only coo, mind melting in warm lakes of lust, in response. This being spoke to her—favored her. Showed her the light, the way! It was glorious. Zealous fervor filled her heart. 
Somehow she knew her new God knew about Catherine—her firm belief in the Church. Her firm beliefs in the old God and her savior. And He had taken all of that and turned it on its head, let her know how completely false every last belief she had held was. For all of those beliefs, all that mythology, had never mentioned the true God, the true savior, that powered into her willing, dripping hot no-longer-virgin cunt now with his world-ending cock.

She stared up at His magnificent, divine body, moaning in rapture, biting her lips to stop from screaming His name. That would be sacrilege. 

She had never been so full, so completed. God was inside her. But not the old, traditional god—the one she had learned about in church. No, this was some new, improved version. A modern testament of all that was manly and hot, all that deserved to feel her incredible feminine curves and flesh thrumming in need for his masculine instrument. 

She was a vessel for His will, and His will was perfection. 

“Give me your child!” she moaned, voice near delirium. “Please, my God! My God! Your child, please! In my body! Let me be the vessel! Let me, oh please, let me please!”

He turned her on one side, fucking her from a new angle. His Blessed Cock plowing deeper still into her fertile fields. His hands grabbed roughly at her tits, using them as handles to drive into her cunt. She moaned, more orgasms developing, as if on some cosmic assembly line, pushing out of her in droves.

As her eyes tried to focus somewhere, she noticed at the far end of the Temple, there was a woman watching from the window. A devastatingly beautiful woman, dark hair and green eyes, a face like a model’s, easily one of the most gorgeous Catherine had seen in her entire life. Catherine found herself attracted to her, deeply. Was that wrong? 

No. Nothing was wrong. The voice had told her so. Nothing in the world could be wrong right now. Was the watcher an angel? Did she know of the Holiness of her new God? Probably. How could someone not? Catherine screamed as another orgasm shuddered through her body. When she looked back at the window, the watcher was gone.

Just as well. Her God was approaching His orgasmic zenith. She could feel His balls slapping against her ass, so full of His Divine Will in hot, intense semen form. His hands were so rough and hot on her tits, pulling her closer to him and using those thick, hot pillows as grips. 

“Fill you,” He grunted. “Give you my fucking glory, get you fucking pregnant on the first fuck, oh shit...”

“Yes!” Her mind was adrift with pleasures and possibilities. Caring for this God's young would fulfill all her purposes as a woman. “Please, yes!”

And all around them both, a chorus of angels, other perfect servants of His, calling out his praises and begging for Him to cum in this newest of worshipers. 

“Cum in her, Lord!” they moaned. “Cum in your disciple! Cum in her body! Oh God, she needs it from you, Master!”

His thrusts became quicker and quicker, jackhammer-like, his entire being trembling and shuddering as He came inside her. It was indescribable. The warmth of divinity filling her, and so much of it! Her body trembled again and again with orgasm; it felt never-ending. She did not know where her thoughts went to. 

When she returned to herself, such that her self even was anymore, her God was above her. His Holy Rod still dripping down cum on her thighs. She felt so fertile. She was certain she was pregnant.

“Oh please, have you blessed me, my Lord? Have you given it to me? My virgin body, made just for you, just for you...”

He simply smiled and shook His head. His angels at His side kissed His naked hips and ass, and one slid over His cock, cleaning Catherine's juices off from His Holiness.

“I think I may have overdone it a little with you,” said God. “It was that cross on your wrist. The bracelet. I got inspired.” He pulled out a watch. It looked strangely familiar, though she knew she had never seen it before. “Here. Watch this very closely, all right? This is my command.”

And she watched, her body finally unclenching itself from the rigid firmament of her faith, her thoughts slowly pooling into a completely peaceful, happy puddle.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NOTHING JOAN wanted less than to give Warren the satisfaction of finding her waiting for him at her own home, like she was his secretary or some other horribly demeaning, objectifying thing.

Warren was no mystery to Joan. No mystery at all. No men were, really. They were all brutes, concerned solely with fucking and hurting, holding inane pissing contests and engaging in long philosophical discussions about the size of their members. They were auxiliary to her, outside of her purposes in every way except for how they somehow had managed to smarten up enough to know that they needed all the money and power in the world to keep holding their stupid pissing contests and cock conversations. 

Cockversations?

She pushed the thought aside. Joan normally went for any old portmanteau in a storm, but that wasn’t pressing now. 

As she didn’t want to give Warren the luxury of seeing her waiting on her, she made up a list of items she suddenly needed at the grocery store at one forty-five in the afternoon, even though she was set to meet with Warren at two. That ought to show him.

Of course, the grocery store was full of pigs as well. It always was. Joan wasn’t even dressed up for their piggish attention, but it hardly mattered. She was, she knew all too well, too good-looking to be ignored by their infernal gazes like she wanted to be. She wore tight jeans and tall wrap-around suede boots, as well as a tight flannel shirt to fight off the incumbent cold. And she wore it all for her, not for them—even if the jeans made her ass look fantastic, and even if the tightness of the flannel around her supple young breasts had been making Edith drool all day long. 

Joan and Edith worked largely from home. Twice a week they pitched in at a local donation center, and though they were on the payroll and picked up a few extra hundred dollars a month, really the reason they did the work was to give back to the community. They made it a point to spend whatever profits they made at that place back on the community—supporting small local shops, making charitable donations to city magazines or journals, and buying from farmer’s markets on the weekends.

Returning home near forty-five minutes after the scheduled time with Warren, she had a smile on her face. That would show Warren for trying to get her to be somewhere just because he asked. 

But inside, no one could be found. Joan set her bags down, a bit surprised. Had Warren left already?

Faucets in the master bath suddenly turned off. Edith walked out from the master bedroom, wiping her luscious mouth dry. Her face lit up with a smile. 

“Hi, baby!”

Edith had a penchant for flirty, tiny skirts and colorful tights. Today was no different—a taupe skirt over blue tights. She wore heels around the home—she loved heels, after several fights with her father as a teenager when he wouldn’t allow her to wear anything more liberal than a straitjacket—and her pair today had tiny sparkling buckles. The light blouse she wore was open several buttons down, and she toyed with the buttons absently, perhaps considering whether it was truly worth it to put it all back together.

“Hello, love.” Joan’s tone was serious. Edith looked sort of stoned. “I see his car. Where is he?”

“Who?”

She gave Edith a look. “Warren, of course. Is he in the garage or something? I think I have some comic books of his there. Did he finally figure out where they went?”

“Is that where those books went?”

Warren’s voice followed Edith out from the bedroom. He emerged, zipping up his pants. Edith turned to him, knees quaking. She looked for a moment like she might resist whatever strange compulsion was ruling her instincts, and then fell to the floor anyway, her fingers floating to her blouse and pulling it down. Soon, she had exposed her heavy, bra-less tits entirely. Warren stopped in front of her, frowning slightly, and took her chin in his hand.

“Now, Edith,” he shook his head. “What did I say?”

“I-I’m sorry,” she moaned. “I know you said to wait, but you’re so fucking handsome and I couldn’t wait, I couldn’t, I needed to kneel. I needed to kneel for you, I’m sorry.”

What the fuck was going on?

She had dated Edith for years and years now. They had been inseparable, practically joined at the bone, since Joan had matured as a woman. There was absolutely nothing Joan didn’t love about Edith. The flowing turn of her hair. The lovely little curve of her nose. That slight gap in her right teeth. Her pert tits, so small and easy and lovely for sucking. There was nothing—nothing—that Joan would have changed about Edith if she had been given half the chance. 

And now...this. Edith. Love of her life. On her knees in front of the one man Joan held up as a totem of hatred in her life.

Joan started to laugh. “Is this some...some joke?”

Warren looked at her. His smile cruel and small. “No joke, Joan. Edith has just revealed her love for me. Numerous times, in fact. I think we’re going to be a fine couple. What do you think?”

Edith beamed merrily at this revelation. She turned, eyes excited, to Joan and mouthed, “he said ‘couple!’”

As if this was something Joan ought to endorse.

“I don’t...” Joan’s vision swam slightly. “I need to sit down.”

The hallway was narrow. It was nothing to catch herself on one side of it. Her vision straightened slow, and it was hard to make sense of the need to breathe.

Warren’s hands were on her. “Joan, I need you to look at this.”

“What is it, Warren? Another one of your tricks?” She shook her head. 

“No trick, Joan. Something very important.”

Finally she looked. He had a watch in one hand. It swung just slightly.

“Edith’s been telling me you’ve been reading quite a lot of Ancient Roman history lately. Shall we find out how much you can remember?”

“I don’t...” the watch was so shiny. So lovely. “I don’t under...stand...”

And her brain...turned away.

It was the best way to describe it. It was like she had been on guard her entire life, showing everyone her strongest force first. Every thought, every expression, every action a maniple from a legion with shields up and spears out. And suddenly, all that carefully crafted security turned to the side, exposing her flanks. Every last one of her weaknesses was bare to him.

And bit by bit, he began to take them away. Every last soldier turning and retreating.

There was a long-standing fear of abandonment. It was rooted under and dug out like a weed. 

There was a deep-rooted dislike of males for their tendency to wander from partner to partner without any real commitment. Plucked like a thorn from a vine. 

There was a years-long conviction that she had to be more important than anyone else she came across, because then it wouldn’t matter if they left or not. Squashed, spread thin, and then scraped away like a bug on concrete.

One by one she felt her soldiers falling away. Reduced to nothing. Leaving only the standard bearer—her consciousness itself—open to exposure. And the standard bearer knelt on the ground, yielding to the attacking force completely. Eyes wide, mouth open, begging to be taught. To be indoctrinated in the ways of her conqueror. It was her—her in that hot mockery of a Legionary’s armor. The chain mail just a skirt around her slender torso. Tight leather corset pushing up her ample tits for display. Her body was really made for display. She thought she was a fighter, but she wasn’t. 

She was a pleaser. 

She always, always wanted to please—and especially Warren. Not all men, just him. He was so attractive. So wonderful to her. How had she noticed that before? She had been too uptight. Too stuck-up. To afraid of her own feelings for him. Those awful, spiteful feelings had surrounded her like protectors, but really they were prison guards. Keeping her pinned in. It was her attraction for Warren that would set her free and let her lead her legions of good feelings like she wanted.

And of course Edith fought with her. They were on the same army. She had to trust Edith completely. Her darling Edith, always so good and true—they would share everything. They could share their love however they wanted.

All these soldiers the two of them. They probably all had perfectly good bodies. Strong bodies. Hard bodies. 

And cocks.

And there was one in particular, one better than the rest, one that she truly needed to focus on more than any other. She could see this perfect soldier, this emperor, just on the blurry cusp of her vision, slowly becoming clear—the man she would worship above all others...

Ringing filled the air. Its high tones made everything glimmer out of focus. The perfect, soldier-filled world she had around her began to waver and throb. And then suddenly, an echoing, cavern-filling voice broke harshly across the battlefield. 

“What do you mean, now? We agreed to seven. Unless—”

The words were sharp, tearing. Joan’s mind broke from the happy conquered field of battle, a smile on every one of her soldier’s faces. Slowly, the world returned to view. First, her mind’s eye retreated from the bloodless scene of battle, leaving only a white light behind. And then the light retreated, returning Joan to the every day.

“Very well,” Warren continued. “If it has to be now. That's fine. I'm coming over.”

Edith was on her knees, lightly stroking the cock of her brother Warren. Warren was on the phone. Her fingers pushing up in her own pussy as she served him. God, he had a very big, big dick. Wasn’t it handsome? Dicks were so very handsome. Why hadn’t she noticed how lovely they were before?

It was just lovely that Edith was stroking him like that. Not Joan’s preference, but Warren did deserve quite a bit. And Edith was very pretty. She could hardly blame him for taking someone so pretty and putting her to good use.

“Edith...take care of our girl, here. Make sure she’s happy.” He shook his head. “I hate to cut this short, girls, but I've got to go. The wife wants a word.”

Joan's mind wasn't put together enough for her to protest. If it was, she would have. All she wanted to do was sit and admire Warren's cock. Tell him how great he was for having it. Just to hold it in her hands, her very first cock in her hands, even if just for a little bit...

From across the hall, Edith slid her fingers out of her pussy and licked them, giggling mischievously. Edith used to never want to finger or even lick Edith. She was a pillow-queen, always demanding attention, never volunteering pleasure for others. 

“Master said to take care of you. So, I'm going to take care of you. Just relax.”

She pushed Joan back on the floor. The rug underneath her was soft and fluffy. Edith, suddenly, was delighted to service Joan's pussy. Her tongue slid over Joan's folds slowly, circling in on her clit. Soon, she had found it, and Joan's world lit on fire. 

Edith's single-minded determination to make her cum was brand new. Joan's legs wrapped around the torso of her long-time lover, amazed at the effect of the soft, happy, moaning licks that Edith delivered. Her skin tingled with the need for more. 

Before, Edith had only spent maybe three-to-four minutes on Joan's pussy before demanding her own pleasure for up to half-an-hour. Edith now was approaching the ten minute mark, and showed no times of stopping. 

And all because of Warren and his orders.

It was a welcome change. One of many.

* * * * *
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WARREN SMILED. SHE was in his complete control, mouth hanging open, eyes transfixed upon the swinging watch. 

“You’ll never leave your husband. You love him far too much. He’s everything to you. In fact, you don’t even mind if he cuckqueans you a bit. Certainly you’ve earned that. You’ll let him know how he deserves to fuck other women if he wants. You’ll help him. He deserves it. You love him so much.”

He stopped the swinging watch and placed it back into the small box he had brought with him. The woman—a neighbor of his (or would it be former neighbor?)—had been crying on her phone just minutes before. Almost in hysterics, talking on the phone to her sister or mother.  Without thinking much, Warren had walked into her house, hung up the phone, and promptly hypnotized her into telling him all her problems.

The husband slept around and drank too much, apparently. Warren firmly believed that that was only because she wasn’t providing a good enough home for the husband to come to. If he was having his cock sucked or pleased every waking moment he was at home, there would be no reason to stray. Certainly, if Melinda had been that way with him, he wouldn't be doing what he was now, would he?

The housewife was pretty enough, if not the glamour-model type that Warren went for. And deserved, he reminded himself, drawing up straight. 

Slowly, the woman—her name was Ramona? Rebecca? He couldn’t keep track—began to come out of her trance. Smiling. Happy. She'd never let any amount of drinking or sleeping around hurt her again. He'd done the poor girl a favor, really. More than ever, she was aware of and completely embraced her place. 

Warren kissed her on the head and stepped out, walking the rest of the way to his own house. Melinda’s house. It would be his again soon. He’d make her beg to give everything back to him. He’d even be nice about it. She wouldn’t have to hurt the way he did. 

Warren could feel the allure of the power getting away from him. He didn’t much care. It was far too fun to use and abuse. Anything he did, he could undo. He had proven that with the bank manager, with the barista, and now with a cop. It was easy to take, easy to give back. 

He wondered still about the white room. What would the combination be—his new watch and his mind-numbing white room? 

The white room was an experiment he had created back when he had aspirations of being a hypnotic therapist. The notion was to strip away all ideas of the conscious, all ideas of the subconscious, and leave only the pale fire force of the soul behind. It was, perhaps, dangerous, but worth exploring. Before, when he had tried it, his patients had left almost like zombies. It had taken hours for them to return to themselves.

But in that state, that perfect state of unawareness, if he combined that with the powers of the watch, how deep might he be able to delve into the primordial state of the human mind? What would be waiting there? What could he discover?

What could he control?

He knocked, but the door pushed forward, already open. Ready for his arrival.

Inside, Melinda sat down. It was eerily similar to the scene two days prior, but there were a few differences.

She sat at the position he had taken this time, opposite of where she was before. Whereas that day she had been wearing black, as if going to a funeral, now she wore a crimson dress—shorter than the one before, with a more generously flirtatious cut around her substantially gifted chest. Her legs were no longer bare, but instead decorated in smoky stockings, and tall, sexy heels adorned her feet.

His wife looked, for lack of a better term, ready to fuck. His cock suddenly pushed hard and out, bulging evident in his tight pants. 

God, she was gorgeous. She had always been so, so gorgeous. That's why he had let her walk all over him for so long.

He wanted her so bad. It was all he could do not to take out his watch right there and watch as her perfectly sculpted face went completely blank.

“Thank you for meeting with me, Warren.” She moved to one side on the couch. “Please, won’t you have a seat?”

“Certainly.”

He held up the box. “I have a gift for you.”

She studied it just for a moment before pushing his wrist down, and the box with it. “Please, may I speak first? And then you’ll show me what you’ve got?”

Warren's alarms started ringing. There was something up. But she was so earnest, so eager...he could not deny her. He had never been able to. 

“Very well.”

“This has all gone so very sideways.” She shook her beautiful head. Her dark hair glimmered lusciously. “I have something to tell you.”

He’d waited only a few seconds now, but it was far too long—there was something going on, and unless he took her mind now, he wouldn't have another chance. He felt certain of it. 

“That’s fine.” He nodded. “I have something to tell you, Melinda.” His hand hovered over the box. 

“I was so wrong, Warren.”

His fingers closed around the lid of the box. “You were so wr—what?”

“Wrong. I was wrong to hurt you. I was...I was really, truly confused. I never should have done what I did. Said what I did. It was all terribly unfair to you.”

Suspicion assailed him. He knew his wife was intelligent. What was she up to, here? 

But...maybe he should listen. Fuck, she was pretty when she was apologizing. He wanted to kiss her horribly. He should listen, just for a while. He could use the watch whenever he wanted. 

“Two days ago you stomped on my heart like it was a bug. What’s changed?”

“I had...” she turned away, her perfect jaw working slowly. “I had an experience, last night. With the other one. It was...unfortunate.”

Anger arrived in Warren, hard and immediate.

“What happened? Did you hurt you? Did he—did he hit you, Melinda?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.” There were tears in her glimmering green eyes. “Please. Let’s just...can’t it be you and me, again? We needn’t worry about the money. We’ll figure out some way around it.”

“You’re right. We don’t have to worry about money.”

“What?”

“I...I got some. Earned some. A big advance,” he lied, “for the show on Friday. A sudden swell of interest.”

“You got all the money you needed to pay off the loans?” She looked dubious and yet—he thought—hopeful.

“I did.”

“That’s...” she smiled. “That’s wonderful, dear. I’m so proud of you.”

He had no idea how much he had been longing to hear those words from her mouth. And yet all the same her lack of questions should have made him question more. But then she slipped her hands up to her dress and quickly undid the clasp that kept her breasts in place. Exposing gentle, perky, perfect breasts. Saliva hit his mouth, warm and sudden. God, he wanted her. And now.

The box with the watch fell to the ground. Later. He could do it later. Now he wanted her, the woman he had married.

Their bodies were entangled instantly, hands running through hair, heavy moans and hot breath pushing on one another with relish. 

It was hard to recall the last time she had been so passionate. Her fingers sliding into his pants so immediately, tugging at his already hard, pre-cum wet cock. She jerked him skillfully, knowingly, like only a wife could, and as she kissed him she led him back into the bedroom. Their bedroom.

She took him down into the bed, pulling him on top of her. They tangled in the sheets for several moments, kissing madly, before finally she ended up on top. Her dress half on, the fabric gathering around her slender waist. Her heat was tangible, filling the space between them. That soft, tight slit hovering just above his already fully-hard cock. 

With a shuddering moan, she lowered down and his member sank slickly into her entrance. The thought that his cock was still probably warm and tainted with the cunts of other women made his heart throb wildly. He’d make her want that. He’d make her okay with it.

After this. After this perfect, beautiful moment with his wife. 

Her thighs were strong, her torso built solid and tight. With all this easy, hot muscle strength at her disposal, she milked him beautifully, working up and down on his manhood. Her face a mask of orgasmic pleasure.

“G-God!” she moaned, sounding genuinely surprised. “Fuck! You’re s-so hard, so big!”

For his own part, he pushed his hips upward, wanting to get deeper and deeper in. Fucking her as much as he could with all the potency of a man who had regained what he thought he lost. 

“You're so beautiful, Melinda,” he grunted. “Oh fuck, I love you.”

She pulled him in for a kiss, their tongues melding. Her tits crushed against his chest as she continued to bounce softly up and down his rod. Her tunnel was tight and warm, wrapping like a hot glove around his member. His skin felt electric, his muscles bunching together and holding his woman tight.

He was going to cum soon. There was nothing for it. She was so beautiful, and this was the last thing he had expected after spending all day almost fantasizing of owning his wife completely. To have her love, her real love again, it was too much for him. A pistoning sensation of pleasure erupted from his belly, pushing his cock up into her warm, waiting cunt. His cum just seconds away. 

But she was right there with him, at the edge herself. His cock, already so deep and hard, pushed in on her in all the ways she needed. 

Shuddering, she came and fell down on top of him. His hips still thrust up, ready to release now, and just as she reached the end of her climax he shot his deep load into her cunt, the bulk of it hitting on her g-spot and rebounding her body through waves of pleasure.

Slowly, she rubbed her tight, beautiful body against his, her cunt tightening once more on his still-hard cock. 

“That was good, baby” she whispered in his ear, as they began to doze. “Very, very good.”

Before he drifted off, he couldn't help but think she sounded a bit surprised.

* * * * *
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WARREN WOKE EARLY THE next morning, completely replenished. He hadn’t realized quite how exhausted his attentions to all his new girls had made him.

God, they would be wondering where he was, probably. He’d told them to pleasure each other and rehearse until his return. He hoped they had enough soundness of mind to be able to rest when they need it. The rationalization would be easy enough—Master doesn’t want us to rehearse poorly, we need rest to rehearse well, we must rest. 

But then, he could just as easily see that train of convoluted logic going the other way—Master wants us to rehearse; we must never stop rehearsing until he says otherwise. 

His hand drifted over toward his phone, but it wasn’t near the bed like usual. 

In the living room. Right. Where all the magic had started.

God, that had been incredible. Back with Melinda, just like that—and the sex better than it had been in years.

Already this felt like a stranger’s bed, like he was staying in someone else’s house. How odd. He’d make Melinda fix that for him. She’d want him to be happy. He’d take care of that. 

It was all going to work out. He had the money to pay off the debts now. That was what she cared about most. Of course, somehow, he’d have to tell her about the watch.

Or would he? Perhaps he could just toss it some place. After re-arranging the minds of Belle, Tasia, Joan, Edith, and Katie to be perfectly discreet.

Good lord, he had gone through quite a run. He’d have to do some housecleaning, that was for sure. Make sure they were all capable without his constant attention. 

The thought of all those women cooing his name created a swelling in his loins. Fuck. So many beautiful, perfect women waiting for his command, to be told what to do just by him...

Well. If Melinda needed to have her horizons opened a bit, to let him keep one or two of them, that was his right, wasn’t it? Certainly he didn’t want to just abandon Tasia back to the misery of grieving over her dead husband. And Belle and Katie had certainly become rather more agreeable. They’d be perfect assistants. That would mean a lot of money for him, and wasn’t that most important in a marriage—providing for the family?

And god, Joan and Edith. It was a little selfish, he admitted, taking Edith. But he would be hard-pressed to relinquish control of Joan. And the two were sort of a package deal at this point. 

What if he just hypnotized Melinda and sounded her out? Got her honest thoughts about the situation without letting her remember that she told him? 

A fair compromise. Marriage was built on compromise, after all. 

And if she didn’t like what he had done, he could take care of that easy enough.

Where was Melinda? He didn’t hear the shower running. It wasn’t like her to wake so early—it was still a little dark outside. She usually slept in late, though she was rather hard-working in virtually every other respect.

He walked back to the living room to grab the watch from the box. “Dear? Would you mind coming here a moment? I’ve got something to show you...”

But instead, in the box was a note:

––––––––
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WARREN,

I know about the watch. I know what it does; I know what you’ve done. I saw you.

Last night was a nice goodbye, and that’s all.

This is your one warning: Fuck. Off. 

Or I will make your life hell.

−  Melinda

––––––––
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WELL, THOUGHT WARREN. Shit.

Barely did he have time to process what the note said when someone knocked hard on the door. Oh, fuck, he thought. His stomach immediately ground up inside his body. Was it cops again? He’d have to be on his best behavior. 

He knew he had taken care of Catherine well—she was attracted to him, even a little devoted to him in case he needed her later—but maybe he had forgotten to work over some part of the religious obsession he had given her. Maybe she had taken to preaching in the streets. Maybe there was a whole team of cops outside, ready to bust his head in for what he had done to their own. 

The door thumped again, more insistent this time.

“I know you’re in there! Come on! Open up.”

The voice sounded familiar. Not the cops? He opened the door. 

“Hello, Warren.”

“Larry?”

His loan shark, Larry, stood on his porch with a beautiful young brunette in a tight yellow dress. She looked like a porn star or a hooker, her tits on display in the shiny vinyl of her outfit, her hair dolled up and teased out to make herself look as sexified as possible.

“Larryyyy,” the woman whined. “You said you were gonna take me to brunch. I got dressed up.”

“Barbara, you be quiet.” The brawny man glowered. “Elsewise, you ain’t going nowhere.”

The babe opened her mouth as if to dispute him, and then she suddenly thought better of it.

“Okay, Larry.”

Almost, Warren saw Larry lose his temper—as if even that little bit of extra verbage was enough provocation to slap the young beauty around. Instead, though, Larry swallowed slowly and tilted his head up at Warren. 

“Enforcement time,” said Larry. “Time to enforce.”

He pushed past Warren roughly, strolling into the house. Barbara hopped after him, clearly not quite used to the extra-tall heels she had on. God, she couldn’t have been older than twenty. 

“What’s this about, Larry?” Warren shut the door behind him. “You said I had till Saturday.”

Larry nodded. “You do. You do have until Saturday. But it’s Thursday, and I haven’t heard a thing from you. So you gotta give me something to let me know you’re really serious about paying.”

“What are you...” Warren shook his head. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Are you calling me crazy?”

Barbara shook her head. “You shouldn’t call him crazy, Mister. He don’t like that much.”

Warren laughed nervously. This was insanity. “You’re not crazy. Nothing is...nothing is insanity.”

“So now I’m insane, is that it?”

Larry, shorter than Warren, was still much, much beefier. He backed Warren into the wall. A few shelves fell down—his and Melinda’s wedding pictures piling everywhere. Warren gulped, smiling. It was like having a rabid boxer dog at your heels. All chest power and pushing.

“Nobody’s insane. Or crazy. It’s all great. Everything’s great.”

“It don’t seem like everything is great, Warren. I don’t feel great. Barbara, how do you feel?”

“Bored! You're not even hitting him, Larry. This is boring.”

“You hear that? She's bored, and nothing is great. How is it great right now, Warren? Tell me how it’s great.” 

Panicking, Warren finally latched onto the nugget of solution that had been probing at his consciousness since he saw Larry at the front door. “I have your money!” He laughed, nervous and high-pitched. “I have it. Your money. I’ve got it.”

“Really?” He seemed surprised. “You got it? Now? Here?” He looked around.

“No. I mean, yes. I have it, but it’s just not here. You see—”

Larry punched him in the stomach and Warren doubled over, catching himself just barely on the table. Barbara gasped, her face lighting up with glee. 

“Don’t fucking feed me that line. ‘I’ve got it, Larry. Just give me a day or two.’ ‘Don’t you worry, I’ll get you the money. Just let me have some time.’ I’ve heard it all, Warren.”

“No, really...it’s not time I need. It’s just, it’s in another place, so I guess I do need time to get there, but—”

Larry raised his fist again for hitting. Warren threw his hands up in surrender.

“You’re right,” he nodded. “Yup. You said it. Totally right. I don’t have it right now. That’s my bad. I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to mislead you.”

“I’m gonna mislead your face you talk to me about money again without having none in your hands, you understand that?”

Warren did not, literally, but he had a literate enough mind to know what the colorful language meant. 

“Of course. Sorry.”

Larry left the room for a few minutes, leaving Warren alone with Barbara. She refused to look at him, rolling her eyes a bunch and twisting her lips this way and that. Her face bored, empty. Finally, Larry walked back into the living room with Melinda’s jewelry box.

“I’m gonna take this,” said Larry. 

“That’s my wife’s jewelry.”

“Ain’t it, though? How about it, Barbara? You like this?”

Barbara looked through it, multi-colored hoops jingling softly on her wrists. “It’s okay. It’s kind of like, old people’s stuff, though.” She made a face at Warren, sympathetic. “Or 'mature.' Is that better, hon?”

Warren was despondent. If they took Melinda’s stuff, she would blame him. And if she thought he was fucking with her life, she would try and fuck with his...and she had the watch.

“Come on. Don’t take that. How about the television, huh? It’s a flat screen.”

“Flat screen?” Barbara’s face lit up momentarily. Warren’s hopes soared. “Is it smart?”

“Smart?”

She nodded, enthused. “Yeah! Does it like, stream movies and stuff?”

“No. There’s...it’s got a DVD player, though.”

“DVD?” Barbara blanched. “All the good ones have Blu-Ray. And the really good ones stream. It’s junk. It’s all junk, Larry. He’s just some junk man. Can we go?”

Larry frowned. “I’m taking the jewelry.” He shook the box. “You want it back, make sure to have my money.”

“You were already gonna break my legs, weren’t you? Why do you have to take the jewelry too?”

“You’re trying to set terms with me, magician? Is that what you’re doing?”

“No, Larry, I just—”

The loan shark smacked him across the face. Barbara squealed with delight, rubbing herself into his arm.

“Oh my god, Larry!” she giggled. “You’re such an animal. Can we skip brunch, maybe?” 

Her legs squirmed against the loan shark's thigh. His beating forgotten, Larry walked out with his date, his hand sliding up into Barbara’s ass-crack from underneath her tight little dress. 

The beautiful broad probably didn’t know it—or maybe she did, who knew—but she had just saved Warren a beating. He promised himself to go easy on her mind later once he had his watch back. 

But first, somehow, a plan had to be made.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, A PLAN HAD to be made. Catherine didn’t know what to do about that, exactly.

She had taken the day off from the department. Her lieutenant seemed disappointed, but Catherine insisted she had the flu. 

The excuse seemed to work—that, or she showed up on time so often otherwise that he seemed not to care—and so now, on her own time, she drove back to the warehouse where she met Mr. Andretti. It was the middle of the afternoon, and her mind hadn’t been able to rest since the day before when she had left the warehouse in a blind, stumbling haze. It had taken her thirty minutes just to remember how to turn her car on.

Submission. She had tasted it now. She couldn’t remember much of it, really. All she knew for certain was that every blindingly hot moment of orgasm that she had ever experienced, every feeling of guilt and self-hatred that she’d had in her bed alone at night for fucking herself silly with her fingers, every last little fantasy she’d had of absolutely and totally surrendering her will over to the care and love of a Lord and Savior...

Somehow, it had been activated there, in that place. At Andretti’s workshop.

After the meeting with him, she’d promptly gone home, slipped her fingers into her cunt, attached her thumb to her clit, and forgot about every last little thing that wasn’t submitting gloriously to some inconceivably hot being.

There was no memory—in images, at least—of what had happened to her at the workshop. She tried again and again to recall it, but all that did was make her horny. All she knew for certain was that she had submitted absolutely, and that it had been brilliant. Perfect. Transcendent. And she wanted more.

She knocked at the door once again. More timid this time. She had dressed prettily as she knew how, in a knee-length yellow skirt that hugged her ass; her red hair pinned up in an elaborate bun. The pale nature of her skin made brighter colors better for showing off—she had on a sky blue blouse as a result, her breasts mushed together in a hastily-bought push-up bra for just this occasion. 

Andretti answered the door. Her heart started racing. Pouty lips pursed, quivering. Needy.

“Oh god,” he put his hand to his face. “I should have expected this.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re here to...arrest me, right? Something like that?”

“Why would I arrest you?”

“Because you’re...never mind. Come in.”

She came inside. 

“I’m not here to arrest you, Mister Andretti. I’m here on my own time. I...something happened yesterday, and I—”

There were shouts in the back. Shouts of pleasure, exultant and almost mad. Her words trailed off, and she looked fearfully up at the hypnotist.

“Rehearsal,” he explained, voice lame.

“I just have a few questions to circle back to, Mister Andretti.”

“Please,” he touched her hand. “Call me Warren.”

He watched her visibly shudder. “P-please, Mister An—Warren. Don’t do that.”

She took several steps back. Her pale skin flushed with sudden desire.

It must have been empowering for him to see that effect that he had on a woman. Certainly he began to smile. Any hesitation he had initially began to fade away, and once more he became the arrogant, cocksure hunk she had seen yesterday.

“Why don’t I introduce you to everyone?” he asked. “They could, perhaps, answer your questions better than I.”

“But I—oh.”

He took her by the arm and led her to the warehouse in the back. Waiting there were several beautiful young women—all of them with smiles on their faces. A tall black woman in violet lingerie; a straw-blonde and a busty dark-haired beauty in matching pink stripper outfits, complete with platform heels; a Scandinavian-ish blonde wearing plaster-tight jean shorts and a too-small tee-shirt; and a petitely ravishing dark-haired, green-eyed who looked strangely out of place in her expensive, sexy black cocktail dress.

“I suppose you ought to meet the crowd,” he said, smiling dumbly. “There’s Edith, Joan, Belle, Tasia, and Katie. Girls, this is Catherine.”

The five girls waved to Catherine. Everyone but the one named Joan seemed gleeful that she was there. Joan, though, had flashes of jealousy in her eyes.

“Another, is it?” Joan tsked. “Is she necessary, brother? I wanted some time to speak with you alone.”

“This is a policewoman, Joan. You’ll be polite.”

“Detective,” Catherine muttered, but there was no strength behind it. 

Joan was adamant, however.

“I want to talk to you at home, Warren. I don’t like...I don’t like being around these girls. I know you trust them, and they’re important to you, but...but I want to talk to you at home, please? I have to be alone with you.”

Warren looked conflicted. Like he had lost something important.

“Very well. Come on, then. But, Edith is coming too.”

The tall, statuesque blonde jumped merrily at the mention of her name, tits bouncing up and down in her tiny shirt. 

Joan smiled at getting her way. “Naturally.”

The stepbrother and stepsister hooked arms together—and wasn't that rather strange?—and began to leave. When they were almost out the door, Catherine realized she had to say something. She wasn’t just some object to be forgotten—not truly. Was she? She wasn’t, was she? No, no, she wasn’t an object, even if the thought of that made her heart feel on fire and her pussy was chanting out pulses of pleasurable assent at the thought.

Catherine cleared her throat. “Mister Aldretti, if I may...?”

He stopped, clearly annoyed. Whatever his sister wanted to “talk” about, he seemed very happy to engage in the conversation. 

“Oh, god. Fine. Listen, girls?”

The ones in the assistant outfits—Tasia, Belle, and Katie—all perked up. 

“Take care of her, will you? Just...keep her busy, yeah?”

He touched Catherine's shoulder, and she nearly collapsed to her knees from the sudden intake of pleasure. “I’m sorry about this,” he said, hands drawing up to her cheeks. She moaned softly. “I’ll be with you in...in a little while, okay? If you’ll stick around. You’ll stick around, won’t you?”

There was no mention of time, how long she might have to wait. But of course she assented.

She watched him leave, looking at his backside wistfully. What a nice butt he had. God, she wanted to touch him. She could still feel the warmth of his hands on her cheeks.

Fingers landed on her shoulders, turning her around. Katie, Tasia, and Belle all waited, their cleavage on display in their tiny little outfits. Tasia took the lead, beckoning the other girls forward. All of them with hot, predatory looks in their eyes. Belle pushed her hands over Catherine's shoulders, tugging gently at her blouse. Katie did the same on the other shoulder. Tasia, smiling, in control, began slowly to unbutton her blouse. Catherine felt horribly, completely out of control.

And she loved it.

“Catherine,” said Tasia. “Catherine, Catherine. Catty Cat Cat.”

Tasia giggled, and the other girls giggled with her.

“I...yes?”

“We have to take care of you now.”

Their arms looped into hers. The three of them so strong, operating as if entirely one unit, one mind. Catherine's body felt like it was one flame, burning and consuming every sensation. A fire that needed a constant intake of fuel. They tugged her down toward a chair.

“Stop this.” Catherine’s voice became high in pitch. Even she didn't think she was convincing. “It’s not...you can’t do this. I’m the police!”

“Master said to take care of you,” Belle whispered in her ear. “We’re going to take care of you.”

“H-hey,” Catherine tried to struggle. She did. She truly did. But she couldn’t fight them.

She couldn’t fight herself. 

They tied her to the chair with thick, soft, velvety ropes, and then walked further back into the warehouse, disappearing behind a corner. She could hear their giggles. The warehouse, so large and open, was made for reverberating soft sounds like kisses and licks.

But only thirty seconds had passed before Warren returned into the warehouse, whistling happily. He shuffled through a small pile of belongings near the door.

“Forgot my keys, sorry.”

Then he stopped and turned.

“They tied you up?” He shook his head.

“Girls!” 

In seconds, the three slaves surrounded him, on their knees again. Tasia had lost her bra, her dark nipples fully erect in front of her Master.

Master. That's what he was to them. It was so obvious. Catherine gulped, fine neck muscles pulsing. Fuck, but she wanted what they had. 

“Why did you tie up this police officer?”

Detective, Catherine thought furiously, though for some reason or another she couldn’t dare to raise her voice in front of this perfect hunk. Especially not now that she was tied up. Restrained. Bound. Helpless. At his mercy. Her knees quaked inward, and she struggled not to knock them together.

Made to submit, whether she wanted to or not. Accepting or not. Her state was a state of submission and helplessness, and there was no amount of thinking or wishing that would change it. She would be better off just by accepting it. 

Her state was submission; she had submitted. It was that simple. Like math. If submission was on one side of the equation, then submission had to be on the other, no matter the factors or symbols surrounding either. 

“You told us to take care of her, Master.” Tasia raised one elegant eyebrow, casting an amused eye at Catherine. “Now, she’s taken care of.”

Warren put his hands on his hips, shaking his head. “Now you’ve done it. God. I thought I could have a little more time.”

He walked over to Catherine slow and got down to one knee. It was a place that seemed intensely wrong for a man of his obvious power and stature.

“I’m really sorry about this,” he said with a smile.

Catherine's voice was small. “So, you’ll let me go?”

It would have been the worst thing in the world if he did that.

He made a face. “Not quite the time for that, is it? No harm will be done to you. But I have a few things to take care of, and frankly, overeager though they are, my girls are right. You’re a loose end. I’ve got to keep you under wraps.”

“P-police,” she said, trying to help. “They’ll look for me, and...”

It seemed as though he thought she was still trying to leave. “You said you were here on your own time. That means you didn’t report it in. Doesn’t it?”

“Y-yes.” Her eyes fell.

God, why was she so turned on? So completely at his mercy, so utterly honest and open. 

“Thank you for telling the truth. Let me ask you for another. Would you like to watch my girls pleasure one another while you’re tied up?”

No. No no no no that’s wrong wrong wrong no I can’t I won’t I—

“Y-yes!” she nodded urgently. “Ver-very much. Yes. They’re so...pretty. So glamorous.”

He smiled and placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. A knowing, intimate gesture. Catherine could not stop her body from heating up even more, could not stop the moan that fled from her mouth, could not stop herself from needing his touch again. But Warren guided his slaves forward to Catherine's position, trading long kisses with each of them. Jealousy burned in Catherine's chest. How she wanted what they had!

“Take turns with each other, ladies. Be gentle with the poor officer, but don’t untie her for any reason. If she needs to cum, help her out. And rest when you need it. That means all of you. I want you in tip-top shape for tomorrow.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. Their eyes turned lasciviously toward the restrained Catherine. “Of course, Master.”

Warren left, then, a big smile on his face. 

Belle, Katie, and Tasia got down on their knees and crawled until they were in front of Catherine’s urgent, needy gaze. And then they began to undress and adore one another’s bodies, inching ever closer to Catherine's needy cunt.

Her first lesbian experience with so many, all at once. When Tasia—and of course it was Tasia, who had been sending little “fuck me” glances at Catherine since she arrived—finally pulled Catherine's panties down and administered her loving, knowing tongue to Catherine's pussy, the redhead came almost immediately.

It was sensational. Her body convulsed in the chair, every muscle tightening and then relaxing. A hot ball of pleasure sped from her toes to her forehead and back again before finally settling in her midsection and blossoming outward like a flower. Her wetness against Tasia's face was evident, small sounds of schlicking and sliding as Catherine moaned out her pleasure.

The feeling didn't seem to end, and Catherine noticed after a moment that was because Tasia had slipped her fingers into her while she worked, pressing them gently upward into Catherine's g-spot. And even still, continuing her licks. But these were physical concerns with the physical world. Catherine operated now on what only could be thought of as the pleasure world. Every breath was orgasmic. Every heart beat was bliss. Every neuron firing across her brain was a gentle lick of the rapturous lollipop that had become her body. 

Time lost meaning. Her sight faded. All she knew was blinding, white-hot pleasure. It swallowed her entire being up. Her voice became hoarse with the effort of screaming her love for the sensation. Her every muscle felt like liquid, her torso floating in clouds with the other limbs along for the ride.

Finally, the feeling subsided, and Catherine looked down to see the three gathered slaves with rather surprised looks on their faces. God, she thought she would never come back. She had been there for months in that place, that perfect blissful place.

“What did you do, Tasia?” Belle asked. 

“I just...licked her and fingered her a little. Like for two seconds. You saw.”

Catherine moaned. She thought they had worked on her for days at least.

But now, Tasia smiled, lowering her head again. The other slaves pushed inward, sliding their mouths over her breasts and neck.  That end-all, be-all orgasm was only the beginning for Catherine, and the night was young. 

* * * * *
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EVERYONE HAD ARRIVED at Melinda's house precisely on time. Carlos, her tall, dark-haired paramour, had even arrived early. That was just lovely. 

Melinda knew she was a woman who inspired punctuality. To be late would be akin to insulting her, and men always fell all over themselves to avoid insulting her. It was an advantage she had as a beautiful woman in a world full of men who treasured beautiful women above any other material object, and it was an advantage she took to heart and never took for granted. 

Except, of course, when it was really, really fun to do so.

The men she had invited to dinner had taken their places around the table. Perhaps they were wondering why—as Melinda had offered to cook them dinner—there were no cooking smells emanating from the suspiciously clean kitchen. 

Or, perhaps not. She suspected Harrington, red-faced and balding, was a high-functioning alcoholic, and there was plenty of wine available. He had already gone through three glasses in his fifteen minutes present. The other two—her lover Carlos and the banker Chandler—seemed too busy staring at Melinda’s expansive tits in her tiny little dress to notice little things like the hunger brewing in their stomachs. 

Her dress was made for her to be stared at. She was rather glad it was doing its job. The lovely deep red fabric was cinched tight around her waist like a corset, small ribs of fabric clinging to her torso and pushing her enormous tits up and out. They were on display, and if the display in the dress wasn’t enough to convince the men of that, then her necklace was—a glimmering, shiny thing that wrapped her neck with long, delicate fingers of gold resting on top of the twin globes she sported so enthusiastically. But not a single part of her was to be outdone—tall black heels on her feet, costing several hundred dollars each, pushed her legs on display, straightening their lovely surface and amplifying the naturally high bump of her sumptuous young ass. 

Chandler had already spilled a little wine on himself when Melinda bent over to refill the glass of Carlos. His eyes mooning over her enormous pillowy tits. It was possible, even probable, that she could have gotten everything she wanted from these men with just looks alone. But it would have taken a little more time. And certainly, it wouldn’t be nearly as fun.

Yes—fun. She knew what the watch did. Annihilating wills. Erasing minds. The thought excited her deeply. All that control. No one would ever be able to tell her no, or to leave her out in the cold for days at a time. No one would forget to feed her or make her practice dance in drug-fueled marathon sessions. No one would ever be able to hurt her again. She pushed the thoughts of her parents aside, and focused on the men in front of her.

Harrington looked a bit like her father, she noticed. In fact, they all rather did—that same balding spike around their forehead, the long shape of their jaws. Nothing like Warren's easy, handsome face—and hadn't that been why she found herself with him in the first place? 

At any rate, a cold, steel grip wrapped around her heart—this was for her own good. This would be wonderful. Satisfied that she was mentally prepared for the leap into destroying wills and minds, she clapped her hands together and positioned her purse at the end of the table in front of her. In the purse was the watch.

“I am sure that you all are, naturally, wondering why you’re all here.”

The men all nodded. 

Carlos was a highly successful architect in Chicago. She had met him—and convinced him that an affair with her was a perfectly natural, wonderful thing to do—about six months before. Their sex sessions had been rather tepid, actually, especially compared to the gusto that Warren brought to the table, but that was hardly the point. The point was that he was rich and connected, and was a way for the ascending Melinda to continue moving up. 

Harrington was Melinda’s boss. The top architect in Alder City. He was responsible for a number of bridges and buildings—or rather, his firm was, while Harrington ruled it with a drunkenly iron fist. He was naturally suspicious, and fired anyone who became too ambitious, after discrediting them of course. 

She had convinced Harrington to invite his friend, an investment banker by the name of Chandler, to the dinner as well. Chandler was an older gentleman with steel gray hair, perfectly parted down to one side. His suit looked like it had cost as much as Melinda's house. 

Melinda reached into the purse and withdrew the watch, looking at its engravings with some slight curiosity before returning her gaze to the gathered men. 

She had promised Harrington she had a remarkable business opportunity for all of them. Which was sort of true. She did have a business opportunity for them to participate in, it was just that it would exclusively benefit her.

“I’m sure you’re waiting for dinner. Hungry, even. But, you see, that’s just not terribly important to me.” She smiled broadly, toying with the watch in her hands. “Carlos, you’re a terrible lover. Mister Harrington, I think you have tremendous talent, but the way you run your office is a shit-show. And I’m going to make sure you stop telling me to ‘smile, sweetheart!’ all the time. And Mister Chandler...” she just sighed a bit. “Well, you’re here because you’re rich from investment banking. So, I’m sure it comes as no surprise to you to imagine that I have rather little sympathy for the your hard work or how you’ve earned your money. Your kind are ruining this country.”

They all bristled. Harrington even stood up. Chandler laughed, as if it were some joke—he’d heard it all before—but there was true hate in his eyes. Carlos was wide-mouthed, wavering in his chair.

“Y-you said I was the best you ever had?” Carlos stumbled.

“None of that is really material to my proposal,” said Melinda, ignoring Carlos. “I just wanted to say it to you at least once.”

Harrington was incensed. “If you think for one second we would listen to any proposal from you, you’re absolutely...w-what are you doing with that?”

She swung the watch in front of them, working its happy magic. A sparking, eager light danced out from it.

The jaws of all three men hung slack. Harrington began to drool. His wine drifted to one side and then fell to the table, staining the tablecloth. She'd have to remind him to buy her another. 

Melinda’s pulse doubled. It worked. It actually worked. She’d had her doubts, or thought that perhaps there was some extra, secret trick to it. But no—it worked.

“Now,” she said with a smile. “You are all going to listen extremely carefully to what I have to say. It’s so very important to listen to beautiful women, after all. And I am, of course, the most beautiful woman in the world. Aren’t I?”

“Yesss...”

“Say it. All of you. Tell me I am the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in the world, Melinda.”

Her heart thrummed with excitement. Her entire body felt as though she had slid on top of some kind of cosmic live wire, the force of the universe humming inside of her every atom. Control. She was in control. Perfect, complete, uncontested, for the first time in her life.

“That’s very good, boys. You’re all such good boys for Mistress, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her hand came down to her clit, and slowly she began to touch herself. “Wonderful. That's so wonderful. Now, I want you all to listen very carefully...”

* * * * *
[image: image]


“HERE WE ARE,” SAID Warren, driving back up the drive to Joan and Edith's house. 

Immediately, Edith led Joan back inside and into the bedroom, and Warren followed. Their asses were both so pert and fit. It was a lovely experience simply to watch their young, tight bodies in motion. 

He would have his stepsister soon. His sister. There had never been a clearer, better thought in his mind. 

Joan paced from one end of the small bedroom to the other. She wore tall heels that made her legs in her black, trim skirt look phenomenal. Edith sat with Warren on the bed, casually sliding her fingers through the sides of his hair and whispering hot nothings into his ear. Her tits pushed heavily on his arm. 

“I don’t understand any of this.” Joan shook her head. “I was so mean to you, Warren. I was mean to you for so long, but it was all really about me. My fuck-ups. My fears. It never had anything at all to do with you.”

Warren smiled. “It’s all right, Joan.”

“No, it’s not.”

She sat down next to him, opposite Edith, and put a hand on his knee. Excitement gripped his heart, pushing him inexorably toward the course that involved only his stiffening cock and his sister's cunt. 

“I’ve been talking with Edith a lot. Did you know she’s been attracted to you for like, her whole life? Since the moment she met you. That’s what she told me. She told me that she had a really hard time with it, that like, she had always self-identified as a lesbian, but with you around, it threw her entire compass into flux. And she made up for it by being with me. That way, she could be close to you and still be a total lesbian like she thought was.”

Edith nodded, her hand sliding up his other knee now. “But I’m not a lesbian, Warren.” Her voice was a soft, sensual purr in his ear. “I’m bisexual...just a really, really specific kind of bisexual.”

Of course she was. Warren had made her that way. 

Joan’s hand moved up his thigh. She was more tentative than Edith. Taking her time. Not quite so sure of what she believed. But Warren could tell she knew his expectations—she knew he was smart enough to know what was happening. And those expectations, with her new fervent desire not to let him down, combined with Edith’s presence and encouragement, pushed her ever forward. 

“We both are,” said Joan, smiling nervously. “We just want to fuck you. That’s it. No other men.”

There were a lot of ways to play this. He could have played dumb, or even romantic. Treat it like Joan was his long-lost lover. But the truth was that he never really wanted to love Joan in a romantic way, or at least, he didn’t think so. He just furiously wanted to fuck her. His desire to fuck her had taken over his whole life. Marrying Melinda. Hiring Belle. Always wanting to impress her, to please her, to make her proud to have him around. 

Proud enough that they could just talk like people.

Close enough that one day they could slip into the back and fuck like rabbits like they had always been meant to do.

They’d do it now. He wasn’t going to be done with her until her deliciously fertile body was as pregnant as he could make her. 

So no, he wasn’t going to pretend like he knew nothing of what was happening. He was going to take his right. Assert his dominance. Warren had earned it. He had earned all of this—and even if Melinda had the watch now, he had still earned Joan and Edith worshiping his cock with their sopping wet cunts.

He put a hand on Joan's face, stroking her hard cheekbones gently. “Take out my cock.”

She hesitated, looking to Edith for guidance. Edith, though, began to unzip Warren herself.

“Stop.” Instantly, Edith stopped what she was doing. “I wasn’t talking to you. I know you’ll do what I say. I want to know if Joan will.”

“I...” she laughed, sort of. “I don’t want this to be an obedience thing, Warren. I wanted it to be—”

“What you want doesn’t matter right now.”

She looked a little shocked.

Edith nodded. “I’m sorry, Joan, but he’s right. You’ve been a bitch. You’ve got to learn to obey if you really want to do him right. And you do, don’t you?”

Joan gulped and nodded. “O-okay. I just, can we take it slow? One toe at a time? Like, kissing first, and then...” she trailed off.

Warren shook his head slow. 

“There are no deals, here. You do this, and you do it how I want, or you don’t get to touch, suck, or fuck my cock at all. Is that understood?”

Her face shifted, perhaps weighing out some form of protest. But Warren could see that none could find true purchase in her mind. Even if she thought that perhaps a legitimate objection could be made, she couldn’t deny the flood of lust pulsing through her veins. She wanted him. She would obey him, if that’s what it took. 

Finally, she nodded. “Yes.”

He smiled. “Yes, what?”

There was no reason to stop pushing the envelope now. She was past the limit of stopping him. 

“Yes...Warren?” she ventured.

Of course that was wrong. He shook his head again. Edith tugged at Joan across Warren's chest, whispering in her ear. Voice low, softer than even Warren could hear at his proximity. Joan’s eyes widened with understanding, and she gulped once more.

“Yes...Sir. I understand, Sir.”

Her hands reached for his cock again, but again, he pushed them away. The skin so soft and smooth. Fuck, but he wanted her. His bulge pulsed forward under his pants. Edith whimpered, eyes fixating on the push of growth. Little droplets of drool fell to the bedding from her mouth.

“I want you to ask for it. Beg for it. Don’t leave me with any doubt.”

Pride showed on Joan's face, fierce lines forming around her mouth and eyes. But Edith slid across the bed and pushed into Joan, kissing at the side of her head, her neck and ears. 

“Do it, please, Joan? Please beg him. I need to see it so, so bad. I need to please him, won’t you please? I’m so fucking horny right now...”

Nodding slowly, Joan shuddered, her hands running over Warren’s thick bulge. The flesh so close to her fingers. Tantalizing her, confounding her.

“Please, Warren? Sir? Baby?” she gulped. “Please, Sir? Let me touch it? Let me please you, Sir? I want to so bad. I need to. I can’t believe how much I need to taste your cock, Sir. It’s...it’s right there and I need it, Sir, please? Please won’t you let me taste my...m-my brother’s cock, Sir?” 

That excited him. Her confirmation of the inherently taboo act they were participating in. She saw his excitement, a smile on her face as she rubbed him through his pants more intently now. His precum stained the fabric, wetting her fingers. 

“Yes, Sir. That’s right. I want my sister mouth on my brother’s cock. I want to show my Big Brother Sir what a good little servant I can be.”

“She’ll be a good cockwhore, Sir, I promise,” said Edith. Her nimble little hands ran over Joan’s nipples through her thin blouse, squeezing tight. “I’ll make her serve you right. I promise. Let her have her sisterslut mouth on your rod? I’ll guide her down for her first time, Sir.”

Joan was fully wrapped in the madness now. Their combined smell of their lust overwhelmed their senses. Her beautiful eyes were wild with lust. 

“Let me, Sir, please? Please. Please, please, please Warren brother baby darling Sir, won’t you please let me suck your big beautiful cock after all this time?”

He didn’t trust himself to speak without his voice catching and failing. He merely nodded and urged her head forward with his hands. Fingers sliding through that incredible dark mass of hair. His cock, unburdened from his pants, leapt upward to meet his sister's face.

Her mouth, untrained, made up for her lack of skill with hungry exuberance. Her moans were long and exultant as she sank down onto his pulsating meat. Her mouth was so warm, so tight, that every bump and contour of his flesh slid hard down her esophagus as Edith pushed her down harder. Joan gagged, loudly, and neither Edith nor Warren cared. The little bitch would have to suck it whole or nothing at all. 

When she finally was allowed to come up for air, she needed only one breath. 

“Please, more! Please, brother! I need your cock again!” 

Warren, nodded, and Edith pushed her lover down onto her Master's cock once more. They slowed the pace now, allowing Joan to find her footing in this brand new experience. Sucking a man's cock was as foreign to her as walking on the moon. As Joan worked, Edith took it upon herself to offer minute lessons, with Warren’s approval. 

“Not like that,” she’d explain, moving Joan back and taking Warren between her own lips slowly. She shifted her hair back and slid up slow and luxurious on her Master’s cock. “See? Take your time. It’s not a race.”

Ever a quick learner, Joan nodded, mimicking her lover in exactitude. 

Everyone should learn to suck cock this way, he thought. 

He felt he was in heaven. He pulled Edith in occasionally, and their tongues worked in unison. The two lovers knew each other so well that they could anticipate one another's movements, sliding in tandem around his hard length. Moaning and melting around his body. Making out madly around the head of his cock, their tongues madly mixing over his massive hardness. Edith, grinning, took Joan's head and pushed it down, choking her on his cock after every few sucks, letting her lover really get the taste of her new Master's cock. 

But after several minutes of this attention, he was no longer content with simply fucking their mouths, even with Edith pushing Joan well past her limits. Finally he stood up completely. He needed to fill his sister's cunt. He needed to get that fertile body with child. 

There was nothing else for it. Without the watch in his possession, and perhaps never getting it back, he needed to make sure that Joan was tied to him, irrevocably. A baby in her luscious belly was a perfect way to do that. 

“Spread her legs out on the bed,” he told Edith. “Prepare her for me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Small but strong, Edith pulled Joan onto the bed and guided her legs open. She ripped her clothes off, giggling, leaving only the torn remains of her lacy bra. 

“Oh...Sir...but...you’re my...my b-brother, I don’t know if...”

Hesitation, again. Warren felt disappointment sting at him—but Edith was already on the case. Her tight, scantily clad body sat on top of Joan's, spreading her thighs wide with her own knees. There was just enough room for Warren to slide in underneath her and into Joan's cunt. Edith kissed her darling lover on the neck, cooing Warren's praises. 

“You want it, baby. You want his cock in you. Trust me. It’s so, so good. He’ll fuck you just right...”

“I'm just...I'm not on birth control. Can't you wear a condom at least?”

He kissed Joan on the head. “I promise I'll pull out.”

It was a lie, and he didn't care. She was going to be his one way or another.

She nodded then, urging him inside. His cock, so hard and primed, needed little encouragement. Her folds were so hot and wet that he entered with absolutely no resistance. Finding her so open to his cock, he thrust into her wildly, entered at long last his Joan. His sister. His heart's desire. She was no virgin, but he was the first man ever to be inside of her, and she was just as tight as that fact advertised. The soft, warm folds of her luscious canal drew him in, squeezing on every ridge and line of his cock as he thrust into her again and again.

Edith on one side kissed both of them, her hot pussy juicing all over the sheets. Warren sucked on her tits hungrily for a moment, but only a moment. What he truly wanted was to see his sister's soft green eyes as he fucked her, entered her, desecrated her for anyone else. She was his now, and would be forever.

Finally, finally! Finally inside of Joan. After so, so very long. After so much wanting. 

“Oh fuck,” he grunted. “Oh god. Oh Joan. Joan, Joan, Joan...”

“Yes, Sir! Oh, god, Warren! You're so good!”

She was clearly feeling the effects. Her legs, wrapped around Warren's waist, pulled him in ever tighter to her lithe, hot body.

“I'm so fucking close, Joan, oh god. My Joan. My slave.”

“Yes, Sir. That's right. I'm your slave.”

Edith nodded, pushing her heavy tits on Warren's shoulder. “We're both your slaves, Master.” 

The blonde's weight meant that Warren fucked even deeper into Joan—a fact that wasn't lost on anyone, including Edith. She pushed harder as Warren entered his sister, her smile orgasmic as she watched her lover getting fucked by her Master.

“I've g-got to cum, Joan,” he huffed. “Does my sisterslut want me to pull out?”

It was inane. If he had his druthers, he’d have fucked her mind into being desperate for his cum in her belly at any old time. And he had no real intention of pulling out regardless. But he thought now, after several minutes of their perfect, hot coitus, that he might as well ask. 

“P-pull out?” Joan shook her head. “You...you said...”

“Don't make him, Joan. It'll feel so good. You'll be marked by him. Marked by his cock. It'll be so special. Do it for him. For me? For us? Have him put that baby in you.”

This clearly turned Joan on. Her cunt spasmed around Warren's thrusting cock. 

“Fuck, I don’t care anymore!” Her fists slammed down on the bed. “Fuck me, please.” She spoke with remarkable clarity between fevered breaths, though the clarity staggered the more she spoke. “I need your cum in me. Do it. Cum in me, Sir. Cum in my little hot sistercunt, made just-just-just for you, please oh fuck...p-please...”

It was more than he could resist. His orgasm started and chained through every part of his body, emptying out through his cock and up into the tight, delicious confines of his sister's pussy. His hot white goo emptied into her belly completely.

An amazing thing happened. They all shuddered in orgasm collectively. His own load had struck hard onto Joan's pleasure points, intensifying her pleasure just at the point of his own orgasm. And Edith had been given some very particular commands when Warren tranced her to cum whenever he did. Their shaking, kissing, licking bodies pushed against one another. Warren moaned against his hot sister's face, grinning uncontrollably. 

He'd done it. He'd fucked her. He'd fucking put a baby inside of her, he was certain. 

* * * * *
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PERHAPS AN HOUR LATER, he was shaken from his dazed sleep to find Edith still obediently suckling and loving his cock with her mouth. She had coaxed the cock of his semi-conscious form all the way back up to hardness.

It was nearing late evening now. He still had a show to put on the following night. He had to pay Larry back. He had to take care of that cop, somehow, snooping around and asking questions. And he had to deal with his venomous wife, her wicked mind now fully equipped with a dangerous mind-melting weapon.

But instead he sighed and settled in, sliding Edith's mouth back down to his cock. Joan giggled as she watched, nibbling at Warren’s ear.

“Get her, brother. Take what you've earned.”

Soon, he promised himself. He’d take care of it all soon. But for now, he was going to enjoy this one little victory.

# # #
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Tranced – His Unfaithful Wife
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Gorgeous women, five of them, had wrapped themselves around the man's legs. Those who couldn't slide their slick, arousal-laden bodies against him directly moaned and pushed their bodies up against their fellow sex slaves. They were all desperate to please him in every way...just like he had made them.

Just like he knew he deserved.

In front of the man was his final conquest. The one who he wanted to own more than any other. The one who had betrayed him the most brutally. 

But now that he had his special tool back...he was going to take her just like he had all those others. His cock, brilliantly thick, shone with a thick glaze of slave saliva and precum. 

“Please...” she said, shaking her head. “We've been through so much together.”

“That doesn't matter anymore.”

“But...but all our history.” She gulped. She knew she was gorgeous. She would try to use her beauty to get her way, just like she had done countless times before. “You're going to throw it away? All of it? Just like that?”

“You already did that, sweetheart.” He held up the watch. “I'm just making it official. You shouldn't have turned your back on me. You shouldn't have put me out.”

The light filled the room...

* * * * *
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IT WAS LATE IN THE morning before Warren could actually pull himself from Joan’s clutches. Her body so tight, so perfectly small against his, was hard to walk away from. But there was still a situation back at the warehouse—and unless he said something to his assistants directly, he was afraid that the women he had gathered for his service might have harmed Catherine somehow. 

He left his stepsister Joan with a kiss on her forehead, and slid the snoozing Edith—Joan's long time lesbian lover—down to half-consciously lick her cunt while he showered, dressed, and finally left. Later, he would call them as he needed them. 

Half-an-hour later, when he returned to the warehouse, everything was strangely calm. He had half-expected to walk into the middle of an orgy. 

In all honesty, because of the magic watch, Warren's life had begun to feel like an orgy. 

His assistants, so beautiful and completely naked, were asleep on the ground, all their limbs intertwined in a loving trio embrace. Tasia was in the middle, with Belle and Katie sleepily landing little kisses on her neck and torso. The caramel-skinned beauty had become something of an impromptu harem leader for Warren, perhaps because he hadn't been quite so angry with her as he had the others. 

Belle and Katie had their minds practically rewritten under his command for their insolence—trying to ruin his livelihood, his entire life's dream. Tasia he had taken pity on, being a widow. Not that she remembered her old husband—to her, now, Warren was the only man who ever need exist. 

The cop, Catherine, was still tied up, her hair disheveled and her face flushed as she stirred in Warren's presence. Her blouse had been ripped open during the night, her skirt tossed away. Slowly, her bright blue eyes landed on Warren's tall form before her. 

Other than looking a bit cold, she didn’t seem bothered by the fact of her nakedness before Warren. She seemed, even, invitational. Her legs stayed spread open, letting him see her wet, dripping pussy. Juices puddled on the floor beneath her.

“I thought I told my girls to keep you busy if you needed it?”

“They fell asleep,” she explained, yawning just slightly. “They passed out after making me...” she swallowed and shuddered. “After they had their fun. Several, several times over. But I still...I need to, still...I have to...”

“You need to cum?”

She nodded. “I thought that, if I rubbed my legs together just the right way, I could cum, but all I’ve done is turn myself on.”

His hand fit around her jaw. Her pale face, already flushed, flushed even more. Her legs slid up his, pushing intently. For the first time since walking in, Warren realized how odd it was that she hadn't asked to be untied.

“You do need to cum, don’t you?” 

This was so easy for him, now. He was almost surprised by how simple dominance was for him these days. It was like he had been born for it all along. All he needed was the watch to let him know how right it was for him to be in charge. 

“Y-yes!” Catherine cried, urging herself into his grip. “Yes, Master please!”

Warren stopped. There was a surprise. 

“What did you call me?”

“Master. You’re my M-Master. I don’t care. I’m so fucking horny. I need to cum so, so bad, please! Please!”

He smirked. “You’re such a horny little slut, to need to cum that bad for Master.”

“I need more than that.” Her voice was gravelly and serious. “Please. I’m so fucking horny. You control them so totally. I’ve never seen anything like it. But I want it for myself. I want—I want what they have. I want that mindlessness. Will you give it to me? Take my will away, please?”

He stepped back now, disappointed. “I can’t. I'm sorry.”

“Yes, you can. I know you can. You did it to them. And god, they just fucked and fucked for hours, not stopping. Getting hotter and more pleasured because they knew it was all for pleasing you. I want that. Fuck, I want that so bad. I’ve always wanted it. I don’t care anymore. I can say it because I know you’ll do it. So please, please do. Please?”

He shook his head, somewhat amazed by her eagerness. She was a natural. What a hell of a thing. A natural submissive. No wonder she hadn't asked for him to untie her. 

“Please. Really. Please? Please?” Her voice became a choked, worried whisper. “Please? Anything. I’ll do anything. Please. I just need what they have. It’s what my life is for, please?”

“I can’t.” He put his fingers to her lips. “I would. Believe me. I did it anyway, without you asking for it. I thought I had turned you back to normal, but apparently, normal for you means...well.”

She turned low. “Wanting to be a slave.”

“Yes. But I can’t do it. I don’t have the tool to do it anymore.”

He watched her try not to show her displeasure.

“I...I see.”

“But I can still make you cum. And I’ll still own your pretty little body. Would you like that? I’ll take total control of you.” His hand came to her throat, choking just slightly. Her body was instantly excited again. Fear and lust filled her gaze. “You’ll hop at my word like I command, or else I’ll kick you to the curb, where all the naughty, disobedient sluts go. How’s that?”

“You’ll...own me?” Her voice, from his grip on her throat, was soft now.

“Yes. And if you’ll help, then I aim to get that tool back.”

“The one that will make me yours completely.”

“That’s right. What do you think?”

“I think I need to cum really, really bad.”

He smiled, choking her a little harder. She responded with a soft cry of need. Leaning over, he roughly pushed his fingers into her slit—which was fine. She was slick as he had ever felt any woman. 

“You're going to cum for me, slave. You're my good little slave,” he explained, “and good little slaves cum for Master whenever he says. Don't they?”

Her body shook underneath him. “Y-yes!” 

Her arms shook in her bindings. She had nowhere to go. No way to escape even if she wanted—though of course she was happy being tied up like she was. 

“Please, Master? Please? Let me cum? Tell me to cum, please? I need it so, so bad, but I need you to tell me, I need you to tell me, I need you to tell—”

“Cum for me, Catherine. Cum for Master.”

A low, happy cry of ecstasy left her body, like an exorcised ghost. Moaning, biting his broad shoulder, she came. Her tight, hot body shook against his; those gorgeous pale tits rubbing up and down his shirt. Tasia and Belle stirred on the floor, smiling with open lust as they saw their Master pleasing another woman so. 

After about a minute, Catherine's body finally stopped shaking. Slowly, with just a bit of regret, he let her out of her bindings.

“I had gotten used to them,” she said. “You’ll tie me up again, won’t you?” 
She rubbed her wrists. The ropes had been soft, but even soft ropes would begin to chafe after a while. Luckily, her skin only seemed slightly irritated. 
“Certainly. That's what I do for good slaves.”

Catherine smiled and blushed. Katie finally stirred on the floor, waking up in Tasia's arms, as if wakened by the smell of a fresh orgasm.

“What now?” asked Catherine. “I mean...this is my first...um, few minutes as a slave. So what do you require, Master?”

It was cute how hard she was trying. She knelt down on the floor in front of him, her knees sitting in the puddle of her own spent aroused juices.

He stroked his jaw, considering. “First thing—I need that watch back.”

“What does it do?” asked Catherine. “The watch.”

He saw no reason to lie to her. If she knew, she knew. 

“It hypnotizes women. It hypnotized you.”

“Is that why I feel so...so submissive? Is it that powerful?”

“I think it is. But I don’t think that’s why you feel that way. I undid most of the damage I did. I went really, really far with you. Too far.”

“How far is too far?”

“You turned your back on your God and proclaimed me as him instead.”

Her eyebrows rose, one hand coming to her mouth. “Oh my. Yes. That is rather far, isn’t it?”

The assistants slowly rose upward, as if one being. Tasia, Belle, and Katie all crawled up to their knees at once, pushing Catherine aside only slightly, so that they could crawl around their Master’s lounging body.

“We missed you, Sire,” cooed Tasia. 

“So much.” Belle and Katie—perhaps due to being indoctrinated at the same time—had started the habit of speaking at the same time as well. “We followed your orders exactly.”

“Yes, Sire,” said Tasia. “We made each other cum I think eight times. And the new initiate came four. Didn’t you, initiate?”

Catherine nodded, clearly feeling subservient to Tasia.

From the body language of Catherine—the slight tilt of her head, the lowering of her eyes—her subservience appeared to come more easily to Tasia than it did to Warren. He wondered why that might be. Perhaps it was because Tasia had no doubt about her place. And Warren, for all that he knew about how much he deserved to have these women worshiping him, was still rather new at it. Tasia thought that she had been born perfect at service—had been wrangling her Master’s slaves and doting affection on him for her entire life. 

Without any prompt at all, Tasia pushed the other girls away, claiming first privilege on his cock. The other two whined and pouted, but only because it turned Warren on. They were perfectly happy, he knew, to watch Tasia suck him off. Her dark body looked so right in the service to his body.

Blissfully, perfectly obedient. They would never move against him. No matter what.

No matter what. That set off an idea in Warren’s head.  

“Belle, Katie.” He cleared his throat. “I need you to listen up.”

Reluctantly, they moved their faces away from his balls, retracting tongues into their mouths. “Yes, Master?”

“I’ve got a little job for you...”

* * * * *
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ALONE IN HER HOUSE, dressed neatly in a fashionable green sundress, the positively gorgeous Melinda sat and looked at the watch. Wondering where it had come from. What its origins were. 

Was it a force for good or evil? Was it just a tool, to be used for gain? But tools weren’t marked like this watch was—the engraving upon it. An open eye in the middle of a sun. 

Tools were just tools, built with a purpose. Humans marked property and heirlooms; humans marked ceremonial instruments for strange rituals, and humans marked weapons for war. Didn't they? Was this some manner of weapon?

That it was powerful was beyond doubt. Just the night before, she had hypnotized three of the richest men in the city. They had signed over practically the entirety of their wealth over to her. She would never feel insecure about money again. 

That was happiness, for Melinda. Feeling secure. A lifetime of disappointments and missed opportunities had made her loathe to invest herself in anything that wasn't sure. She had been burned too often.

She supposed, with the men last night, it wasn't necessary to make them never be able to fuck another women without thinking of Melinda the entire time. Even so, the thought made her heart warm. She rather deserved that kind of worship. And without all that fuss about actually having to fuck such inferior men. 

There was a real man out there, waiting for her. Maybe Warren, if he hadn't disappointed her so often. There was a kind of appeal to him, to be sure, a rugged determination that not many men possessed. And after all, sex the other night had been fantastic—but she pushed the thought away. 

He didn't deserve her. 

Melinda wasn't sure anyone did. She could easily make out her reflection in the mirror across the room. God, she was perfect. She pushed a hand through the thick mass of her hair. Had anyone ever had hair so thick and luxuriously sexy? It was no wonder the watch had ended up in her hands. She deserved everyone doing what she said. That was right and natural. 

Men and women would do what she wanted anyway, just to see a smile on her gorgeous face. The watch only sped things up, that was all. 

The doorbell rang. Upon checking the door, she saw that it was Belle and Katie. Warren's assistants. 

How...strange. What was this about? 

They were dressed, as Melinda had often seen them, in matching outfits. Belle's gorgeous (though fake,  Melinda noted) tits were constrained in a tight pink tank top, hot yellow skinny pants riding up just to the point of her hips. Katie wore, in turn, bright pink short shorts with a midriff-baring tube top that neatly showed off her lusciously shaped, modestly sized chest.

Melinda noted with satisfaction that even with all their showing off, she was much more attractive than either of them. 

“Hello, dears. Can I help—”

They rushed inside, pushing open the door. 

“We’ve got something so important to talk to you about,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Super important. We really need to sort it out right away.”
They each wore tall platform sandals, clopping loudly on Melinda's tile floors.
“I’ll bite. What is it?”

“Well it’s just—”

“—It’s Mas-Warren, isn’t it?”

“Right, Warren. Him. The Him. I mean, you know Him.”

Melinda could hear their capitalization. Their faces had become a little glazed, talking about him. She began to laugh. 

Did Warren really believe that Melinda wouldn't already have suspected he'd use the watch on Katie and Belle? She knew him too well for that. The only reason he even hired Belle was because he and Melinda had stopped fucking him, and Belle was merely an imitation—though a lovely one, Melinda had to admit—of Melinda. 

The girls didn't seem to understand why she was laughing, both of them sharing the same confused look.

“Oh, he didn’t think this through, did he?” She tsked. “You poor dears. He fucked your minds too thoroughly to really be any good at something like this, I think.”

Belle gulped. “He doesn’t know...I mean I don’t know what you’re talking about. We’re not Master’s toys.”

“No,” said Katie. “Not His toys at all. Or his pets. Or his fuckdolls. Or his little cockslut servants...”

They had started leaning into one another. Holding hands intently, Katie dragged Belle's hand up her bare thighs, letting out a soft moan.

“Right.” Melinda nodded, very serious. “I believe you.”

“You do?” They said it unison, eyes lighting up. 

“Of course,” she lied. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Oh, that’s great. He’ll be so excited,” said Belle. 

She apparently didn’t notice her faux paus. 

Melinda smiled. It was a luscious, beautiful thing, even with as predatory as she made it. “Now, you’re here about the watch, is that right?” 

“Are we...did we say that?”

They hadn’t, of course. “Of course you did,” said Melinda. “You need that watch.”

“Right!” Belle nodded. “So we can all...have our revenge on him!”

“Yeah!” said Katie. “And really suck his cock to show him what’s what!”

Belle elbowed Katie hard. As if she had merely slipped, instead of revealing everything in its entirety. These were not the best spies to send on a diplomatic mission such as this.

Melinda giggled. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh yes,” Belle breathed, looking at the watch still held in Melinda's hands. “We’re totally serious. We want to show him what’s what. And he's got such a cock to show.”

The engraving on the watch was rather pretty, Melinda decided. Elegant and simple. An eye inside of a sun. It looked Egyptian. Perhaps it was some ancient heirloom? But then, how would the Egyptians have had a watch? Perhaps some watchmaker long ago who had stumbled upon a book of Egyptian spells?

There were other types of hieroglyphics as well, of course. Other ancient societies. It was rather cliche of her, wasn’t it, to assume Egyptian. It could have been Malasian, or Peruvian, or Aztec...any number of sources. 

Or even something from another world. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that it worked.

“Do you want to know what I think?”

The two looked at one another and shrugged. “Of course.”

“I think my idiot husband sent you here after me.” She held up the watch. “I think he sent you after this. Didn’t he?”

Immediately they tried to shield their eyes, guard themselves and back away. Melinda swung the watch slowly, undeterred.

“Don't worry, girls. You don't have to worry. Just look at me.” 

Katie, always rather dim, tried to peek. “Did you put it away? Because—oh.”

Immediately, her face and body went slack.

“Take Belle's arm down.”

Instantly, Katie pulled Belle’s arm down, ignoring her lover’s protests. The effect was instant.

The two stood, dazed and smiling, staring wide-eyed as the watch fried their tiny, hypnotized minds. 

“You two are my slaves now,” said Melinda. “You were always meant to be. Always. Never anyone else’s. Never, ever. Always mine. Never Warren’s. Only mine. Even when you pleased him. It was all for me. All for me. Everything is just for me. You know it’s true. It’s always been true. Nothing else could be more true. Everything in this world exists solely for me.”

She waited for them to repeat it, and then remembered herself. That wasn’t how it worked. They had to be told to say it back.

And she wanted to be told that. She wanted to hear it from them—what she deserved. What she had earned for her efforts. Didn’t she fucking deserve some hot babe slaves doting on her? Why not? She was a fucking hot babe herself, she ought to have whatever she wanted.

“Repeat after me, girls,” Melinda began, still swinging the watch. “You are my slaves...”

* * * * *
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BACK IN THE WAREHOUSE, it was late in the evening and Warren looked over the note that Melinda had delivered to him. The note was harsh, articulate, and stunning—just like Melinda, so of course it was:

––––––––
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Next time you send your sluts after me, make sure you haven’t made them dumb as rocks beforehand. Belle used to be so sharp. I admired how much she loathed you. I think I’ll bring that version of her back, and better than ever. It was rather mean of you to make her true colors go away like that.

Oh, and IF you send anyone after me again, I’ll come over there and have you wearing diapers within the hour. I know you had to try something, just to see if it would work. It didn’t. It won’t. Try it again, and you’ll never be able to say anything more complicated than the first few lines of baby’s first book.



––––––––
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“I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN,” he shook his head. “Melinda knew about the watch ahead of time yesterday. I thought she saw me fucking you, but she must have assumed that Belle and Katie were in on it too. Or maybe they just weren’t...weren’t... trained well enough.”

It was all going to hell.

Around him, his remaining girls—Tasia, Catherine, Edith, and Joan waited patiently for him to command them. He let the note fall to the ground, and it was Joan who picked it up and read it. Edith and Joan had showed up just a few moments after Warren sent Katie and Belle out on their mission. Quickly, he had filled them in—not caring anymore, really, whether Joan knew she had been transformed into his complete hypno-slut or not. It wasn't as if she could do anything about it. 

His lovely sister wore tight leather pants and a sexy, form-fitting white jacket. Edith was in one of her characteristically flirty outfits—showing off her tits in a tiny blue tank top with cut-off jean shorts. Little cowboy boots were on her incredibly tanned legs.

Catherine and Tasia had gotten dressed, in a manner of speaking. Both of them wore assistant outfits—tight spandex leotards showing off their devastatingly sexy forms. 

“War...” Joan coughed. “Master, I don't understand. Why can't we just leave it alone? Do you need that watch, really? I mean...we're all so happy to serve you.”

He shook his head. She didn't understand.

Of course, a normal man might have been satisfied with these four beautiful women doting on his every waking action, but Warren was quickly realizing he was no normal man. He wanted it all, and damn the consequences. Tasia and Edith were completely hypnotized in his name, but Joan was only slightly so, and Catherine was there purely because she wanted to be. 

What if Melinda came after them? What if she wasn't content with what she had? Why would she be? She already clearly deserved so much...and she had enough arrogance to know it.

There was nothing left to do. Melinda knew everything. Nothing but...but...

“There is one solution left for us,” he realized suddenly.

The girls brightened, in almost perfect unison saying, “Yes, Sir?”

He walked them to the back of the warehouse, toward his “solution.” Opening the door, he revealed the small space inside—completely bare, completely white. In the middle of the room was a small box, where a subject would sit and close themselves in. There was a hole at the top for a neck; the idea was, then, that whoever sat there wouldn't be able to see anything but the stark, blank whiteness of the room. 

“This is the White Room. It’s an experiment of mine.”

He had never told anyone about the White Room. Not even Melinda. He didn’t want to show her anything that wasn’t already a success. It was the sort of environment she encouraged. Belle and Katie had found it, but unless Melinda asked, she wouldn't know about it either—and those two hadn't even known what it does. 

“What does it do?” asked Joan.

He bit one lip. It would have to be Joan, he realized. Melinda would never think Joan was on his side. Tasia and Catherine, she had probably already seen. And Edith would have been too easy to dismiss. No, it would have to be Joan.

“It would...it would wipe your mind clean,” he explained. “For a while. Not forever. But it would clear out your subconscious. You’d have nothing in your head except for my thoughts. My will.”

Catherine nodded slowly. He could see the prospect excited her.

“That sounds a lot like the watch,” said Catherine.

“It is. But the watch reshapes the subconscious, I think. Forming it to the user’s will. This just...pushes the subconscious away, for a little while. Gives it a vacation. All that’s left is whatever I say. No conscious. No subconscious. Just blind obedience.” He turned to Joan. “I want you to do this for me, Joan.”

“That sounds...a little scary.” Joan squeezed his hand. “Are you sure it’s safe, Warren?”

“What I think,” he said stolidly, “is that it’s the only way to get the watch back from Melinda. And we have to do that.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s what I want, Joan. Don’t you want to do what I want?”

“Y-yes.” She smiled prettily. Trying to disarm him. “Of course, Warren. You’re my brother. I want to help. It’s just...I don’t know why it’s so important.” She waved her hands at the crowd gathered around him. The beautiful, scantily clad crowd. “I mean, Tasia still is just nuts about you. Catherine, who like, I just met, is singing your praises and wants your cock down her throat all the time. That was like the second thing she ever said to me.” She shook her head. “So I mean, Belle and Katie might be working for Melinda, but she might give them back to you. And Edith and I are still here, and we just adore you. So can’t that be enough?”

Even still, Joan tried to defy his will. Once he had the watch back, he'd take care of that permanently. But until that point, he just needed to lean on her a little bit. 

“I need you,” he said to Joan. His hands clasped onto her cheeks. “All of you. For the show. My career’s on the line. It’s too important. It won’t be enough unless I’m in control of everything. I have to be.”

That was all true. But what was also true for Warren was that the thought of wiping his sister’s mind totally clean, even for a little while, was incredibly exciting. 

“Yes, Warren. Master. Of course.” Joan stepped back, looking worried. “I’m...I didn’t mean to make you angry.”

He shook his head. “I’m not angry. Just worried. I want all my girls back home. All of them.”

She nodded. “I’ll do it, Sir. I love you.”

Warren smiled. That would do. For now.

* * * * *
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IT WAS RATHER ENJOYABLE, having female slaves. Melinda could see now why Warren had grabbed so many. She hadn’t even considered using the watch for sex until she had captured Belle and Katie.

As she reclined on the couch in her home, the two beauties massaged her feet now, doing a rather wonderful job of it. She promised them that if they did a good enough job, she would allow them to lick her pussy. 

Melinda was something of a demisexual, and needed a lot of time together with a potential lover before feeling the intimacy required for copulation. 

Perhaps, she considered, munching on a grape, that was why Carlos had been such a complete disappointment. 

Carlos was an inadequate lover, and the other two men were taken in the first place only for their money. Indeed, Carlos had only been brought into Melinda’s equation in the first place because she wanted someone with a little safety net of cash to support her as she transitioned through the divorce. The plan had never been to be with Carlos long term—which is why it was sort of  amusing to her, during a hypnosis session, to find out that the poor dear had plans of making her his wife. 

She rolled her bright, gorgeous green eyes at the memory. As if. She wasn’t done with men, but she was definitely done with marriage. She wasn’t even thirty—what did she want with being attached to someone for the rest of her life?

The doorbell rang. Immediately, suspicion entered Melinda's heart. Surely, Warren wasn't trying again to take the watch? Hadn't he learned his lesson?

Katie perked up slightly. “Shall we get it, Mistress?”

Melinda sighed. “No, I suppose not.”

The two slaves had their minds a little too fucked at the moment to be of much use to Melinda in any capacity outside of physical service. Later, she would train them to greet others as if they were Melinda’s friends. Or perhaps cousins? Belle did look so much like her, after all. She walked through the house calmly, rather enjoying the way her feet felt so relaxed. The girls really were very good at massaging. 

Peeking out the window, she noticed that, curiously, it was Joan who stood at the door. 
Joan, who hated Warren. Who despised him. Who would do anything at all if it meant humiliating and demeaning her brother. 
In truth, Melinda had never been able to stand Joan. The bitch hadn’t bothered to come to her wedding, and had never sent a gift—never—not even with numerous reminders about where she and Warren were registered. Never a card in the mail, never a congratulations. Indeed, Joan always acted like she felt sorry for Melinda—which was the one sin that Melinda could never ignore.

No one would pity Melinda. No one would hold her in contempt. She was above that. She was above everyone. 

When you’re above everyone, after all, then no one can ever have a thought that harms you. 

Melinda smiled, opening the door. Even if Warren had somehow gotten his sister to talk to him, Melinda felt confident of her ability now to completely wipe her mind. Maybe give her an attitude adjustment.

Yes, maybe she would do that anyway? Joan was rather beautiful, after all. 

In fact, she looked a lot like Melinda. Just like Belle did. 

Wasn’t that...strange?

Warren. What a pig. He did have a type.

The moment Melinda opened the door, she noticed something was terribly wrong. Joan’s eyes—her entire face, really—looked blank. 

For a moment, Melinda was able to study her intensely gorgeous features. She had only met Joan a few times, and each time Melinda had been sort of drunk. Always at parties or get-togethers, Warren trying to drum up support for Joan by arriving at her insipid little journal release parties. Melinda drank to get through them. They were insufferably vain, cannibalistic affairs otherwise. The alcohol turned the insufferability down to a reasonable sufferable level

Melinda had been waiting for Joan to say something—but so far, there had been nothing.

She crossed her arms. “Are you going to just stand there all day, or say something?”

Joan pushed open the door, arms jerking mechanically.

“Joan?” Melinda was surprised. “What’s wrong with you...why is your face so blank?”

She looked almost like she had been hypnotized, but there was a strange purpose to her expression, even with her eyes blank and empty. It wasn't like the hypnotized look that the watch gave—which is what confused Melinda. 

“Do not talk with the woman. Grab the watch.”

Her voice was slow, robotic. It did not sound like Joan’s voice. It was deeper, slower, like she was trying to imitate someone else. 

She pushed Melinda aside and started scanning the interior of the house, head tilting this way and that.

Melinda realized suddenly that the watch—stupid, so stupid—was right out in the open. 

“Grab it!” Melinda commanded her new slaves.

The lithe, young Katie picked up a lamp, orgasming obviously at obeying. Belle, seeing her initiative, took the lamp in her hands as well, and they both smiled and thanked their Mistress for the privilege. Joan, meanwhile, saw the watch on the table and snatched it up.

With no other recourse, Melinda tackled Joan. They tussled on the floor for several moments, tugging hair and pushing with one another.

Finally, Melinda got the upper hand. She shoved Joan away and grabbed the watch.

Melinda held it up, swinging triumphantly as its light filled the room—but it had no effect. Joan snatched it, examining it close. She sniffed it, like she was some animal. Nostrils flaring. 

“Grab the watch. Return home.”

She pushed Melinda into the gathered slave girls and they all fell down in a tangle. Katie and Belle immediately tried to cover Melinda’s hot, flushed skin in kisses, insisting on their love for her. Roaring in frustration, she pushed them away.

But she was too late. Joan was gone—and the watch with her.

And so too was Melinda's perfect future. 

* * * * *
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FOR NEARLY AN HOUR after her return, Joan’s mind was completely blank still, and totally obedient only to Warren. 

Warren, being a generous sort, of course took this opportunity to have her suck his cock like the good girl he wanted her to become. The second she woke, he wanted her to see him with the watch in his mind, thus wiping out any vestiges of resistance to his will. To this end, he had Edith kneeling next to Joan, her eyes blank and watching the watch. 

He hadn't told Edith to do anything specific—merely to look at him and orgasm like the hot, fuckdoll good girl he had turned her into. Edith, body trembling and throbbing against his leg, of course obeyed. She had been obeying for close to an hour, now, tranced the entire time, her eyes blank of anything but worship, in the deepest hypnotic trance ever created. Warren wondered idly if it was unhealthy, and then he remembered all the times Edith had laughed at Joan's jokes about him, and encouraged her to orgasm harder.

Joan, meanwhile, sucked mindlessly, her face absolutely blank as she worked up and down his pole. Warren watched her closely, having cum twice now already at the sight of his gorgeous sister's beautiful face—that face he had wanted to own for so very long—at his utter beck and call. 

Fuck, but it made him hard to watch a totally empty-minded vessel serve him like this. Catherine  and Tasia stood behind him, safely outside of the radius despite all their protestations of wanting to serve like his sister and her lover. He didn't care what Catherine and Tasia wanted, though—he was in charge, now, like it should be. Besides, he would let them have their way soon enough. 

There was a knock at the front of the warehouse. 

Warren sighed. “So soon,” he shook his head. “I was wondering when Melinda would make her play. Catherine...be a dear.”

“Yes, Sir. Master. Master, Sir. Yes. I'll get it.”

He smiled at her fumbling, turning to watch her excellent ass in the tiny spandex outfit Tasia had dressed her in. Her pale skin, combined with that thick red hair, looked devilishly hot. 

After a few moments of straightening, he had pulled his pants up and stopped swinging the watch. Elsa collapsed to the ground, gasping and moaning.

“M-Master...” she croaked. “Oh, Master, my Master...”

Her hands stretched outward toward him. She was being a good girl. He'd have to remember to fuck her for her service later. Joan, meanwhile, was still mindlessly moving her jaw up and down in the air, sucking at air.

“Cease,” he told her, “rest.”

He pushed her down into Edith's arms on the arranged mattress, who immediately wrapped her body around her lover's, kissing and spilling tears of joy. 

Sliding a hand into Tasia's delectable ass cheeks, he approached the front office of the warehouse, ready to accept Melinda's surrender. Only, it wasn't Melinda standing in the office—it was, once again, was Larry with his girl Barbara. 

Larry was Warren's loan shark. He was a mean, stout man, fully capable of hurting others for a living. He was the sort you would see in a crime movie and immediately peg as the jerk who would do something terrible to the protagonist's family later on, and smile about it. 

Barbara was dressed up, if it was even possible, to look hotter than she had the day before. Her tiny tweed skirt barely covered her ass, and her midriff-baring pink sweater hugged her tits so tightly that if they were alive, they’d be suffocating. The effect was immediate on Warren, who felt his blood rising as his eyes fixated on the long, gentle turn of her neck down to her oversized breasts. Little droplets of highly conditioned hair swirled around her lovely, doll-like face, resting around her shoulders in liquid chestnut curls.

Larry tore his lascivious eyes off of Catherine—looking so lovely in her own tiny outfit—and ground one fist into his palm. 

“You got my money, magician? I want my money.”

“It’s Friday, Larry. I owe you tomorrow.”

“I don’t care what day it is. I want my money, and I want it now. Or do I gotta teach you another lesson in respect?”

“You know what, Larry? I do have something for you. Come right in.” He gestured. “Give me a second, all right?”

Larry walked into the back, Barbara on one arm. Immediately, his eyes widened at the sight of the naked Edith salivating on the mattress as she watched Warren move. She rubbed her cunt furiously against the blank, motionless body of Joan, grinding her clit into Joan's back thigh. 

“Hey, uh...I didn’t mean to interrupt...whatever this is.” Larry put a hand to his chin, looking at Catherine and Tasia with a new light. “You know, maybe we could forget about some of the interest on your payments if uh, you know, you’re willing to be a good Samaritan and share a little?”

“Larry!”

“Shut up, Barbara. The men are talking.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Warren twitched at that. Barbara quieted instantly, like a dog beaten too regularly. Despite everything, he had no tolerance for a person living in fear. A man had to have some lines of morality, and his were drawn there. Despite all his other faults, all Warren was really doing was having the time of his life making these beautiful women have the time of their lives. They came constantly, their minds always pleasured, their bodies in constant, happy ecstasy. Obedience to him was pleasure, not terror. 

He let the watch slide down his grip, holding it like a grappling hook, or a flail. “Larry, I have something to tell you.” 

“If it ain’t my money, I ain’t interested in hearing it.”

“It’s better than money.”

He and Barbara laughed. “There ain’t no such thing, sonny boy. Sorry to be the one to break it to you.”

The watch in Warren’s hand felt justified. It felt right. Tasia and Catherine obediently walked behind Warren, knowing what was coming.

“Of course there is, Larry. Here, have a look.”

“Look at...at...that?”

In seconds, both Barbara and Larry were following the swinging watch with their eyes, utterly hypnotized. Totally under Warren's control.

Warren considered for a moment. His first impulse was to humiliate Larry somehow. Make him pay for his terrible manners. But Warren had gotten himself into that situation. He had taken out money from Larry. He knew the risks. It would be asinine to humiliate him publicly—and would draw too much attention.

He could use some muscle, however. One kept well in-check not even by his own hand, but by Barbara’s.

“I want you both to imagine that the two of you are together in a theater,” he began. “You know there are other people in the theater, but you can’t really focus on them. They don’t matter. All that matters is what shows up on the screen. 

“On the screen, you can see me. Me, and all my girls. The girls you know, just by looking, that I deserve. There’s not a doubt in your mind. You love this story. You want it be real. It entrances you totally. You’re caught up in the world. A fanboy for everything about it. You want to daydream all day long about this luscious world and all its possibilities. Who will I fuck next? Who will be worthy enough to serve me? You think all day about it.

“But you both know that the two of you are in a very special, very exclusive club. You’re both the true fans, the real fans, while other people aren’t in on it. They don’t understand. Either they can’t, because they’re not enlightened enough, or they don’t want to. Either way, you know that people outside our special little club—the club that includes me as a performer, my girls as my special acts, and yourselves as the fans—people outside of us, they won’t get it like you do. They won’t respect it. You have to protect it.

“You need to protect me. It’s very important that you do. You know that the best way to protect me...” Warren grinned, stroking Barbara's lovely face. “...the best way to protect me is if Barbara is in charge. Barbara’s loyalty to me is absolute. She’ll fuck me anytime I want. She’s a true fangirl. And the two of you share your love of what I do, and you know how important fucking one another is to feel the worship of me in your veins. Barbara will only ever think of me while she cums. And meanwhile, Larry, you’ll only think of how good it is that you’re doing what you were made for. Fucking at my command. Living at my order. That’s what people are really meant to do. You know it, but you know it’s a secret. The movie makes it all so clear. You can see the narrative playing out, threads of story sliding over your mind and making them absolute.”

He went on for a little while, reinforcing this narrative thread of obedience and loyalty, of the authority that Barbara held over Larry. Just to drive it all home, he slid Barbara down to her knees and had her start sucking Larry's thick, long cock. 

It was strange, but it got him hard, watching the tranced Barbara slowly, expertly, suck on Larry’s cock. Her lips were thick and pillowy, colored the same bright, cheer pink as his outfit. It was the power of it, Warren realized. Making others do what he wanted. Barbara was so absolutely under his control that even now, as she sucked Larry's cock, she thought she was blowing Warren. That's why her muted, happy moans were so joyful and enthusiastic. 

Ultimately, Larry came down Barbara's throat just as they both were exiting the trance. Barbara swallowed it all, wiped her mouth, and stood up calmly.

“That was pretty good, right, Sir?”

Warren nodded. “You did beautifully, Barbara. Now, about that money I owe you...”

“It's disappeared. Gone. You won't have to worry about a thing. Larry will take care of it.”

Fumbling with his still spurting cock, Larry finally seemed to notice that Warren was watching. Coughing and flushed, he arranged himself back into his pants. 

“Oh, I guess we should leave? You don’t want us in your office, huh boss? I guess we should just—“

“Shut up, Larry,” said Barbara. “The adults are talking.”

Larry gulped, a hangdog look on his face. His eyes went down to the ground. “Yes, ma'am.”

Barbara gifted him with a cool smile and turned back to Warren. “Is there more for now? Or shall we return to the theater and see that it's properly secured for you?”

An ideal servant, that was what he had tranced Barbara as. Gone was the ditzy exterior, a security measure to live in a world populated by who-knew-how-many-Larrys. All that was left now was this calm, serene beauty, completely assured in her service to Warren. 

“Yes,” he said. “That sounds good. Run along.”

Barbara hummed happily with the order, and the two left, Barbara tugging Larry along by his earlobe all the while for speaking out of turn.

There. That was done.

* * * * *
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SHORTLY AFTER LARRY retreated, Catherine asked for a word with Warren. He had almost immediately pushed Tasia down to her knees, enjoying a soft, lick-heavy handjob from the young beauty. 

Warren smiled at her. “What is it, my dear?”

Catherine loved how it was easy to call women by such demeaning titles when he owned so many. It wouldn’t be long before he owned Catherine completely—he had been saving her for last. With her enthusiasm for the process, he had been excited by the prospect of getting her input on how exactly she wanted her mind to be totally fucked over by his will. She was delighted to provide this for him. 

“What you did to Joan, in the White Room...it really fascinated me.”

“Oh?”

On the mattress, Joan was finally stirring. Edith immediately snuggled harder into her. The two of them were really quite cute together. 

“I mean,” she bounced slightly, “I want you to use the watch on me.”

“I know that, love. And I will.”

Tasia stroked a little harder now. 

“But not just that,” said Catherine. “I don’t want just the watch. I want you to try something with me.”

“I’m...” he huffed slightly, using his palm to slow Tasia's efforts. “...I'm listening.”

“I...I want you to see what happens when  you use the watch with the white room.”

There was a light bulb humming overhead. It must have distracted Warren, made him daydream, because he acted as though he couldn’t have possibly heard what he just heard. 

“You...why?”

“Because I’m tired of my mind fucking with what I really want. And what I really want, what I’ve always wanted, is to submit. Totally. And I don’t want my mind getting in the way of that anymore. I don’t want any doubts. I don’t want any stupid morality or religion getting in my way. I want to wipe my mind with a fucking sponge, and then rebuild a temple to yourself so that I’ll never, ever think of doing anything that isn’t your will again.”

Warren’s cock was rock hard at this pronouncement. Precum spurted happily into Tasia's face. She gobbled it down with happy, slobbering sounds.

“I’d have to...set it up, I think.”

He didn't need much more encouragement. Within the hour, he had the new system set up to his liking.

The watch wouldn’t work after the White Room did its work—as Joan had proven when she took the watch from Melinda. So, what Warren set up was the watch on a long string of fishing wire. It was connected to the ceiling, and then to the door again, so that Warren could ensure it kept swinging by twisting and turning the doorknob on the outside. 

After it was all set up, Catherine, heart racing, entered the White Room.

An empty mind. A mind devoted purely to service. She had never been so wet in her entire life.

She knelt down in the box in the middle of the room. There was a small pillow inside for her knees. Another pillow at the back of the hole for her head to keep her neck supported. Above her was the watch. She saw it start to swing, slowly, ever so slowly, as the door clinked shut behind her.

Warren's voice came through on the intercom. “The session begins now.”

It was funny, thought Catherine. She didn’t feel anything yet. She heard the thrumming in the room, of course. The somewhat primal waves of thumps and piston engine sounds around her. But she didn’t feel anything.

She didn’t feel anything.

She didn’t feel...anything.

Nothing at all.

Nothing.

Nothing...but...

There was nothing but the void. The empty, white, perfect little void. She could have been inside of it for days. For seconds. For years. For hours. She lost a sense of time, and then she lost the sense that she should know what time is. It was all whiteness. All emptiness.

Her mind was the void.

Her brain was the void.

She was the void. 

No, simpler than that:

The void was.

Sounds entered the tiny room. The bottom part of her face was wet with drool. A watch appeared in front of her—she did not recognize it. Did not recognize the shape, the function, or the color or the texture or any of it. It began to swing, shining bright, perfect lights.

And Catherine slowly was reborn. 

* * * * * 
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AFTER THOROUGHLY MINDFUCKING Catherine, the gathered gang re-located to Tasia’s house, which was a small one-story.

It seemed like a safer place to be. Melinda didn’t know yet about Tasia or Catherine—and with Catherine, there was always the threat of more police coming by to ask about her. Warren didn’t yet trust the gorgeous young redhead to make a call in to quit her job, even though she gleefully offered to be tied up again when he decided to move. She now considered talking to Warren to be obeying orders—and as such, orgasmed as she did so. Her body was in a constant state of heightened, regulated bliss.

“Place her there, yes.” He pointed, indicating to Tasia and Edith. “On the bed. Prepare the master bedroom for the rest of us. I’ll want to enjoy you all very soon.”

Tasia made sure Catherine was safe and warm under the blanket, her body still orgasming ceaselessly, and nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Warren removed his clothes, and ordered the other girls to do the same once they had gathered into the master bedroom. There had been time enough with them decorated. Right now, he wanted every last one of them naked. He wanted to spend the entire night learning every inch of their perfect skin.

“Joan,” he said, a smile on his face. “I want you to—”

The doorbell rang. Joan's face immediately filled with exasperation. 

“Don't answer it, Master,” she implored him. “Let me worship you. Let me worship my brother as he deserves. Please? Pretty please, Sire?”

He sighed. Her hands were so soft around his neck...but he had to see who it was, at least. Leaving the girls in the master bedroom, he peeked outside—and saw that it was Belle and Katie at the door. They wore tiny silk robes—Melinda's robes—and tall heels, displaying their long, perfectly shaped legs. Curious. He retreated to the bedroom and grabbed the watch so that it was safe in his hands, and then returned and opened the door. 

“What,” he said, not caring at all that he was naked in front of them, “are you doing here, ladies?”

Belle and Katie looked guiltily at one another, mincing in their platform heels.

“We followed you,” Belle said, by way of explanation. “We didn’t know what else to do. We were so lost without you.”

“Lost?” he laughed. 

“Your will was too, too strong, Sire. Your words. She didn’t know what she was doing, not really.”

“Yes, Sire,” Katie nodded. She shifted her robe to one side, showing her cleavage. “She was like some amateur football player in a professional ice skating rink. Her control wasn't as good as yours. You thought it was the watch—we both did, but...”

“But,” said Belle, “really, it was you all along. The watch helped, but it just awakens your natural power. Your real power. It's not the watch at all.” She looked at it pointedly. “It's just you.”

It was a damned tempting thought. He gestured for them to come inside, and they did so right away. Belle kept talking, gulping as she did.

Of course, he knew it was some kind of lie. If they were really still under his control, as they said, then why hadn't they dropped to their knees? Why weren't they drooling in his presence like all the rest of his good girl slaves? 

“We can go back to her, Sire,” said Belle. “Put her under. Put her back in your control, where she belongs. Won’t you let us? If you’ll let us have the watch, we’ll make sure of it for you.”

Katie nodded. “We can make it all happen for you, Sire.”

Ah, so that was the play. Did Melinda really think he was going to be fooled by the same failed trick that he had tried? With the same failures who tried it? She really didn't think much of him. Disappointment arranged itself around his heart, and he shook his head sadly, holding up the watch.

“No. I think I’ll make sure of you two, first.”

They tried, of course, to resist and put up their arms—but it was not enough. He swung the watch easily, wiping their minds again. Katie's robe fell to the floor, revealing her absolutely naked body before Warren. With them safely tranced, he shut the front door. Probably with so many repeated indoctrinations, Belle and Katie would need good dose of the White Room themselves, soon. Just to clear out any outside motivations. 

He quickly wiped away their allegiance to Melinda—a simple thing, truly, she had done a rather botchy job of re-aligning their loyalties—and had them slide into each other’s arms before him. 

His attention was so focused on them, though, that he did not see nor hear Melinda sneaking up from behind him until it was too late. One moment, he was holding the watch, re-entrancing Belle and Katie, and the next—

The next—

The next moment—

—took ages—

His mind blinking in and out of consciousness—

—as it was reformatted—

—to the sound of Melinda's voice—

—his Mistress's voice—

—and he was kissing Melinda's beautiful feet. She was so beautiful. So beautiful. How could he ever betray such a beautiful, perfect creature?

“Line them up in here,” she said to Belle. “Bring them all before me. I want them all to watch what I've done to their 'Master.'”

Warren knew remotely that he was talking about him. But it didn't make sense. He was no one's Master. He was a servant. He belonged to Melinda. Beautiful, perfect Melinda, and—

Catherine was there, brought in by Belle. He witnessed as Melinda tried to use the watch on her, but it had no effect. None. The gorgeous redhead simply shook her head. 

“You can't wipe the mind of the faithful, you stupid bitch.” Catherine smiled. “I belong to him, my God, in every way.”

And then they fought, banging against one wall and then the other in the house. Pictures crashing down, shelves smashing. Warren stood up to help, but he didn't know how. His Mistress hadn't commanded it. If she would only say something...

“Warren!” Melinda's voice was strained. Catherine had the watch, smiling triumphantly. “Take it from her! Do it now!”

Finally, an order! He rushed after the redhead, but she swung the watch and—

And—

The next moment—

The next moment took—

—ages—

—and he returned to himself. 

First he noticed his fingers, totally under his control. He remembered everything. Melinda entrancing him for nearly an hour, trying to rewrite his brain to serve her and her alone. He could still feel traces of her in there, her lusciously perfect voice cooing to him, urging him to obey, obey, obey...

But Catherine, beautiful Catherine, had been able to resist. Because of her love for him. Because of what they had done to her in the White Room. 

“Good girl,” he said, standing up slow. His legs were a little unsteady. “Good girl, Catherine.”

She handed the watch to him, her pussy obviously throbbing with orgasm, and moaned hotly as he kissed her plush, pink lips. 

“Thank you, S-Sir,” she breathed. “I only wanted to make you happy. To make you in charge.” She turned to Melinda, Belle, and Katie, who were kneeling on the ground. “I left Melinda's mind in tact for you, Sire. So that you could do whatever you wanted. She's just immobilized, is all. And waiting for your command.”

He grinned. “Good girl.”

All the girls were in the living room now. Lined up for him. Totally naked. Tasia had taken it upon herself to put on a black velvet collar, but among them, she was the only one with any decoration. The cunts of Edith, Joan, Belle, Katie, and Tasia all pulsed with need as they looked up at Warren. He had Catherine kneel next to them—all his lovely beauties in a row. His cock returned to full hardness again almost instantly.

What Melinda had done to him was understandable—she was only trying to protect herself. In a certain kind of way, he even admired it. The sneak attack certainly showed more respect to him than did what he thought was her actual attempt—that of just using Belle and Katie again. 

Bending over, he took Melinda's chin in one hand, looking deep into her beautiful green gaze. 

Her voice was a venomous sneer. “Hello, husband.”

“Wife.”

These were the terms the two had come to.

“I'm allowing you to move,” he said. 

She straightened up, his words having an immediate effect. “Thank you for that.”

Even so, she remained kneeling before him. 

“You’re not very smart,” he said. “Coming straight here to me like that.”

“Maybe not,” she sighed. “It almost worked, though. I didn't expect your redhead to be so...stubborn.”

“And now I've won.”

“Yes.”

She didn’t seem worried. Why wasn’t she worried? Didn’t she know what he was going to do to her?

“I’m going to change you, Melinda. However I want.”

“I’m aware that you’ll...that you want that. Yes.”

“You don’t think I will?”

She raised a carefully countenanced eyebrow. “I have a counter-offer.”

“Oh?” he laughed. “What might that be? You're going to be my fuckslave from now on. Whenever I want you, I'm going to have you. I'm going to fuck you full of me, Melinda. I'm going to stuff you until you're pregnant.”

Previously, he would have hated the distaste on her face. Now, he found himself enjoying it—as he was going to change that response soon.

“Does it have to be such a primitive relationship, my love?” Her eyes lit up as she saw his face from her words. “You do love me, don’t you? And I love you...I truly do. You’ve given me all I could ever want. So much power, you have now. So much wealth. Wasn’t it really, all along, all of this, just for me?”

“I...Melinda.” He shook his head.

“I don’t mind all that about Joan. Oh yes, it’s taboo. And very, isn’t it? But truly, why have her when you could have me? She never gave you the time of day. She never once liked you. I did. If you use the watch on me, you’d be walking all over that.”

He could do that. God, it was tempting. To have her beside him as he owned others. His partner in crime. His lover. His wife. His manipulator. She was so beautiful. The thought of her wanting all the things he wanted—if he could just trust her...

Her hands slowly moved toward the watch, and he felt himself not caring. Fuck it, to give up control was tempting at this point. What he thought turned him on was controlling others—dominating—but what it really was simply came down to control. The abstract notion of control, no matter who held it. No matter how it shifted or changed, moved around or mutated. One person owning another totally was hot to Warren.

“Master?” 

It was Catherine who spoke. Her pale, voluptuous form like some rococo angel in the bright light of the house. Her pussy spasmed constantly, orgasm after orgasm flooding through her body, her mind. 

“Master, don’t do that. Please? You are...you are God. You cannot let her take that away from you. Please, don’t? It’s so perfect for you to rule us all.”

Hearing her voice, it was like a fog lifted from his brain. She was right, of course.

Control was sexy. But his control was best of all. And he couldn’t give that up. Not for forever. 

“Tasia,” said Warren, “Edith. I want you to restrain my wife.”

In unison: “Yes, Sir.”

Not strictly necessary—but it was a nice visual. Their naked bodies pressing in on Melinda's. They dragged her into the corner, and his cock, hard and ready, waited to finally enter her. 

“No.” Melinda shook her head, struggling mightily against the two. “Warren, no. You can’t do this. You can’t. I’m your wife. Despite all this. Is this what you really want? Some fucking...some slave? You can’t. That’s not you, Warren. It’s not. We’ve been through too much. I know I hurt you, I know I did, but we can work it out, can’t we?”

“Melinda,” Warren shook his head. “I need you to understand something before we go any further.”

“Of course, dear.” She nodded fervently, as if he was giving in again. “Anything.”

“Identity—how we treat ourselves? It’s just memory. And I can change anyone’s, now. Joan’s. Yours. I can make Joan, and you, act any way I want. I don’t have to work it out with you. I don’t have to forgive you. I don't have to be forgiven by you. I can just erase it all. All that anguish can be gone in a moment...and will be.”

Melinda tried again to back away—but Tasia and Edith held her firm.

Warren smiled, and started to swing the watch one more time. “And you, none of you, will be able to do anything about it.”

* * * * *
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MELINDA AND JOAN LAY before him on the bed, their beautiful bodies totally naked. In the dim light of the bedroom, they looked almost like sister. The other slaves had gathered around the bed, on their knees, softly praying to their new Master. Catherine, Belle, Katie, Tasia, and Edith—all of them absolutely as under his control as Melinda and Joan now were.

He had won. Now, it was time to celebrate.

Other nights, he knew already that he would take whoever struck his fancy that day. He'd set them to competing for his attention. But not tonight.

Tonight was special. Tonight was a victory. Tonight was purely about Melinda and Joan, the two women who had fucked up his thoughts for longer than any other. 

His cock was long and hard already, dripping precum down on Joan's legs, and then Melinda's, and then Joan's again. They giggled merrily, sliding the thick substance of it up and down their shiny, youthful skin.

“What may I call you?” Melinda asked. “I want to call you the right thing.”

“What did you have mind?”

“There are so many titles. So many thoughts. All good ones. I cannot decide. Your name is too...too intimate. Especially for these other ears.” She cast a rather arrogant glance toward the other slaves left off the bed. “But Master is so perfect, but then, they all call you Master. I could call you Daddy?” she suggested idly. “My paternal, intimate owner. Or perhaps Husband. Or God.”

“He is God,” Catherine insisted. 

“Or Sire,” Melinda continued effortlessly. “Or Lord. Or King. So many options to choose from. I don’t know how I’ll ever narrow them all down to just one.”

“Why need it be one at all?” Joan asked. Her feet came up on his torso, sliding around down and getting her feet slick against his cock. 

“Of course.” Melinda smiled indulgently, tweaking her nipples in anticipation. “My LordKing. My MasterDaddy. My GodHusband. You are all those things, aren’t you? Oh yes.”

Joan's attentions had drawn Warren down into her body. With relish, he lowered his cock inside of her belly again. God, but he wanted her fucking pregnant with his load! What if the fucking the night before hadn't done it? He would have to keep filling her, and filling her, and filling her, until she was totally his. Until she was pregnant from his attentions. 

His cock pushed hard into her furiously hot canal, so warm that it felt like she was burning against him. Her gorgeous cunt was almost painfully tight around him as he slammed his member into her depths, her sex spasming wildly around the massive invasion. Thrusting harder and harder, his mind became lost, thoughts filled only with the words of the slaves around him, encouraging him to fuck her harder. The foremost among these was Melinda's.

“Call him your God!” Melinda moaned. “Tell him what he is!”

“Yes, you’re my God!” Joan nodded, eyes insane with lust. “My God! My DaddyGod!”

With Joan writhing in bliss beneath him, it was tempting to unleash his babymaker batter in her already. 

But no—with as virile as he felt, there was only one place he wanted to dump his seed. All the self control in the world allowed him to exit the moaning, blissful, orgasming Joan and to push her roughly aside before spreading Melinda's legs wide.

“Yes!” Tasia moaned behind him. “Oh, fuck her please! Fuck your wife! Fuck her until you know she's loyal!”

That was exactly what he was going to do. For too long, too goddamn long, Melinda had denied him a child. No longer. 

Sliding deep into his wife, all these women cheering him on, Warren truly felt like his inner sex god had been unleashed.

“Yes!” Melinda cried as he thrust into her. “Oh God! My god! You’re going to knock me up, aren’t you? Oh fuck, you’re going to get my fertile little cunt just full of your seed!”

Her voice turned into an orgasmic cry, a high, continuous whine as Warren fucked his huge member inside of her tight, hot body. With every stroke, he forced her body to become more open to him, but always it was perfectly tight, squeezing and gripping him in all the right ways in all the right places. She possessed the perfect fucktunnel for his ultimate cock. 

“That’s right, slave. My hot little slavewife. I’m going to get you as pregnant as they come.”

“Yes, Sire, please!” Her voice was delirious now. “Do it, oh god do it please! Knock me up! Knock me up for the rest of my life!”

Tugging hard on her hair, he erupted inside of her. All it would take to fill her totally would be just a few spurts of his potent cum, and yet he pumped more and more into her—always more. His voluminous load seemingly unending, and her womb greedily absorbing every last succulent drop. 

Slowly, breathing hard, he exited his cumdrunk wife, watching with pleasure as she orgasmed still. Her fingers shot to her pussy, pulling as much of the excess cum as she could and swallowing it down. If he thought he had earned a reprieve, he was wrong. Already, Joan started in on his cock, sucking it dutifully with her beautiful, thick lips. Within a few minutes, he would be back up to full hardness, and ready to fuck again. 

That was right and good. He had so many hot babes to knock up at his leisure, after all. 

* * * * *
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THE AUDIENCE BEYOND the curtain was ready. Warren was ready. He adjusted his sleeves and cleared his throat, stepping out onto the stage and basking, finally, in their warm welcoming glow of applause. The applause he had earned—the applause he had earned.

After they quieted, he held up his hands and began to do a few flourishes. His suit was expensive, though of course he received it for free, and now had a gorgeous young tailor in the city on his hypnotized retainer of women—and showed off his rugged form in a tight v-shape of manly power. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he announced with a smile, “I’d like to introduce you to my award-winning act—The Hypnotism Hotties!”

The girls danced out onto the stage then, each of them with eyes full of worship for their glorious master. Their reverence for him displayed in public, before an enormous audience. 

No more illusions, no more tricks. All hypnosis, all night long. Oh sure, Katie and Belle started off with a few card tricks, showing off their cleavage and legs to the audience just to get them warmed up—but they were billed as a separate act. Warren’s act was all about Warren—just as he knew he had earned. 

Larry and Barbara ran a terrific security firm for him. 

There was a full house tonight, as there was every night. The women were the draw, of course. With their hypnotized minds at his absolute disposal, the busty young beauties had no issues at all about wearing the skimpiest outfits that Warren could imagine. The only thing holding him and his team back was his imagination. 

Melinda would dress in a minidress entirely composed from feathers. Tasia would wear nothing but carefully arranged leaves in an effort to mimic the biblical Eve. Belle would just walk around in a string bikini and high heels, like a car model, with the one difference being her top hat and white gloves. He would have two or three of his retinue walking around town in the days leading up to a show, going out to a bar and handing out fliers, instructing his women to flirt shamelessly with everyone—men and women—that they came across. Catherine, with her comely good looks and girl-next-door aura, was especially good at reigning in new male audience members.

But what kept the crowd engaged after the first five minutes was witnessing true, actual hypnosis.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Warren said, an apologetic smile on his face as the incredible beauties paraded before him, “it’s a simple thing to perform hypnosis. It truly is. Even my assistants can do it. And you know, I’m sort of tired tonight. A bit under the weather. How about I leave them to it?”

The crowd would cheer, of course, eager to see more of the scantily-clad women bustling about the stage. 

It then became a sort of vaudeville act. This was all part of the regular show: Warren would come out and hypnotize an audience member. Then he would leave—called away by something or other, an emergency at the warehouse, a fire down by the docks—and Tasia would sneakily start to hypnotize people in his name. Then Catherine and Edith would rush around, trying to set everything right and only causing more chaos—hypnotizing the women to act like men and the men to act like women, hypnotizing Johns to be called Nathans and the men acting like dogs “corrected” to act like cats. 

At the show for this particular night, Melinda and Joan didn't do much. They were pregnant, after all—and he wasn't going to risk his progeny for anything. 

With their incredible bodies, and being only a few months pregnant each, Melinda and Joan barely showed. If anyone asked Joan who the father was, she said she’d had a donor. Publicly, she and Edith were still firmly lesbians, after all. 

He had every intention of knocking up the other girls—but only after Melinda and Joan finished their terms. When they got far enough along to have to stop entirely, he still wanted to have a show running and touring, after all.

It was possible, he supposed, to just hypnotize more girls into being his assistants, but seven was probably enough. 

Probably. That didn’t stop him from fucking whatever hot little lovelies he came across in bars after the show. They went home with a smile on their faces and a hot load in their bellies—with a trigger to contact him if it ever resulted in a pregnancy. He had enough money to take care of anyone that he gifted with that most precious gift.

At the end of the night, after all the chaos, triumphant finale of having every hypnotized member of the audience do an incredibly orchestrated dance number right before the crowd. 

It was silly. It was lofty. It was sexy. It was daring.

It made Warren a ton of money—and he made sure every night that the crowd left dying to see more, and desperate to spread the word on social media. 

At home, Warren had no complaints. 

Some nights, he hypnotized Joan into becoming his doting, loving wife. Adoring everything about him, always ordering his other girls around the house as the Supreme Mistress of the house. Even Tasia submitted totally to her will. Other nights, most nights in fact, he let Melinda do it. She was a beautiful woman, after all, and a real doll so long as she had her priorities straight. And Warren and the watch would make sure she always would. 

His home was a real home now. His home. His life was his life. And whether in the bedroom or on the stage, Warren received the adulation he knew he had earned.

# # #
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Mesmerizing His Best Friend
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Lane and Jessica showed up at the residence, each a bit intimidated.

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

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

“That’s a three story house, Lane.”

He nodded again. “Yup.”

Ugh. It was like drawing teeth with him. 

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

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

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

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

“Yeah?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But no. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gross,” said Jessica, eyeing the photographs.

“Yeah,” said Lane. “Take a look.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” she said. 

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

Lane came back inside and handed her a bottle.

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

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

“Hear what?”

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

“Maybe he had cats?”

“Dylan said there were no animals here.”

“Let’s go find out,” he said.

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

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

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

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

Lane nodded. “I guess not.”

He bent down. 

“Hey, look at this.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can I see it?”

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

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

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

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

* * * * *
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“JESS? ARE YOU OKAY?”

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

A surprised smile slid over his face. 

“You okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Why wouldn’t I be okay?” 

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

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

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

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

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

That was an understatement, if there ever was one.

“You...you do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You want to go down on me, here?”

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

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

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

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

“Kneel down.”

She did so happily.

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

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

“The bra, too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was really fucking hot, she decided.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmmhmmmm!”

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

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

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

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

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

* * * * *
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“HOW’S MY LITTLE LOVESLAVE doing?” 

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

Girlfriends were supposed to be agreeable.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She took it. “This button?”

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

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

“Just...just try it and see, okay?”

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

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

He shut the door behind her.

“What’s that for?” she called.

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

“Okayyyy...”

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

And then her world exploded in happy, thoughtless bliss.

* * * * *
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JESSICA FELT HERSELF coming back online, brushing her hair in front of the mirror. It was thoroughly shiny and sexy, just like Lane deserved of his girlfriend.

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

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

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

Yes. A slave. 

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

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

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

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

That would be so cool.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He stroked her hair. She purred happily. 

“What is it, love?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yes, Master.” She nodded intently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ohmygodohmygod!”

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

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

“Yes, Master!”

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

“Anything you ask,” she moaned.

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

“I’d steal for you.”

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

“Yes! I’d lie!”

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

“Murder.”

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

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

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

“You have no will but my will.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Miss Fellows. That’s right.” 

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

“Is that your husband? Your kids?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Except for this young brat, of course.

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

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

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

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

“Of course they’re real!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m calling school security.”

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

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

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

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

* * * * *
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“OH GOD, MONICA, I’M so sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The PA system dinged. 

“Monica, come to the Coach’s office.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“O...kaaay?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?” said Monica.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sex. Ick.

“Is that a threat?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh...oh.”

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

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

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

Monica, horrified, stood up and starting walking out. 

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

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

“I don’t have to—”

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

* * * * *
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“I’M SORRY I’M LATE, everybody.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, girls?” 

No response.

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

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

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

Um, yes please. 

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

Wow, wow. Oh wow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Why not become a cheerleader? 

Why not become the best cheerleader? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m so jealous,” said Angela. 

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

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

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

And she wanted him to.

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

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

Run? 

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

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

Valerie drew in a shocked, perfectly excited breath.

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

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

“Yes,” he said, “ I have.”

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

“Daniel, that’s...that’s...that’s...”

“Evil? Despicable? Deplorable? Shameful?”

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

Too bad for all those cheerleading cunts, then.

“That’s really fucking hot, Daniel.”

He seemed taken aback. “What?”

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

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

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

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

“Fucking...shit. Wow.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does it work? The control?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Undress her, girls,” said Master Daniel.

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

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

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

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

God, that was so fucking hot!

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

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

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

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

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

I’ve got my Master.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Obediently, she nodded crawled over to answer the phone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

# # #
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Mesmerizing His Bride
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“You’re what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know that, it’s just...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I...um...I apologize, miss, and...”

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

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

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

“Fix it,” said Daniela. “Now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Daniela seemed clearly annoyed. “He said what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Paige always did what her MasterHusband said.

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

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

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

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

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

Daniela was frowning at her.

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

Oh, no. Oh god, no.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry?” said Daniela.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Of course he did.

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

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

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

“Proof of what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who would believe us?”

He shrugged. “Good point.”

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

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

“Do you know Paige?”

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

“That’s the one.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You okay there, Daniela?”

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

“You want to know what I think?”

Not really.

“Of course, Joey.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please do this for me, Joey?”

“Do...do what?”

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

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

“Daniela...Daniela, I...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded. “You’re right. Sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And Daniela had told him to believe it. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Paige seemed rather upset that Daniela was there. 

“What do you want?” 

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

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

“I understand that. And I just—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Took you long enough,” said Daniela.

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

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

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

“Right.”

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

“Here, give me the watch,” he said.

“What?”

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

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

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

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

“Paige, can you hear me?”

She smiled dreamily. “Yesss.”

“I’m Joey, Paige.”

“Jo-ey...”

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

“Did you want to marry Charles, Paige?”

“No...”

“Why not?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck, fuck, fuck, oh fuck. 

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

He smiled. She would be sated soon enough.

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

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

“You don’t want to marry Charles.”

“I don’t want to marry Charles.”

“Charles isn’t good enough for you.”

“Charles isn’t good enough for me.”

“You want a real man.”

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

“I’m a real man.”

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

“You want to belong to me.”

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

“Want to belong to you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You love Paige,” said Master.

“I love Paige,” Daniela purred.

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

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

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

“Paige, finger Daniela.”

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Paige, continue to indoctrinate Daniela.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Clean her off,” he commanded.

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

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

He seemed to be considering.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s better,” said Master.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Paige had learned some fun things from Daniela.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Master seemed to notice her initial sadness, though.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Paige completely agreed, of course.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned. 

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

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

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

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

The honeymoon was just beginning.

# # #
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Controlling The Girl Next Door
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Jared couldn't believe what he had found, cleaning out his grandfather's trunk in his closet.

His parents had assigned him any number of odd jobs to take care of. This was number one hundred and seventeen, and he was getting a little nervous. There were only one hundred and thirty things on the list, and once he stopped taking of them, he was afraid they were going to start charging him rent. 

Up until this point, everything in the old trunk had been fairly dull stuff. Old outfits with gross color combinations and wide collars, packets of letters from pen pals in Germany and Australia, dusty old parts of models of trains and small wintery towns, that sort of thing.

Then he came upon a videotape. It was tied with twine to a thick remote the size of a chalkboard eraser and a weird-looking helmet apparatus, gold metal with little violet glass pieces inlaid upon it.

It was all odd to him: the apparatus, the clicker, and especially finding a videotape—his grandfather would have already been quite old by the time VHS had even been invented. 

Maybe that was why Jared immediately went downstairs from the attic, into his bedroom, and dusted off his old VCR from his closet.

Jared had gotten the VCR as a birthday present when he was about ten. The very next year, DVD took off, and he had to save up and get a player of his own seven years later, as his parents had been scared off from buying any media-output device from then on.

Now, Jared was twenty-five, still living in his parents home. Five months ago, he had been laid off from his telecommunications job. It was a kind of blessing, as he had never liked it very much, but he did miss the regular paycheck.

He also missed the freedom of being on his own and doing whatever he wanted, when he wanted. Living with his parents, now, was humiliating. They didn't charge him rent, and his mother made home-cooked meals every night, and somehow that made it all even worse.

Sitting down in front of his small flat screen television, he popped in the VHS to the old VCR. He was happy to find that both of the old artifacts still worked. 

The video flickered on, showing some kind of interview session in a white room. There was a woman sitting on a chair.

A man's voice said, “Is it on?”

The woman said, “Yes. I see the light. It's blinking.”

“Wonderful.”

A face came into view—his grandfather's face! Younger, though. Much younger than Jared had ever seen him. He was wearing the same crown that Jared had in his hands. His grandfather adjusted the camera for a moment, and then moved back behind the camera.

“All right,” his grandfather said. “I have this remote here. We are testing it, yes? Seeing whether it works.”

The woman nodded. She was strikingly good looking—wearing a dark blue pantsuit. Her lovely brown hair was done up in a thick ponytail above her head. 

“I want you to tell me how you feel about me,” his grandfather said.

She shrugged. “You're a nice man. You pay me well. You don't ask for unreasonable things.”

“And in a romantic sense?”

She blanched. “Really, Doctor?”

“This is for science, my dear. Please.”

“Fine. I don't really have any romantic feelings toward you. When I first worked here, you asked me out, and I declined. You were very professional about it, which I appreciated then and now.”

“Wonderful,” said the doctor.

Jared heard a clicking sound, and then a deep humming, and then a bright purple light flashed across the screen.

“How do you feel now?” his grandfather asked.

The woman just moaned in response, staring forward blankly.

“You feel wonderful,” said his grandfather.

“Wonderful,” the woman echoed, nodding happily, smiling.

“You always feel wonderful when I'm around.”

“Always wonderful when you're around.” Her smile grew wider, a flush moving up her neck.

“You've adored me for some time now.”

There was a cut in the tape. Static filled the screen for a moment. 

Jared found his cock was hard as a rock. Was he holding . . . did he have some kind of mind control device in his hands right now? Was that what the crown and the clicker were?

The picture came back. The woman had her shirt off now, her fingers shoved deep inside her pussy. Her other hand was massaging her tits through her skimpy, lacy bra.

“You are my slave.”

“I am your slave,” said the woman, pouting hotly and pouring herself into the words. 

It wasn't blankness on the woman's mind, Jared realized. It was zeal. She so firmly believed everything she heard that no other thoughts could fill her head.

Jared felt his cock pushing up through his shorts. He kneaded his cock through the thin material, rewinding the tape.

“I am your slave,” the woman breathed.

He rewound it over and over. 

“I am your slave,” the woman breathed again. Hotter and hotter each time.

His pants slipped around his ankles. His shaft already slick and hard with precum. How was he supposed to do anything else? He paused the video on her blank face, small bits of drool sliding down from her lips.

His arm pumped furiously as he jacked his hand up and down his cock. Above him, the air-conditioner switched on. His seven-inch shaft was completely slick, and jacking off seemed almost an afterthought to the feeling of the air pressing in so forcefully on his wet, sensitive shaft.

The woman on the screen was so hot. She was so controlled. This was so surreal. He had to come. He had to. He couldn't help it. She couldn't help but obey and he couldn't help but come.

Groaning, he spurted out onto his hand, the thick white cum filling up his palm quickly. He struggled to shift around, grabbing a tissue off his nightstand before laying back on his bed. It took him a moment to clean everything, to let his thoughts clear.

Okay. 

Okay.

Now he could concentrate. He needed to get himself under control.

Control. That was the word of the day, wasn't it? At the foot of his bed was a device that would allow him to control whoever he wanted, fuck whoever he wanted, whenever he wanted . . . 

No. Himself. He needed to stay under control.

He needed, no matter what, not to run wild with this device and put every girl he could find into a deep, everlasting trance that would forever bind her to his cock.

Oh god. He was getting hard again. He sat up on the bed, putting his shorts back on and staring down at the device, at the image of the controlled woman still on his television screen. 

He couldn't do anything like that.

That was immoral, to do something like that. To take some hot babe like Mrs. Russell across the street, and fuck up her whole mind into thinking he was her total god, dominating every thought she had for the rest of her life to think only of his greatness and his cock.

Fuck. 

Okay.

He needed to get someone else here, that was the solution. 

Contemplative, he stepped over to his bedroom window. Outside, he could see Carmen Russell sunbathing her sumptuously hot body in her white, pink-striped bikini. Mrs. Russell's stepdaughter. 

He had always really like that outfit. She was flat out gorgeous, just like her stepmother. 

Light brown hair, viciously long legs, wonderful breasts that were just the right size to spill out of a man's hands, and the kind of face that he imagined ancient Valkyries were supposed to have. Severely sexy, with an elegant, regal turn to her nose, full lips, and that delicious kind of distinction to her chin and jaw that models had. 

She had modeled, he knew. Little vanity shots for  local businesses. He had jerked off to them more than once. Anybody she talked to knew she had big aspirations of going big time. Probably she could make it, too.

Maybe he could convince her to come and take a look at this tape, give him a second opinion?

Yeah, sure, he told himself. That's all he wanted from her. A second opinion.

* * * * *
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CARMEN WASN'T SURE what to make of Jared Harrison, even as he led her over to his house. 

It was the first time she even ever really been on his lawn. The Harrisons' house was always a strange one within Meadow Heights. Most of the residences were large estates, with enormous swimming pools and multiple layers of backyard, and a three-floor minimum, like Carmen's house. Her father was an engineer, and made enough to own the house completely, no mortgage at all.

The Harrisons, though, were teachers, or librarians, something like that. Something low-paying.  Their paltry little two-story, fourteen hundred square foot house reflected that. They had moved in long, long before the property values went up. Carmen thought smugly that, even so, they would still be paying the mortgage on it when she was earning her third graduate degree on her father's dime.

It was nice to have some privilege, to enjoy a place in the world. Her forays into modeling were just reflections of that part of her personality—it wasn't about being admired, for her. No, it was about showing off.

Jared Harrison was usually nice enough, she supposed, but it seemed like every time she or her stepmother were outside, he had some reason for being outside as well.

When Carmen was sunbathing, he had to trim the hedges.

When Carmen was washing the car, he had to wash his car, too.

When Monica, Carmen's stepmother, was doing yoga in the gazebo in the backyard, he was watering the backyard lawn.

These little instances added up. She and her stepmother talked about it quite often. They were close in age—Carmen only eighteen, and Monica twenty-five. 

At first, Carmen had found this proximity in age a little disturbing, and grew distant from her father for a time. But, she found Monica to be a really wonderful person—giving and thoughtful—who was used to all the pressures Carmen had felt at high school as one of the hottest girls around. Monica always had killer advice on what to wear, what to say to guys to turn down dates and let them down easy, and how to know when someone was only talking to her for her looks. Carmen was going to college at the end of the summer, and Monica was full of good thoughts on which classes had the most men in them.

But, today, Jared didn't seem like he was only talking to her for her looks. Even with Carmen wearing nothing but a teensy string bikini, a tiny near-transparent white wrap around her lovely ass serving as a skirt, and a pair of pink platform sandals—he looked her in the eyes with every word he said. 

Though, Carmen noted with a certain satisfaction, it did seem to be something of a struggle for him.

“It's just, really important. I think it could be important, you know? Like really important.”

“You mean it's like, important?” Carmen teased.

He didn't seem to catch on. “Yeah, exactly! Like, for science!”

She rolled her eyes as he turned around and stepped inside the house. She followed him in, and immediately crinkled her nose. The smell of cat urine was permeating through everything.

“Do you have cats, here?”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “Tom and Jerry.”

“Jerry was a mouse.”

“Well,” he shrugged. “Not in this house.”

“Look,” she said, striking her hands through the air. “No offense, but this place stinks, and I really don't like cats. So, whatever it is you need to show me, let's do it outside.”

His face changed then, though he still smiled. The smile went from wide, open, and excited, kind of like a boy's smile, to something cold. Something more knowing and mature.

“Okay, Carmen,” he said. “You're the boss. Wait here, okay? I'll be right back.”

She did wait, taking a look around. Every floor was covered in gross carpet. There were pictures of people everywhere. Family, she supposed. The walls were covered in bad paint and worse flowery wallpaper. Where was the art? Where were the plants? Who could live like this?

She heard steps thump down the stairs.

“Carmen, pay attention,” she heard him say, and then there was a bright, violet light.

* * * * *
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CARMEN LOVED THIS HOUSE. It was such a nice place. She was really glad Jared had brought her here. 

“I'm just, so impressed by the décor here,” she said. 

They were in his bedroom. This was her favorite room in his house. That was a perfectly natural thing to feel, to really love this bedroom that was so great.

“Thanks,” he said. 

She was on his bed. She was sitting next to him on his bed. She would have been uncomfortable—he was so much older than her, after all, but she liked this room so much that it was okay just to sit there. 

And the smell of the place! She inhaled deeply. It was heavenly.

“So what did you want to show me? Besides this ultra-cool room, I mean.”

It was an ultra-cool room. He had posters of half-naked women everywhere, interspersed with tall decals of skull-clad video game heroes and sports teams she hadn't heard of. It was a totally great room to be inside of, at any time.

“It's this videotape,” he said. “I want you to watch some of it with me.”

He pressed the remote. 

“VHS?” she asked. “That's really . . . old.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It's okay, though.”

Sure, right. It was okay. Keep an open mind, Carmen. New experiences can be really fun. She believed that totally.

The video started playing. There was an old man for an instant, and then a young woman answering questions. Soon she was repeating everything she heard. The video skipped around, and then the woman was masturbating.

“Jesus, Jared!” Carmen stood up. “Is this a porno? Is that why you brought me here?”

“No!” he said, protesting. He paused the video. The woman's face was lolled to one side, her face in ecstasy. “Look! It's real life. This actually happened.”

“Pornos actually happen all the time.”

“But . . . no, I mean he really controlled her. He used this stuff.”

He pointed behind her on the bed. There was a clicker and a crown-looking thingy.

“You can't be serious.”

“I really am.”

Carmen looked down at him. Her eyes trailed down to his crotch—he was getting a boner! Oh, gross! He looked panicked, suddenly, like he saw what she had seen.

Enough was enough. She didn't care how great of a room this was, she had to leave right now.

“Look,” she said. “Clearly you're, um, really excited by all of this, but I'm not. So I'm leaving.”

She walked to the door. She heard some shuffling behind her, the bed springs groaning. Her hand was around the knob when he said her name. There was a flash of violet.

* * * * *
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GOD, JARED WAS SUPER cute. Did he have a girlfriend? She hoped not. She wanted to fuck him.

She wanted him to be the one to fuck her. Her first. The thought bounced around her mind happily.

They were on his bed. Her hands were on his thighs, happily stroking him through the fabric of his shorts. His bulge, quite visible, quite delicious-looking, was just beyond where her fingers stroked. 

Not for long, though.

“So, this device, I think it's not really total mind control. I think it just encourages people to believe whatever they hear. Really, really encourages them. I guess my grandpa kept it secret, somehow. Or maybe he just never used it after the first time.”

“Uh huh.” she said, sliding her hand up around his thick bulge. It was so warm. “Did you know I'm a virgin?”

“I wonder—ooooh kaay.” Jared shuddered, leaning back. “I did . . . didn't tell you to say . . . no, I didn't know that.”

Carmen giggled. “You're really fucking cute, did you know that?”

“Oh yeah?” he leaned back into his bed and the pillows there. 

She leaned in, getting on her knees on top of the bed, crawling toward him. With a deep yawn, Jared leaned back even more, and smiled at her confidently

“Oh yeah. Super cute. You're probably the cutest guy in the whole town, I think. I would be, like, really lucky to be able to hang out with you whenever you wanted.”

“Is that so?”

She nodded, leaning forward. Her lips perilously close to his. 

“I don't know how I can help myself around you. You're so cute. You're probably the cutest guy in town. Can we hang out? I would feel really lucky if we did that”

She shook her head a bit, staring at the ground. Had she just said that? 

Her eyes found Jared again. Who cares what she said? He was so cute.

He brought up a hand to her face, cradling it slightly. His breath on her lips. She moaned and slid forward, melting her mouth to his. Her hands stroking on his bulge even harder.

She brought one hand forward on the bed to steady herself, and hit something hard.

“Ow,” she said, picking up the gold crown from before. It fascinated her, for some reason. “Hey, what is this, anyway? Weren't you going to tell me?”

He smiled. “I've shown you already.”

“Shut up!” She said, laughing. He was such a tease. “No, you didn't.”

“I did. Remember? I explained how it protects the wearer from the effects of the remote. I figured it out by watching the video a few times.”

“The remote?”

“The one that makes people believe that whatever they're told. And then when the effect has worn off, they don't remember.”

“Wait a minute,” said Carmen, shaking her head. She stood up and looked at the screen of his television. The woman there, her face so open and . . . turned on. So full of pleasure. 

“Hold up. That woman didn't remember any of the commands she was given?”

“Nope,” he grinned.

“Why are you grinning like that? That's disgusting! I mean, could you imagine if you gave me some command, and . . .”

His grin only widened. He started stroking his cock through his shorts, just like she had been. God, but she really, really wanted to get back to doing that. But this was...this was important! Things started to click together in her head

“Oh god, Jared, is that why you're grinning?”

He nodded, openly staring down her cleavage. On instinct, she propped her body forward a bit to give him a better view. Then she backed away, tripping over her big heels a bit. She kicked them off.

“What the fuck, Jared? I wish I could hit you right now.”

“But you can't.”

“No, I can't.” She smiled at him, so happy. It was so nice to say something she believed in. “I couldn't imagine ever hurting you.”

Wait, but, no. No, that wasn't right at all. She shook her pretty head, not catching on. How could she be so mad at him when he was so fucking cute? She just wanted to kiss him and have him hold her and say everything was all right.

“I'm sorry, Carmen. I just wanted to see if really worked.”

“And it does?”

“You find me attractive, right?”

“Uh, yeah. You're a stud. Like, every girl I know daydreams about your cock filling her up. You're probably the cutest guy in town ohmygod.”

She couldn't stop shuddering, moving back to the door, shaking her head. Her big, blue eyes were wide open.

He sat up on the bed, moving forward some. “What's the matter? You were enjoying yourself.”

“Jared, that's not the problem though. I really believe that about you.” She put her hands to her head. “You are super cute. I want to make out with you right now, even though I know already that you've done this to me! You could make me do more, and I would want even more! It's wrong!”

It was hard to process, but he was putting the crown on again. She knew that meant . . . that meant something was going to happen. Why was her pussy getting so fucking wet?

“Say,” he unzipped his pants, “making you want more. Now, that gives me an idea . . .”

“N-no! Don't, Jared! Please!”

He brought the clicker up again. In a flurry of motion, she knocked it out of his hands, and ran out the door.

Oh god, he was going to show her his cock. It was probably beautiful. How was she running away from his wonderful, super hot cock? She slowed when she got down to the bottom of the stairs. Was this going to be something she was going to regret this for the rest of her life?

She heard him tumbling after her, shouting her name. She whimpered. He was so cute. No one that cute could all bad, could they?

No! Mind control, Carmen! Get it together! He gave you those thoughts! They're not real!

She ran out of the house, across the street to her own. She saw her stepmother's car in the driveway. Good. The two of them could fight together. And then she could tell her all about this incredibly cute boy that she just had this immense crush—no!

No. 

She flew inside the door.

“Hey, cool lady!” Monica chirped. “Where are you—wow, what's the rush?”

Her stepmother was a svelte, hot young woman. She kept in perfect shape from swimming one hundred laps every day in their expansive backyard's Olympic sized swimming pool. In the past, they had both seen Jared watching her from his bedroom window. 

Today, Monica wore a slim crimson sundress, with dark leather heels. Her long dark blond hair was perfectly coiffed to one side. 

“Don't answer the door!” shouted Carmen.

The beautiful teen rushed upstairs rushed into her room, her little translucent cover falling away. She only had her bikini on now. 

She panicked for a moment. What could she do? How was she going to avoid his super wonderful cock forever when he was such a fucking cute hot guy that she wanted to lose her virginity to?

Maybe it wore off? That was her only hope. She cranked up the stereo so she couldn't hear him, and then sat down in the corner of her room, hands pressed up against her ears. As she closed her eyes, all she could think about was her big fucking crush on Jared. God, would he still go out with her when this was all over? That would be super nice of him. 

Suddenly, her stereo turned all the way down. Hands were on her wrists. She didn't know what to do! She refused to open her eyes, squirming, backing away.

“It's okay, Carmen. It's all right.”

It was Monica. Oh, thank goodness. She opened her eyes. 

“It's all right, dear.” Her stepmother's smile was pure comfort. “It's really all right.”

Carmen breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, Mom! Is he gone? I was so worried. I felt sure his stupid device could work through doors, and . . .”

She started looking at Monica—really looking. The older woman was staring at her with a fixed, almost euphoric smile. Her eyes sort of blank. The grip on Carmen's hands only got tighter and tighter.

“He found a window, actually. But it's all for the best. Obedience is pleasure, Carmen,” she sighed happily. “And I've found the perfect boy for you to obey.”

Carmen heard Jared's footsteps. She knew there was no running, no fighting, now. She stared up at him, the crown on his head. She moaned a bit, biting her lower lip. 

At least he was cute.

* * * * *
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CARMEN WAS HAPPILY giving Jared a handjob, staring adoringly in his face as he watched TV. He was naked. Carmen was seriously happy about that, staring at his body however much she wanted. There was some recording of models walking down runways. He said it was giving him inspiration for his new career. 

So much of what he said went straight over her pretty little head. That was okay, though. He was so handsome and smart. He was the most handsome man she had ever seen. For a moment, he just stroked her hair.

She had amazing hair, she knew. It was thick and told the whole world how badly she needed Jared to fuck her at every second. It matched her perfectly hot fuck-me-while-I'm-making-you-dinner body. At every moment of his delectable handjob, she made sure to tilt her back perfectly, so he could see straight down her cleavage in her tiny bikini. 

He looked her in the eyes. Carmen swooned helplessly. She couldn't even describe what made him so handsome. He just was. It was the same way the sky was blue, or up was up and down was down.

“I've changed you, Carmen. I made you this turned on to me.”

“Oh fuck,” she cooed, stroking him harder. “Really? That's super cool.”

His cock twitched in her hands. Little spurts of precum ran down it. It just made her strokes even slicker.

“I made you enjoy the fact that I've changed you, too.”

She felt her pussy tighten up. “Oh wow. You really did. Gosh, Jared you're the best boyfriend ever.”

“I really am,” he smiled. “You don't pass five minutes without an orgasm, did you know that? It turns out I can even make your body believe things outside of your control.”

As if on cue, an orgasm spiraled through her body. Hot torrents of pleasure shot up and down her pussy, her torso, her hot erect nipples, creeping up her face. She stroked him ever harder. Fuck, but she needed him to cum.

She moaned appreciatively. “Do you think . . . wow, do you think you could change me even more?”

His smile widened. Her heart skipped several beats.

“What did you have in mind?”

“What if I loved you even more? What if . . . what if I came just from touching you?”

He pulled out his thick clicker again, putting his crown on with the other hand. “Let's find out.”

“Masterrr,” came Monica's voice. “What do you think?”

She walked in the room carrying trays of small sandwiches, decked out in peach-colored lingerie. Stockings and frilly garters decorated her legs. A tiny lace bra somehow held up the delectable mass of her gorgeous tits. Small silk gloves with diamond bracelets adorned her hands. 

“Is it hot enough for you, Master?”

Carmen felt Master's cock twitch even harder. 

“Fuck,” he said.

He snapped his fingers. “Mouth. On me. Now.”

As if she were nothing, he pushed Carmen aside. Her stepmother gingerly set down the sandwich tray and eagerly took Carmen's place, sucking down Master's rod like she was starving. Every solitary inch of him seemed to drive Monica into new heights of pleasure, her thick luscious lips shiny with precum almost immediately.

Carmen slid back up on to the couch, pouting. Master was j-just about to ch-change her! This was so unfair. And, watching him fuck Monica was . . . weird.

“B-but Masterrr . . . you can't dooo that. That's my step mommy . . . this is . . . this is . . .”

He frowned at her and pressed his button. 

When Carmen came back online, she saw her sisterslave Monica sucking off the man of her dreams. That was hot. That was really, really hot.

Jared was better than a boyfriend. He was Master. That was so great. He deserved lots of women serving him. As many as he could possibly dream up.

“Fuck, she's sucking you so well, Master,” Carmen cooed. “You really deserve that. You deserve her hot mouth on you like that.”

“Mmmphmmm!” Monica moaned out.

“I hope you cum in her mouth, Master,” Carmen moaned. 

She put her hand down on Monica's head, stroking the hair there. Pushing her down on Master's cock just a little harder. She layered kisses on Master's face and neck. 

Hot little mews poured out of her mouth as she looked up at her Master with big, blue eyes.

“Cum in her mouth, Please? Please do it. I need to see you cum so bad. Oh please, Master.”

He convulsed hard, wrapping his legs around Monica's waist, pulling her tighter into the couch. 

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”

“Thank you, Master,” Carmen whispered fervently. “Thank you.”

It was so wonderful, seeing him cum. A holy experience. She would speak of it to everyone she knew. It would be the first thing out of her mouth in every conversation she had for the rest of her life. 

For several moments, he continued to shudder and Monica continued to slurp him down, moaning enthusiastically. Finally, his momentum seemed to taper off, and Monica started cleaning him. Licking his shaft up and down like an obedient sexkitten. Carmen was envious.

“Shall I make you hard again, Master?” Monica asked between licks. “I'm sure I can do it. And I know Carmen wants you to take her hot virgin cunt. It belongs to you, after all. That slumber party with all her friends,” she giggled, “well, all her hot friends, anyway, isn't due to start for another two hours. That's plenty of time for you to totally dominate my stepdaughter's pussy, isn't it?”

Carmen moaned into her Master's neck. Oh please, please, please. She could only whimper out her need, desperately wanting him to make it so.

Already, he was twitching, his re-hardening cock slapping against Monica's cheek. Her skin there all smeared with his perfect cum.

“Take off that swimsuit,” he said to Carmen.

She whimpered affirmatively, so excited. He was going to take her. He was going to be her first, her only man ever! This was so wonderful. She ripped off the suit, unveiling the entirety of her perfect eighteen year-old tits, made only for him.

Monica's face beamed as she licked and kissed her Master's cock, lit up with equal parts hope and pride.

Carmen displayed herself on the couch before him, spreading her thighs wide, but holding her shins. All bunched up like that, he could see just how perfect her abs were, how trim she kept her blond pussy. 

It did not take long at all for Master to get hard at the sight of her like that, especially with Monica adoring his cock.

He crawled forward, shoving his bare member inside her easily. His cock was already well-lubricated, and Carmen had been wet since the moment she had first met her beautiful, perfect Master. There was one sharp moment of cleansing, hot pain, and then only building pleasure from then on. 

His cock was enormous inside of her pussy. She had never felt anything so big and filling. She felt so womanly, so fertile and feminine. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Monica cooed in his ear. “Fuck my stepdaughter, please! Fill her full of your hot cum. She needs it.”

Carmen nodded as he drilled inside of her, his thick shaft pushing aside her tight folds like they were nothing.

“I need it, Master!”

Huffing as he fucked Carmen, he grabbed her tits for leverage to enter even deeper. 

“Cum in her, cum in her, cum in her please!” Monica's eyes were growing maniacal with her pleas.

“Cum in me, cum in me, cum in me please!”

The two traded off chants like this for their Master, needing him to hear their endless devotion. There were several perfect instances when he just stared into Carmen's eyes, grunting out his sweet passion for her.

His vigorous pumping increased, and Carmen knew instinctively he was getting close. His face contorting wonderfully with unstoppable bliss. Her own orgasm approached with his. She knew totally that when he came, she had to cum, too. That was wired in her now.

He came at last, and Carmen knew completion, screaming out her own hot orgasm with him. His thick, hot ropes of cum filled her body like nothing else had. Euphoria washed through her body. She felt warm and glowing, her body vibrating with this warm liquid purpose that now possessed her. Carmen knew, finally, that she had found her place in this world. 

This was what she needed to be doing for the rest of her life—serving and pleasing her wonderful Master, and trying to get others to do the same. Her house was his house, now.

# # #
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Controlling the Sorority
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Alyssa, Kappa Phi Theta sorority house president, pushed her thick, rich chestnut locks of hair back from her face, sitting across from chemistry graduate student Rick Brandt at a table in the study on the bottom floor of the sorority house. Rick was having trouble hiding his obvious arousal at her proximity, which was a situation that Alyssa was more than used to at this point in her life.

It was important, when she was trying to schmooze some guy, to overflirt a little. She couldn't just flirt—guys like Rick, chemistry nerds who had never had a date in their lives, wouldn't pick up on that—so she had to be completely obvious. 

This meant playing with her hair a lot, smiling and giggling at all his jokes, touching and squeezing his hands at frequent intervals, and letting her platform sandal-heeled foot slide between his brown loafers.

Rick had tried the old tutor's tactic of placing the work in front of the student, so that she would take ownership of it. Alyssa, of course, knew all about this tactic, and knew that ownership of the work was the last thing she wanted. Feeling sly, she slid her hands across the table, letting her watch catch on the paper, and wrapped a few dainty fingers around Rick's wrist. The paper was right back in front of him, now.

“Gee Rick,” said Alyssa, “I really thought you could do this for me. I mean, you're so smart and all. I don't think I would ever learn how to do all this science by myself.”

The study they were in had wonderful acoustics, and Alyssa's melty, velvety voice sang off each board of the wood-trimmed room. For a study, there were not many books—mostly just thick leather couches and the one large table, with several incredibly comfortable high-backed wood chairs.

He blushed. “Well, yes, but—”

Her smile brightened a little, trying to be encouraging. “I know it just comes so naturally to you, this chemistry stuff. I wouldn't ask if I thought you couldn't do it. But if you're saying you can't, then . . .”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “No, I can do it. I can do all your homework, easily. I mean, this is only Chemistry 205. I'm a grad student. I could do this stuff in my sleep.”

“Oh, really?” 

Alyssa bounced forward and slid her hands all the way over his. She knew the movement had allowed him to see down her tight sweater, straight the sultry line of cleavage between her firm, 36D tits. If he tried to move his eyes somewhere else, the chances of his gaze landing on her terrific bare legs—clad only in a pair of cut-off jean shorts that really were only good for covering her terrific ass—were rather good.

“That makes me so happy, Rick.”

“It's j-just . . .” he was staring openly now. “I'm supposed to be your t-tutor, and you . . .”

“I know! And you'll be a great tutor by showing me how to complete all the work. I'll catch on eventually, I know it!”

Although, she thought, Rick certainly wouldn't. And even if he did catch on to what Alyssa was doing, he wouldn't be able to stop himself from working for her. No one ever had before. 

Boys were such easy things for Alyssa. All you had to do was give out a wink here, and a squeeze there, and they'd be putty without her even needing to promise anything. All she needed to offer was the suggestion. They filled in the blanks themselves, better than Alyssa ever could.

“I'm just so glad I have a good friend who's so good at this kind of stuff, Rick.”

He smiled sheepishly. “Well, I mean, it's just . . .”

She leaped on his hesitation. “You are my good friend, right, Rick? That would make me really happy to know. To know that,” she let a finger dangle on top of one incredibly full breast, pretending to consider all of life, all at once, “Like, whenever I need, I have someone I can call on. For a test, or a study buddy, or even in the middle of the night, if I'm feeling all lonely.”

“Oh . . .” his eyes widened. “Yes, Alyssa. That's me. I'm your guy. You can call me whenever. At night. You know. When you need a shoulder to lean on. Or whenever.”

“Great!”

She stood up, looking up at the clock. It was nearly one o'clock, and there were a lot of preparations needed still for the big party tonight. 

“Okay, well, you have to get going now. There's a lot of stuff I have to take care of.”

“Is there um . . . a bathroom I can use . . . ?”

Alyssa resisted the urge to wilt her nose. Seeing the pathetic bulge in his pants, she knew exactly what he wanted the bathroom for.

“There's one down the street, a few blocks from here at the gas station.” She shrugged. “Sorry, we only have um . . . ladies bathrooms, here.”

“In a house?”

“I know! It's weird, huh?” she shrugged. “Anyway . . . off you go!”

He left without further complaint, gathering up all of his materials and shuffling out the door. She watched him watching her push the chairs back in to the large study table. Every move she made was of intense fascination to her, probably getting logged at the top of his mental jerk-off rolodex. She took a sort of pride in that.

Being a magnificent hottie, like what she was, made her life much easier by default, but what was “default” had never been good enough for Alyssa. If she was going to get hand-outs, she wanted the best hand-outs. If boys were going to give her pretty jewelry because she was attractive, she wanted the best jewelry.

That's why she chose Rick to “tutor” her in chemistry. He was some prodigy at the school, probably going to earn the nobel prize one day. So if she was going to have someone do her homework for her, it would be the best person in chemistry.

She was worth it, she knew. Worth all of this attention. Alyssa had been winning beauty contests since she was twelve. 

By the time she was eighteen, several millionaires and foreign princes had offered up their fortunes just to spend a single night with her. She turned them down, of course—she knew that with age, she was only going to grow more beautiful, and there was no sense in cashing in on an investment when it was still peaking. 

And besides that, men and women fell all over themselves to do what she wanted anyway.

Now, at the age of twenty-two, she ate whatever she wanted, and still maintained the picture perfect 34-18-36D body that she rocked at that very moment. Her muscles were toned and firm from years of cheerleading and gymnastics and now-daily cardio, and her hair—effortlessly thick, floating down to the middle of her back, the perfectly sexy shade of chestnut brown—just completed the package. 

The cocktail mixture of Brazilian, Russian, Native American, and Asian heritage had made her face into a work of divine beauty, or so she told herself every day, staring in the mirror. 

So for guys like Rick, she could play the helpless little girl to manipulation's sake, but she knew there was no one more powerful on the planet than a woman who knew she was gorgeous.

The Kappa Phi Theta sorority house was the finest on the Grant University Campus. When Alyssa had arrived there in her first year, it had been a nerd's sorority. All the girls had been working hard to try and maintain some kind of educational equality with the men on the campus.

Watching Rick leave, enjoying her control over him, Alyssa reflected on those girls from the sorority before she had arrived. knew their struggle was totally pointless. Men would fight tooth and nail for their spots on the top, and when they saw women gunning for those spots, there was bound to be trouble. 

Now in her fourth year of college, her third year as president and one year away from graduating, Alyssa had established with a firm, beautiful hand the sorority that she wanted to be in charge of. Each and every girl was eighteen years or older, eagerly working day and night to make Alyssa happy.

The better way to gain power, the easier way, the more natural way, was just to convince men that what they wanted all along was for a woman by their side, guiding their decisions and taking all the benefits of their hard work. Alyssa, so far, had never encountered a man who wasn't happy to give up everything he had for gal that he was sweet on.

Rick finally closed the door. Alyssa took a moment to stretch out gorgeous limbs in the large entryway of the house. 

Lots of guys were sweet on Alyssa. The last time she bothered to check, over fifty counted her as a girlfriend, and made themselves exclusive to her. She had an extra cellphone just for all the traffic they gave her. 

For each boyfriend, she arranged photographs of herself in her panties with a shirt on; the fools thought that thought that meant she was seriously liking them. 

Each and every one of them, she had convinced she was from a poor family and needed cash for rent every month so that she could stay on campus and see them once in a while. 

Meanwhile, her savings account and multiple investments in mutual funds just grew and grew. 

There were very few women on the planet that could get away with such behavior. Alyssa, though, was easily one of them. She loved being that pitch-perfect combination of gorgeous, arrogant, and cute that made men want to fuck her and serve her nonstop.

And it was precisely because of her enormous power over men that she felt free to exercise such gleeful control over women. If men were in charge, then all she had to do was get the men on her side. 

Part of her long-reaching plans to do that involved this very night—the party she had mentioned to Rick.

Tonight was the sorority's annual pledge party, where all the new eighteen year-old girls who had been selected as good enough to be possible members would hang out and socialize with the small, exclusive sorority. 

There, Alyssa would be observing, waiting for the slightest mistake. 

Then, she would make an example of the girl in question.

Last year, it had been a pretty young Midwestern redhead who had made the mistake of referring to the sorority as Kappa Pi Theta instead of Kappa Phi Theta. 

Alyssa, seizing the opportunity, berated her for twenty minutes, completely verbally deconstructing her wardrobe, her hair, the cute gap between her teeth, and her freckles. The girl went home in tears, and did not even have the stomach to start her semester at Grant University.

This sort of ritual abuse kept the other girls in line, so that Alyssa hardly had to do anything but express a desire for something before it was done for her. This was why all the boys on the campus thought she was so sweet and fun, and all the girls were deathly afraid of her. 

This was also the reason there were only twenty to thirty girls in the sorority at any given time. It was easier to keep a tight grip on something that was small. And besides—Alyssa only allowed the truly gorgeous to be in the sorority—there was no point in being in charge of anything or anyone less.

Alyssa hopped upstairs to her room, admiring the lovely carpentry of their ornate staircase. She needed to confer with her second-in-command, twenty-one year old Giselle, about some details about the party. How many boys they needed to invite to keep the social lubricants humming, and how much alcohol to make sure they had, that sort of thing. 

Giselle had always been good with details like that, that was why Alyssa had chosen her to be her vice president. There were elections, of course, but the girls just voted how Alyssa wanted them to. 

This was also why Alyssa had allowed Giselle to be her roommate—it was good to keep a close watch on the girls who were most likely to try and take power away from her, after all. And, with as gorgeous as Giselle was, it wasn't inconceivable that she would try.

Alyssa stepped inside her bedroom—or rather, her suite. It had its own kitchen, two bathrooms, a living room, and two bedrooms. One of the bedrooms had been converted to Alyssa's personal study—she preferred to sleep with Giselle in the room. 

She enjoyed knowing there was someone in the room with her when she slept, and she was rather sure that Giselle had a crush on her. All the better, then, to arrange for Giselle to see her naked and in her underwear as often as possible.

In the bedroom, Giselle was in front of her large, gilded mirror, humming a tune as she brushed her thick mass of dark hair. Her smile was vacant, her eyes almost blank. Giselle had gorgeous dark skin, the kind of smooth chocolate that seemed almost edible when you were close.

It was a little eerie looking at her as she sat and hummed and brushed her hair. In fact, Alyssa didn't even think that Giselle had registered that her roommate had arrived. This annoyed Alyssa, of course. Her presence was one to be, if not celebrated, as least gracious for.

“Hello?” she said loudly.

Brushing a few more times, Giselle turned slowly, that same erotic, satisfied smile on her face. The erotic nature of her smile reflected the same erotic nature of her outfit. She wore a clingy pink slip, her dark breasts practically hanging out of it. Her platform heels were easily six-inches high, made from completely transparent plastic. A little pink, ruffly collar decorated her neck.

“Oh, hello Alyssa. It's so good to see you.”

On the counter behind Giselle, there was a silver remote and a gold crown. Alyssa tilted her head, examining them.

“What are those?” she pointed. “Did you get a new television or something?”

“Those?” Giselle barely turned. “Oh. Don't worry about those. How are you, dear?”

Alyssa didn't like having her questions avoided. She certainly didn't like being called “dear.” But if Giselle wanted to be obtuse, Alyssa felt confident she could work around it.

“How was your morning?” she asked, changing the subject.

“Oh, it was delightful,” said Giselle. “I was with Carmen the whole time. You know, that pledge?”

Alyssa did know. She felt Carmen had a lot of promise. A true rich, privileged snob. There was a great deal of potential she saw in that girl. Alyssa enjoyed molding young hotties into queens of seduction like herself. 

It was just too bad the girl dressed like she was Amish, locked up inside of drab, gray dresses all the time. It was like she didn't want anybody knowing she had an amazing body to advertise. Still, that was something Alyssa could work on with the girl. Men liked women that showed off.

“Oh, right.” Alyssa said, as if remembering. Of course, she already knew that was what happened—there was very little in the house that Alyssa didn't know about. “You guys went shopping, right?”

“Sort of. She wanted me to go meet her boyfriend, first.”

“Meet her boyfriend?”

“Yeah. She said it was really important to meet him to understand who she was. She felt it would improve her chances to get in to Kappa Phi.”

This was something that Alyssa hadn't been aware of. She supposed the boyfriend was a relatively recent development—she remembered Carmen had listed herself as single on the application a few months ago, back in the middle of the summer. 

“Totally.” Giselle bit her lower lip, looking as if she was trying to hold in a shudder. “He's pretty great.”

“What's he do?”

“He um . . .” Giselle shrugged. “He really loves Carmen. He's just, completely good to her.”

“No, I meant, how does he make money? Or is he a student?”

Giselle shrugged, smiling, her eyes drifting upward. 

“He could be a student. I'm not sure really. We didn't talk about it.”

“What's his name? Maybe I know him.”

Or maybe she could get to know him. If he was a student, then he would be in classes, and Alyssa was always looking for new men she could convince to do classwork for her. He didn't even have to be that good at it—it was good just to have a pool of workers she could motivate. 

And if he had any money—which he almost certainly would need to, to bag a snobby bitch like Carmen—then Alyssa wanted to be the one to relieve him of such a monetary burden.

“His name?” Giselle looked confused for a moment. “I mean, I know what to call him, but I don't really know his name, per se. I didn't think it was important. I mean, do you really need to know someone's name for him to be the most perfect man you've ever met? For him to be your boyfriend like, right away?”

Alyssa was taken aback. This was certainly an odd development. She watched Giselle's slender hands move up her tiny slip to her thighs, the dark-skinned girl breathing heavily and licking her lips.

“You don't know his name, or what he does, and he's your boyfriend now, too? And Carmen's? Girl, would you listen to yourself? This sounds nuts! Did he drug you or something?”

“Drug me?”

Giselle crossed her legs and then her arms, turning away.

“That's a little harsh, Alyssa. That really makes me wonder if you know what it is to fall in love, like, right away. Are you saying it's impossible for someone to fall in love at first sight? Like, that you are just so totally suddenly in love that you knew you had been that way your whole life, and that everything that ever happens from now on will be perfect and wonderful because your hot, studly man wants you around sometimes to suck his big, perfect yummy cock?”

A bizarre tinge had filled Giselle's gaze. Alyssa wasn't sure how to react to the diatribe. On a scale of one to crazy, Giselle was sounding like a full-on loon.

“He's just wonderful, Alyssa,” Giselle said. Her voice had added a lilt to it, like she was singing. “I'm sure you're going to think so, too.”

“If it's um, all the same to you, sweetie, I think I would rather not have whatever it is you've had.”

Giselle tsked, shaking her head. She reached behind herself and slipped on the crown that had been sitting on the counter.

“What are you doing?” Alyssa asked. “What's with the stupid crown?”

“Oh, it's not stupid. You'll change your mind. I did. I was so scared at first. I watched him wipe out Carmen's mind right there in front of me. She asked him to do it. Begged him to wipe her clean. And then while he sucked out every single one of her thoughts, she sucked on his big, beautiful cock. He just hit the remote on her again, and again, and again, ordering her to cum while he wiped out her mind.”

A deep, prescient sense of dread of developed in the back of Alyssa's throat. She tried to move her legs, but found they were frozen with fear. Desperately, she tried to move them again as Giselle kept talking.

“And then he started coming toward me, and I was so terrified . . . but that was silly. All he was offering was bliss. Why wouldn't I want to feel wonderful all the time? He showed me how silly it was to want anything else. Obedience is pleasure, after all. That's something everyone ought to know.”

Alyssa started backing toward the door. There was no way to know what was going to happen next, but she was certain she didn't want to be a part of it. 

“Here,” Giselle said, smiling brilliantly, holding the remote up and aiming at Alyssa. “Let me show you what I mean, okay?”

“N-no,” blurted Alyssa. “I-I don't think . . .”

A hot purple light that filled the room.

* * * * *
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HER THOUGHTS HAD DISSIPATED entirely. Worries and concerns slid down beneath a hot, easy soil of arousal, a fertile area for the wonderful ideas that Giselle expressed.

Alyssa found herself sitting on the bed with one of Giselle's smooth, lovely legs wrapped around her own. That was nice. Giselle was so nice. Everything was so nice when Giselle was near her. They were such good, close friends. It felt natural to share everything she had with her.

Alyssa had been kind of a prude earlier. She didn't remember about what, but she knew it was true. It would be way cooler of her to just sit and talk things out with Giselle. 

Keep an open mind, Alyssa. Experiment. That's really important.

“I have something to confess,” Giselle said, stroking Alyssa's hair. “I . . . “ the pretty dark-skinned girl took a breath. “I have like, an enormous crush on you. I didn't really know I was into girls before? But I really, really am. And I'm especially into you.”

Alyssa felt her heart thumping fast. Oh wow. That was so honest, so open of Giselle to say that. She felt like she had to reciprocate the honesty, somehow. 

She didn't know if she was a lesbian, of course. But Giselle was really so very pretty.

“I mean, I really like you, Giselle, I just . . . um, well . . .”

“It's important to experiment, Alyssa. We're in college.”

That was true. That was probably one of the more true things that Alyssa had ever known. It was tattooed on her pretty little mind, right next to “Drink water,” “Eat food,” and “Breathing is essential.”

Alyssa inhaled deeply, taking in Giselle's exotic scent.

“You smell so good,” Alyssa cooed. “I didn't know before how good you smelled.”

Giselle giggled, hugging her friend tightly. The crown Giselle wore knocked against Alyssa's head a bit, but that was okay. It was a pretty cool crown. It was probably the coolest piece of headwear that Alyssa had ever seen, so it was totally fine that Giselle was wearing it.

Alyssa took the opportunity to hug Giselle back, to inhale her scent once more.  God, she felt sooo soft!

Alyssa knew she deserved to use Giselle as her one-time bisexual college experiment, deserved to do whatever she wanted with her. She was that beautiful, after all. They both were.

“I'd really like to talk about this under the sheets with you,” said Giselle. “I'd be way more comfortable there. Is that all right?”

“Under the sheets?” 

Alyssa considered. Giselle was so warm. 

And Alyssa really, really loved being warm, loved having hot sensual heat run through her. 

And more than anything else, Alyssa loved being close to Giselle. And she, of course, knew she deserved to feel good, like how Giselle was sure to make her feel.

“ . . . sure!” she chirped finally. 

There weren't many times in the past where Alyssa had ever been this close to another girl. But surely, she had wanted this. There wasn't much she wanted more than to press her hot, young body against the perfectly gorgeous toned warmth of another young babe like herself. 

Alyssa got everything she wanted.

They moved under the sheets of the bed, each girl still with their heels on. It was more fun that way, somehow, their heel-clad feet sliding on top of each other under the silk sheets of Alyssa's enormous bed. Their legs were both so long, and that made the whole situation more exciting. That there was so much hot, young smooth flesh from both girls, so eager to press and rub against each other.

“So, like, you should know Alyssa, like I was saying, that I'm kind of into girls, now, too,” Giselle purred, advancing on Alyssa. “I didn't know that I was, but Master made it all make sense.”

That was something Alyssa wanted to discuss. Who this Master fellow was, and why Giselle kept talking about him when Alyssa was clearly the hottest thing on two legs and was right there in front of Giselle, holding her so tight. But it was so hard to concentrate on what she wanted to say—letting Giselle speak her mind was incredibly important.

Alyssa really wanted to be a great friend.

“So, what I'm saying is, overall I mean, is that I'd really like to kiss you, Alyssa.”

“Oh,” whispered Alyssa. “Oh . . . I mean, I'm not . . . not sure . . .”

She was being coy. She wanted to be kissed by a girl, wanted to experiment and explore. It was very strange, after three years in college, that she hadn't done so before. Experimenting was so important.

Giselle moved her head forward, sliding her nimble tongue between Alyssa's hot lips briefly and then pulling away. It was so hot, so wet. Rarely if ever had Alyssa had such a delightful experience that had ended so abruptly.

“Oh . . . um . . . wow,” Alyssa said, stumbling over her words in a rare display of true emotion. “Giselle, wow . . .”

Giselle said nothing, just looking at Alyssa with heavily-lidded eyes. Her hand sank down Alyssa's bare torso and slipped up inside of her cunt. Alyssa moaned for half-a-second, and then pushed Giselle away gently.

She didn't want that; not yet, anyway. Maybe after a week or two of heavy kissing and petting. But right away, a girl's fingers touching her down there? It was too much, too soon.

“N-no,” she protested. “I like you, Giselle, but I want to . . . I want to take it . . . sort of slow, you know? It's just—ohmygod your hands are. So. Soft!””

Giselle nodded sympathetically. “I know, sweetie. Here, look at this.”

Keeping one hand pressed firm on Alyssa's pussy, Giselle turned and grabbed the remote off from the night stand table. Alyssa had a moment of panic and wonder, and then her mind blinked off as the purple light blinked on once more.

* * * * *
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WHEN SHE CAME BACK online, she was kissing Giselle. And, this time, she was indeed really kissing Giselle, her tongue sliding over her roommate's mouth, her hands pawing at the black girl's considerable bust.

It was all finally happening. Alyssa was living the dream. Here she was, in her gorgeous bed, making out madly with her gorgeous roommate. No, her gorgeous girlfriend.

Alyssa knew she deserved such a gorgeous girlfriend like Giselle. A mega-hottie like herself could only function if she had someone as educated and delicious as Giselle attending to her pussy whenever she wanted.

Kissing all the way, Giselle slid her face down between Alyssa's thighs. Alyssa pushed the soft silk sheets aside so she could watch her beautiful girlfriend's heated face. Giselle licked Alyssa's tight crotch, her tongue sliding against the denim of her brief shorts.

“Oh please,” Alyssa moaned. “Please, baby. You have to lick me. I need your tongue down there!”

Giggling, Giselle pulled down Alyssa's panties down her long, perfect legs, tossing them aside. 

Oh gosh, thought Alyssa. She's so fucking pretty. I'm so happy I deserve such a pretty, pretty girl as my girlfriend.

Taking in a deep, luxurious breath, Giselle started licking Alyssa's clit. It was heavenly, like it was something she was already an expert in. Easily, Alyssa could imagine that Giselle had been taking pussy-licking classes for the past three years.

She started with slow, hot slides of her tongue over Alyssa's small bud. These licks sped up over time, but remained gentle little laps, not too much pressure. Soon, Giselle had reached a rhythm that had Alyssa bucking her hips into her girlfriend's face.

Each tiny little lick pushed Alyssa further and further into the abyss of bliss. It was so easy not to think when Giselle was such a good licker. And Alyssa knew she had to cum for Giselle. That was what good girlfriends did. They just came, all the time. They let their thoughts slide out of their head and felt the hot, perfect tongue pressing so wonderfully on their needy clits and just surrendered to that hot, steamy pocket of pleasure just aching to be released. 

“Oh, Giselle!” Alyssa cried. “Oh, love! I'm gonna—gonna—gonnaaa—!”

Giselle only moaned in response, swallowing up Alyssa's pleasure. Her eyes remained fixated on this girl she had just hypnotized, totally transfixed from enacting her Master's will.

Alyssa came, the bliss rocketing through her body. She squeezed her thighs tight around Giselle's head, her hands digging into the mattress beneath her. Thoughts flew out of her mind, no longer important. Nothing really was nearly as important as having Giselle's tongue on her pussy. 

Giselle moved her mouth off the pussy of the moaning beauty.

“So, tonight will be a lingerie party, right? And you'll cancel all the invitations to the guys?”

“It . . . will? I will?”

Purring in rapture, Giselle slid the tip of her tongue across Alyssa's still-trembling clit. Alyssa forgot whatever it was she was going to say.

“Of course you will, sweetie,” Giselle said between licks. “I want it. Don't you deserve to do what I want?”

“Oh yes, Giselle! It's just . . .”

Giselle kissed her clit once more. Drowning in the sensation, Alyssa's thoughts vanished once again.

“Yes, Giselle,” she purred. “Of course, Giselle.”

Anything Giselle wanted. Alyssa would be the best girlfriend ever for Giselle. She could hardly accept anything less.

“There's one more thing I need you to do, sweetie,” Giselle said.

“Yes?”

Giselle held up the remote, biting one lower lip in a hot show of arousal. “Look right here?”

Alyssa just almost recognized that remote. It was an important thing. It was . . . it was doing things, somehow.

“Wait—”

Her voice was quickly drowned out by her girlfriend's commands.

* * * * *
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ALYSSA WAS PLAYING with herself in the thick, wide bed where Giselle had adored her pussy only a few hours before, waiting for the clock to read eight forty-five. Some time ago, she had dressed herself completely in her hot yellow lingerie. 

This was what Giselle had told her to do, and Alyssa did what Giselle said. Alyssa had to be the best girlfriend on earth so that she could have the best girlfriend on earth. It only made sense. She could only be the best girlfriend if she made Giselle happy, and doing what Giselle said made her happy.

Gorgeous was one of many possible appreciative adjectives to describe the display of Alyssa's breasts inside the skimpy silk halter-top arrangement she had decorating her mouthwatering curves. Two thin strips of yellow stretched down from her neck to the g-string panties and garters at her waist,  a long diamond of naked flesh showing from her neck to her belly-button. 

Perfectly proportioned abdomen muscles, daily attended to from her rigorous cardio routine, held her tight frame even tighter, her enormous tits practically spilling out of the frail cloth. 

Bright, lacy white stockings were on her legs, each notated with little yellow bows right above the knee. They eased down into the tall four-inch designer pump heels that would have cost her over a thousand dollars if she actually paid for them (instead of convincing a “boyfriend” to do that for her). The heels, as tall as they were, made keeping her legs in the air as she fingered her pristinely precious pussy a precarious proposition, but she managed to make it work. Mega-fine girlfriend babes like her were made to wear tall, sexy heels, she knew. 

It was eight thirty. The party was due to start at eight. Alyssa knew all the girls in the house had come home on time and were ready to go—she could hear the voices downstairs. And she knew they had all arrived together—Alyssa had ordered them to be punctual. The girls did what Alyssa said. She deserved their obedience, after all, for being so hot and sexy and as wonderful as she was.

All of them, pledges and sorority babes alike, thought there would be boys there tonight—hot guys from all the different fraternities. Hot, rich guys that could decide their whole futures if they really wanted.

They had no idea that Alyssa had not bothered to advertise the party at all that day. They certainly didn't know that Alyssa had taken pains—under Giselle's instruction—to make sure that as far as the campus knew, the sorority was completely closed off for the night. 

As the head of the house, all the other frats and sororities called her to invite her girls to different places. They also called to see if they were allowed to attend any events at the Kappa Phi Theta house. Alyssa, of course, had been turning them all down, her fingers in her pussy, gasping and breathing hard as she obeyed again and again with each new phone call.

The clock turned to eight forty four. Alyssa quickly gave herself one more hot cum, her fingers sliding up and down her wet clit, her tiny panties moved to the side.

“Giselle,” she let out. “Ohhh Giselle!”

After several seconds, the peak of the bliss passed, although her body still felt amazing, as if being massaged with angel's wings. Gasping and breathing hard, hot juices sliding down her incredible legs, Alyssa strutted over to the mirror, giving herself one last check.

Ravishing. 

No, better than that. 

Perfect. 

She looked perfect for Giselle. Together, they were going to show this sorority exactly who was in charge.

She walked downstairs, but oddly, no one was around. There were noises, like moans and chanting, coming from the study. That was odd—why were the windows into that room closed, all of a sudden? It had been a late-addition to the house, built under Alyssa's tenure as President (for free, of course—the carpenter still sent Alyssa little woodwork hearts every month), which was why the windows were still there at all. Alyssa thought they looked cute.

That was why she made sure everyone knew not to close them. Why have cute indoor windows if they were just shut all the time? Curious, Alyssa approached the room

Just as she did so, Giselle stepped out of it, smiling as she saw Alyssa.

She looked . . . sensational. A gold and red slip covered her incredibly slim, long torso, the front of it made of mesh and lace, cupping and displaying her large tits. The sides were totally transparent and led down into sexy garters that attached to bright red stockings. The contrast of her beautiful dark skin and the hot redness of the lingerie was mesmerizing. 

Alyssa squirmed helplessly, looking at her. She loved her so much. Had she told her? She had to tell her.

Right away.

“Hi, love!” she said happily. “You look . . . wow! You look amazing!”

“Oh, yes.” Giselle nodded. “He wouldn't allow anything else.”

A serene smile arrived on Giselle's face, apparently thinking about whoever “he” was. Alyssa felt enormous stabs of jealousy run through her heart.

“You keep saying 'he.'” She put her hands on her delicious hips. “Am I supposed to know who you're talking about?”

Taking one hand, Giselle grinned. “Just come with me.”

Alyssa followed, loving the soft, slender silky feel of Giselle's dark hand. 

Heat pressed off the door to the study as purple light flooded beneath it. Alyssa, for some reason, felt herself getting turned on again.

Warm, hot tingles ran over her pussy, watching Giselle's round, tight behind as the chocolate-skinned beauty opened the door. They both entered and Alyssa stepped past Giselle, who then locked the door behind them with a thick key. Alyssa could not take her eyes off her beautiful love's sensational rear, so firm and well-muscled.

Giselle's ass was so pretty. All of Giselle was so pretty. Giselle was the best girlfriend Alyssa could ever hope for. She would never want anything more than her.

She heard moans from behind her. Alyssa realized she had not actually bothered to look inside the study before entering it. She turned around, a little confused.

Forming two rows down to the far end of the study, all twenty of her sorority sisters and all twelve of the potential pledges were on their knees, fingering their pussies. Each one had a purple glaze to her eyes. 

At the far end of the study, at the end of the two rows, there was a young man sitting on the thick lounge chair near the fireplace, a big silver remote in his hands. He wore a golden crown, the same one that Giselle had worn earlier. 

Two gorgeous women were kneeling beside him, one attached to each leg. Alyssa recognized the brunette—it was the new pledge, Carmen. And beside her—that was her stepmother, Monica, who had been there during the interview so many months before.

“What . . . what is this?” she asked. 

Giselle didn't answer, happily skipping in her tall heels past all the kneeling sorority girls to greet the man with a sizzling hot kiss. His hand slid up inside of the crack of her ass, grabbing there hard. She squealed in delight and pressed her big tits against the side of his head as he examined Alyssa.

“Ah, hello there, pet,” said the man. 

“Hello pet,” the sorority girls chorused, one after another, eyes still full of purple light: 

“Hello.” 

“Hello.” 

“Hello.”

Each echo was breathier, weaker than the last. As if none of the girls could dare make their ideas or thoughts very loud in his presence, even if those words were the same as his.

“Damn,” he said, eyeing Alyssa up and down. “You are even hotter than Giselle and Carmen said. Why don't you come and get on your knees like a good slave?”

The slaves echoed again: 

“Good slave.” 

“Good slave.” 

“Good slave.”

“What?” Alyssa asked, taken aback. 

She stepped back toward the door. Get away. She should . . . get away, somehow. But . . . but Giselle was soooo pretty, and right there in front of her . . . her luscious face contorted with her inner struggle.

The man on the chair looked confused. “It's me. Jared. Your Master. You should come kneel . . .” he gestured at the empty space between his lap. “Right here, between Carmen and Monica.”

Carmen and the blonde, Monica, nodded happily, giggling and cooing at each word coming out of Jared's mouth.

“Right there,” the sorority girls all whispered. 

“So lucky.” 

“So jealous.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” Alyssa scoffed. “You must have me confused with someone who would possibly want to date you over Giselle? So . . . whatever thing is happening here, I don't need to be a part of it. Come on, Giselle. Stop this . . . whatever it is you're doing, and let's get out of here.”

For a moment, Jared looked confused. He turned to the dark beauty pressing her tits in his head.

“Giselle, what did you say to her?”

“I did as you commanded, Master. I indoctrinated her into my service, and had her arrange this party for you.”

“Did you tell her how important it was to worship me?”

Giselle shook her head, still smiling happily.

“No, Master. That was not part of your instructions.”

He sighed, putting a hand to his face. He noticed Alyssa's shocked look.

“Slaves these days, huh?”

Alyssa stepped back toward the door. “G-Giselle,” she blurted. “W-what's happening? Why are you calling him 'Master?' Why is everyone on their knees? What's happening? Did—”

Something about the crown sparked a memory in Alyssa's head. Something about . . . something about a light? 

Had she always wanted to Giselle to lick her pussy so bad? Maybe she just wanted to kiss her a lot? She could hardly imagine life without kissing Giselle, after all. Her hand reached the door, but it was locked. Oh, that's right. Giselle had done that. That was very smart of her. Giselle was so smart and wonderful and—no!

Alyssa put her hands to her gorgeous head, trying to clear some of the hot, heavy, delightful fog there.

“D-did you do something to me, Giselle? Baby?”

“Yes I did,” purred the hot sorority girl. “I made you into my hot little girlfriend. Isn't that so sexy? You were kind of a snob before. I guess you still are, but now you'll lick my pussy whenever I want. Won't you?”

Alyssa whimpered. She could not help but feel her pussy moisten when Giselle's voice, pussy, and licking were all rolled up into the same sentence. 

“N-no . . .” she lied.

Jared whispered something to Giselle, who smiled and began to strut toward Alyssa. The tall beauty's hands ran across all the mouths and open, wagging tongues of each kneeling sorority girl. The purple had faded from their eyes, now, but they were still openly staring at Alyssa and Giselle with happy lust, sliding pretty fingers across their aching hot pussies. 

There was so much heat in the room. It was overwhelming, just like Giselle's sexy strutting approach.

“Of course you will, sweetie,” said Giselle, drawing close. She slid a hand up Alyssa's lingerie-clad midsection. “You'll do all sorts of things for me, now. Pretty soon, you'll do all sorts of things for Master.”

“W-why are you calling him that?”

Giselle giggled. All the other sorority girls did as well. It seemed like a natural thing, an instinctive reflex—something to do whenever someone questioned their man's authority.

“I'm calling him Master because he is Master. My Master, your Master. You just don't know it yet. And these other girls are nothing more than your sisters in service, just like I am. You'll see that very soon.” 

She slid her arms around Alyssa's neck. Lost in the purity of bliss from her girlfriend's touch, the hot, luscious babe was helpless to resist. She could not even truthfully say that she wanted to resist very much.

“And what's happening,” Giselle whispered hotly, tilting her head, “is that you're going to become a good slave to him, just like I am.”

Alyssa whimpered, again, before saying loudly. “B-but I don't want to become a slave . . .”

“Silly girl,” said Jared. “Your wants aren't important.”

A purple light flooded the room.

* * * * *
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A HOT, FIRM TONGUE slid across her own. She was making out with a girl again. This time, it was with some third year redhead named Yolanda, on top of a coffee table. How fun was that?

A guy was watching. That was so cool. He was a cute guy, too. He was like, probably the cutest guy Alyssa had ever seen. A guy that cute really deserved to watch Alyssa do all sorts of stuff. Giselle was between his legs, blowing him happily. One hand was in the stunning black girl's thick dark hair, guiding her to suck him exactly how he wanted.

The other hand was on his remote.

Jared was doing something to her, something to her with that remote, and that was cool. That was like, really cool. 

She had to correct that, feeling Yolanda slide a hand onto one perfect tit. Jared was doing something to all of the girls in the room. 

That was even cooler.

All that cuteness he had, all that power—a guy like that really needed to have Alyssa with him. There was nothing more amazing than a super powerful man with a gorgeous woman behind him, cheering on every single move he made and begging to watch him take over even more people, places, and things.

There was all this power, he had, right at his fingertips. It was time to put on her special magic. She knew that with her looks, she could make any man do what she wanted. Just because he had some way cool remote with special hot powers didn't mean he was immune to what she was putting out.

She slid out from the redhead's cooing grasp, sliding up onto one of Jared's big hunky legs. Her wet pussy slid against his naked thigh, and her tall heels pushed against the faces of Monica and Carmen. They just kissed the expensive leather of her shoes, seemingly overwhelmed with passion for anyone close to their Master.

Alyssa watched it all, and she felt...she felt so fertile, knowing that he could fill her up with his perfect hunk seed at any time he wanted...

“Hey there, stud,” Alyssa cooed, layering sugar on every word. “Gosh, you must be such a man, controlling these girls like you are.”

He smiled, slamming Giselle's head up and down on his cock a little more. Alyssa thought that was so sexy, how he just had to fuck himself with the gorgeous babe's mouth even harder because Alyssa was so close. Because Alyssa was so hot.

“I'm probably the hottest girl in town, you know.”

“Probably,” he breathed. 

Between his legs, Giselle moaned happily, each noise punctuated with slurpy wet slams to the back of her throat.

“Doesn't it just make sense for me to be like, the head of this little sorority you've made, then? I mean, it's something I already do anyway. And, clearly, I'm totally hot. And I totally deserve it.”

Her hair bounced through the air as she tilted her head and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Don't tell Giselle, but I'm even prettier than her. So, shouldn't I be in charge of her? You could convince them of it. You could let them all know how I'm the queen bee. Your queen bee.”

“Do you know what, babe? That's not such a bad idea.”

He picked up his silver remote. Very carefully, she wrapped her hand on his. 

“Mmm . . .” she moaned just for a second. “Could you let me watch you cum in Giselle's mouth, first, sir?”

Gently, she pushed the hand on Giselle's head away. 

This was a duty she could perform for him most admirably. 

Bunching Giselle's hair up, she stared lovingly in her Jared's eyes, ramming Giselle's hot, wet mouth harder and harder on her boyfriend's cock. 

“Could you let me watch, Sir? Please, Sir? Please cum in her mouth while I guide you there? Please?”

Surprise—delighted and even a bit relieved—more than anything else, flooded her boyfriend's mind. 

“You like that, huh?” he grunted out. “You like seeing me fuck your girlfriend's face?”

“Oh yes, Sir. Fuck my girlfriend's face. I know she deserves it. Please! Please cum all over her hot face, Sir!”

His free hand came up to fondle Alyssa's tits. She moaned in hot adoration, pumping Giselle's head back and forth even harder. Her lingerie ripped apart under his grip. That was so hot. He was so strong, tearing away her clothes like that.

“Let her watch you, Master,” Carmen moaned.

Monica nodded. “Please, Master! Let us all watch!”

Squeezing Alyssa's plump, perfect titflesh, Jared came hard and furious. Alyssa held Giselle's head tight against her boyfriend's cock, making sure the hot chocolate slut swallowed all of it, not even caring when she heard the desperate little gurgling sounds sounding off from her throat, indicating that she was starting to run out of air.

Good, Alyssa thought. Good girls buried themselves with Master's cum whenever he and his best girl wanted. They took off long scoops and shoved it into their cunts so they would get nice and pregnant like he deserved. Little streams of cum started running down Giselle's mouth, past her chin, to her tits. Finally, Alyssa let her detach. Giselle fell to the ground, swallowing hard, fingering her pussy in inequitable ecstasy.

Carmen and Monica and a few other sorority girls crawled over and licked Giselle's mouth and tits  clean. Two other sorority babes—a dark-haired blue-eyed nineteen year-old and a hot freshman eighteen year-old blond—took their turns cleaning his epically large meat.

Alyssa put her hand back on her Master's hand, the one holding the remote.

“Now, take my mind? Please, baby? I'm your sorority queen. You know it's me. It couldn't possibly be anyone else.”

Still shaking from the post-orgasmic tremors rollicking through his body, Jared nodded, again squeezing one of Alyssa's exposed tits. She giggled, encouraging him.

Inwardly, Alyssa smiled. Boys were so easy to control, and she deserved to have everything she wanted from him.

From the remote, the purple light flooded the room again. And again. And again. He hit it faster and faster, like he was rewriting everything about everyone in the room.

* * * * *
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ALYSSA ARRIVED BACK in her own mindspace, completely believing and knowing that she was her Master's sorority slave queen. Who else could she be, when he was fucking her so perfectly on top of his throne at the head of the room?

She was on the thick leather chair in the study, totally naked except for her thick heels. Master was fucking her, and everything was right in the world.

Carmen and Monica were cooing in Alyssa's ears about how jealous they were as his hot, immense cock filled her tight, practically virgin cunt. 

He made it seem like she had never been fucked before, and with each stroke, the thoughts of any previous males that had been inside her slipped away. There were no other lovers. There was no one else good enough. There was only her Master. He was the only one who could possibly own her. Since Alyssa was so perfect and beautiful, the fact of him owning her meant he was even more powerful, more amazing than anyone else.

“Fuck her, Master!” the entire sorority called out. 

“Fuck our slave queen!”

“Fuck your favorite!”

“She deserves it!”

Grunting, he tilted her backward on the chair, driving his bare cock downward into her upward facing pussy. Her neck was tilted up at him, her entire body contorted from the sheer force of his fucking. Her mouth hanging open in complete amazement, eyes wide with adoration and still shining with purple light. 

He was so strong and right, and she was just a hot girly babe who needed a solid fucking to know how to think.

Her Master Jared was such a good boyfriend. He always had been. She was so glad he had decided to become her Master, and not just her boyfriend.

Giselle was kissing Master's neck as he fucked Alyssa harder and harder, but even the gorgeously beautiful black babe could not stop Master from focusing solely on Alyssa's angelic beauty. She was the premiere in feminity. So fertile, her hips so ready to give him every heir he would ever want.

He came, and Alyssa felt her universe rearranging. His cock was the center of her world. There was no other possible anchor for her feelings, for her soul, for her mind. The world began and ended with her Master's beautiful cock, and everything she did from now on needed to worship it as it deserved.

“Good slave,” he grunted out, collapsing on top of her, whispering and kissing in her ear. “Good girl slave. Best slave. Top slave.”

Alyssa's heart swelled with pride. She had always known she was the best.

# # #
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Controlling the Detectives
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There just doesn't seem to be much to the house, thought Heather, deep now in her eighth hour of the stakeout.

Lieutenant Detective Heather Key and her partner, Detective Sandra Harrera, had been watching the sorority house for nearly a day now, sitting in their car and trading off observation periods with their high-powered binoculars, watching the attractive two dozen or so women who lived there go in and out—they exited with only their purses and their drab, plain high-collared outfits, and came back with bags of groceries, designer clothes, video games, and movies.

The word was, this sorority used to be something of a hot spot for parties and wild, indulgent living not even a month ago. Now, they were all dressing like nuns in a convent, as if they wanted no one to see what their bodies looked like one way or the other. It was an odd reversal for what had been, before, a sorority for rich, beautiful socialites. Now it seemed like a sorority for rich, beautiful shut-ins.

As far as working stakeouts for the Vice department went, Heather had been on far worse. Most put her deep into downtown of the city, snuggled up against smog-fuming buildings and buried in trash. This university campus, on the other hand, was rich and abundantly nice. She felt like she needed a better car just to fit into the affluence that surrounded her.

It was morning time in the nice little  campus—the sun shining happily on the cloudless day. Most of the other campus houses here were big, with driveways that circled around gardens or fountains or fountain-filled gardens. Long rows of brushes lined each home, nearly matching the height of the tall fences that were common to many of them. Every lawn was perfectly maintained. 

There was, so far, no sign of the young man who supposedly had ruined the once-happy home of the Russells. 

The man who had brought the case forward, a Mr. Bryan Russell, had explained that he came home no more than a month ago, and his daughter Carmen simply told him to leave, forever, and not come back, and that his wife Monica would be sending him divorce papers soon. 

In the back of that same room, Russell said, he saw his wife performing an eager, practiced blowjob on the young man from next door. 

They were trying to hide it, the young man positioned behind a counter, watching the whole interchange between Carmen and Mr. Russell. But, apparently, Mr. Russell had seen a reflection in a glass door of his hot young wife so exuberantly performing the blowjob.

Russell had a lot of pull with Heather's boss, having donated some serious money to the police commissioner's campaign at the end of last year. So, naturally, the best vice detectives in the department were put on the case—Heather and Sandra. Russell had asked specifically for vice—he insisted some kind of weird prostitution drug exchange was going on.

Heather was inclined not to believe the husband's story, certainly after seeing so much of nothing so far from the sorority house. They had tracked his daughter there, and some eyewitnesses said they had seen the young man, Jared, there as well, and that was how their stakeout had been started. Heather's gut instinct, though, was that probably Bryan was only making it all up to help himself in the divorce proceedings. 

Still, though. Bryan Russell would be somewhat rare if he was getting dumped. When a husband got discarded, she had found, there was either abuse, lack of finances, or lack of sexual attraction. With Russell, all three were hard to fathom. He didn't express the kind of undignified rage that most abusers tended to take on, he was completely wealthy, and he certainly was very handsome.

“Quiet, so far” she said to Sandra, sitting across from her in the front of her old sedan.

“Mmm,” said the younger detective.

They were both young, both beautiful, and both had closed over ninety percent of their cases in the past three years. Perhaps their beauty, and the tendency of bad guys not to take them seriously because of it,  added to their success rate. Heather tried not to think about it—she just wanted to be known as someone damn good at her job.

Even so, Heather suspected that part of their success also had to do with Sandra's desperation to impress Heather. Sandra's affection for Heather bordered on . . . well, romantic at times. Heather did not mind, so much—it netted her free food, and wine, and lots of extra groundwork on cases—but she did not feel anything like that in return for Sandra.

Heather had known for a very long time that she was an attractive woman. Diet and yoga kept her medium-sized frame in tight, firm shape all over. Normally, she only dressed in jeans and t-shirts as she was today. Nothing fancy, nothing showy. Tight jeans, working boots, and a shirt and a jacket. Sandra wore the same, though her boots wrapped around her jeans and up her legs over her knees. 

This was due to the fact, of course, that Heather had mentioned something once about finding tall boots cute.

Being beautiful had not done either of them many favors in the department itself—mostly just sparking rumors about sexuality and late-night trysts. But, not only being fit but having a gorgeous face—with her tilting high cheekbones and perfect lips—had come in handy in the past when she was trying to solve a case. She would dress up on occasion, in a tight pinstripe skirt suit or in a clingy red mini dress. People, men or women, would let a beautiful girl in wherever she wanted most of the time.

The combination of her long legs and short height made her significantly hefty bust seem even more significant. She had short black hair, often kept in a bob that curled up around her face. Her lips were thick and entirely kissable, her eyes just as dark as her hair. In contrast to her dark hair was the bright paleness of her smooth skin. In high school, many years ago, she had been a shoo-in to play Snow White.

These days, she still sometimes used her acting skills—to get past doors, to get people to pay less attention to her as she snooped around in offices. 

Heather eyed Sandra, somewhat lazily, as she sat back in the car.

It wasn't that Sandra was unattractive. She was a beautiful young woman—her shoulder-length red hair was often tied up in a ponytail, and her skin was a natural, deep tan. She had some sexy Eastern European background, born in some sexy-sounding country, and a tinge of that accent popped out whenever she was excited. Her breasts were full 36Cs, her body rigorously toned and muscled from an absolutely merciless workout program. Sandra had tried to get Heather to join the program (which Heather suspected was only to get her sweaty and in less clothes), but Heather had always said no. 

Unfortunately, Sandra was sometimes painfully obvious about wanting Heather's body, clearly living for any hint of reciprocation. Heather got the feeling it netted Sandra a lot of lonely nights, which was ironic for a girl that any guy in the department would kill to be with.

Heather's own sexuality was rather more complicated than straight or gay. Even Heather had trouble admitting the truth to herself about what really turned her on. If she let her guard down, if she let her mind slip, she was constrained again, her body unable to move without permission . . . 

. . . but now was no time for that.

“Hey now,” said Sandra, sitting up. “What's that?”

Heather sat up. Using the binoculars, she saw that Carmen, the hot young thing that had broken her Daddy's heart, had brought home a girl with her.

Heather, inexplicably, started getting bad vibe, seeing Carmen's plastered smile as she led the young woman inside.

Most of being a detective was sitting and waiting, when she wasn't doing paperwork. It was an acceptable life. It was not a fulfilling one. If Heather was not on a case, she was dreadfully depressed. As she progressed in her career, she could feel herself drawing out cases more and more, collecting as much evidence as possible. There was no way she could fall into the deep spiral of depression while she was working, so she tried to work until she knew she had another case lined up.

When this didn't happen, Heather was a mess. She felt something essential was missing from her life, though she could never identify what.

So, when she felt like she was getting a bad vibe from the house, she had to take this feeling with a grain of salt, especially when she couldn't originate the source of the bad vibe to begin with. Perhaps it was how Carmen were dressed. 

Both girls were positively gorgeous. But Carmen dressed in a thick gray dress that covered her bodies from the neck to her ankles, just like every other beauty that Heather had seen enter or exit the house. 

Mr. Russell hadn't mentioned anything like that. Perhaps they had joined some kind of cult?

The girl who Carmen had brought home with her was stunningly attractive, much like Monica and Carmen. She had beautifully young tanned skin, long dark hair, and a beautifully elongated torso with perfect abs, shown off by the tiny white cut-off tee shirt she wore. Her jeans rode low on her lovely hips, enhancing the effect of her long curves. 

Watching the girl go inside the house raised Heather's hackles. If it was some kind of cult, if there was some kind of indoctrination to go on, Heather needed to stop it before it went too far. 

She sighed, putting her binoculars down on the seat behind her. They crumpled the empty plastic packaging of the soy health food snacks she and Sandra had brought with them.

There was no way she would live with herself if something happened to that girl—she needed to get a better look. 

“Stay over here,” she said to Sandra. “I'm going to sneak up for a better look.”

“Should I come?” asked Sandra. “You know, for back-up?”

Heather got the distinct impression that Sandra only wanted to stay close to her. If they had to hide—and they almost certainly would—then Heather and Sandra would be forced to share a very small amount of space. Sandra's firm breasts would be riding up on Heather's back, or vice versa, or Heather's lips would have nowhere to go but Sandra's ear . . .

. . . This is what Heather imagined Sandra imagined, at any rate.

“No,” said Heather. “I need you watching the front. Radio me if anybody sees me, or starts coming my way.”

She picked up her camera—they would need evidence, after all, and got out of the car. Hopefully, nobody would bother to look outside of the house in the twenty seconds it took her to cross the street and gracefully climb up the wooden fence of the large estate. 

She landed in bushes, and crouched down, making sure she had her radio ready.

Heather lived for caution over anything else, these days. She was an old veteran now, with over seven years of service as a detective. But years ago, she had been kidnapped and shot in the line of duty during her very first few months of service. 

It was a dumb thing. She had rushed inside of a room without back-up, and got knocked out from someone hiding around the corner of the door. Thirty minutes later, she was tied up, hoping for rescue. Six hours later, she had been rescued in a rather bullet-filled operation.

Those six hours had completely rearranged everything Heather had ever felt about sex. But of course, she let no one know about this. Her feelings on sex were her own, and no one else's.

She moved up through the bushes, coming to a long line of hedges sprouting beautiful lavender flowers. The house had been constructed with enormous windows in front of the living room without curtains or shades. Heather didn't want to even imagine what the heating bill must have been like in the winter. 

Through the large collection of windows, she could see Monica and Carmen talking with the tan girl who had come in with Carmen, earlier.

Why was Monica there? Was she helping the sorority with something?

Was there some sort of drug or prostitution ring that she was helping to lead, like Russell said? 

They were sitting on the couch, all of them smiling. From her years of watching people from a distance, Heather had developed a keen sense of detecting the moods of others without being near them. She could tell Tracy was somewhat uncomfortable—that her smiles were only sprouting because Monica and Carmen's were so persistent.

On Heather's smartphone, there was a file full of the known associates of everyone involved in the case.  She searched through it for a minute or two, trying to keep her view on the insides of the house as well. 

After some searching, she found it—the beautiful short-skirted girl's name was Tracy. She went to the same college as Carmen did, and had been shortlisted to be a potential pledge earlier in the year. She was nineteen years old, and was apparently denied pledge status because her gymnastics career would have her traveling too often.

When she looked back in the house, she saw Tracy getting up from the couch to go somewhere—presumably the bathroom. Monica and Carmen got up to watch her leave. They each had their gaze firmly attached to Tracy's behind. 

Heather found this somewhat disturbing.

Through the tall windows, she could see a young man stepping down the tall, spiral staircase in the center of the house. He held a thick, silver remote of some kind in his hands, and a golden crown on his head. Boxer shorts and a fluffy blue robe were the only clothing he had on, besides a pair of slippers. 
The girls each saw him, breathing in deep when they did, as if sighing with purest pleasure. 
Heather recognized him, she thought, but she couldn't say from where.

Carmen stepped over to Monica and unzipped her long gray dress. The scintillatingly hot blonde stepped out of it, decked out entirely in bright green lingerie. 

Then, Monica turned Carmen around, and unzipped her stepdaughter, who was dressed in similarly fashioned purple lingerie. Each girl had on lacy stockings, frilly garters, and hot push-up bras that put their fantastic tits on perfect display for the man who had come down to the room. The contrast between their outside outfits and their lingerie made it seem like they had committed to being just decorations for him, and only for him.

The young man moved over to the couch, sitting down and watching their display with a small smile on his face, as if he was used to this show. As if he was watching something he had arranged himself.

Monica walked to a desk table against the wall and opened a drawer, pulling out a pair of long green gloves, perfectly matching her outfit. Heather felt herself squirm for some reason as she watched the gorgeous woman slip on the gloves and then slip down in front of her man, wrapping her slender body around his leg. 

The radio at Heather's belt crackled. “Key?” came Sandra's voice. “Any updates?”

Heather didn't answer, transfixed with the scene unfolding before her.

Strutting gracefully in her towering heels, Carmen also pulled out her own matching pair of gloves out of the drawer, putting them on, admiring her decorated arm in the sunlight with a smile and a giggle.

One of the man's hands was busy guiding Monica's head as she started to suck his cock, her tongue wrapping lovingly around the head. With his free hand, the man gestured, saying something, and Carmen moved behind the door of the bathroom. The smile still on her face, so happy to obey.

Tracy stepped out of the bathroom. Suspecting nothing, she walked back over to where Monica was just beginning to suck on the man's cock, eagerly licking his balls and stroking the shaft with her gloved hand. 

Tracy said something, holding her hand up to her pretty face. She made for her purse on the couch, but Carmen stepped out from her hiding place and grabbed Tracy's arms. The sexy brunette seemed to whisper something in Tracy's ear. 

Held in this chicken-wing position, Tracy could only squirm, tits shaking in her flimsy shirt. Carmen's smile so gleeful, almost orgasmic. Heather could see pussy juice sliding down her stockings.

Outside, a hundred feet away, Heather could hear the muffled version of Tracy's screaming and yelling as it traveled through the glass and brush. And yet, she did nothing. 

Well, she did nothing to help Tracy. Her fingers had already started to work on her crotch through the tight fabric of her pants. It felt automatic—instinctive, really—to do this.

As Heather's hot stroking continued, she just watched Monica happily sucking her man's cock. She watched Tracy struggling to get away, face turning red from the effort. And she watched the man in question clearly becoming excited by all of it. His hips bucked harder into Monica's mouth. The thick, high heels of Monica slid through the carpet as the hot young babe's legs became overwhelmed with pleasure.

The two of them, Tracy and the man, seemed to be conversing. Tracy's responses seemed somewhat hysterical. 

Heather's radio was right there. She could call Sandra. She should tell her partner what was happening, that she could see Tracy screaming and crying for help. But she didn't. Instead, her hands went down to her jeans, unbuckling them. It was so easy to slide her fingers into her panties. 

The man picked up his remote and aimed it. Tracy's arms went limp. Heather watched Carmen's fingers slide up between Tracy's fingers. A bright, purple light seemed to be present in Tracy's eyes. It faded more and more as time went on.

The man would say something, and Tracy would respond, nodding. As if she was in class, as if she was receiving some grand lecture. Shiny wetness could be seen running down Tracy's legs, running down from her skirt. Carmen slipped some of it up and licked it, nodding at her man and emoting enthusiastically.

“Key?” Sandra asked again, the radio crackling. “Heather? Is everything all right?”

Tracy started to smile at the man. Her nods became more enthused. 

The man pointed at the floor in front of himself, and Tracy hesitated. 

Inside of Heather's panties, her fingers were working happily. 

God, how had that happened? She didn't care. It felt so good.

She already knew what was going to happen before it did. She knew the next step, and all she wanted was to watch it. To watch the girl's mind slip away from her.

Oh god, what was wrong with her?

The purple light filled the small room again. The man said something, and Tracy began to nod, and nod again. Carmen moved away from Tracy, who now stood in a happy daze. 

Carmen crawled toward the man and knelt in front of him beside her stepmother, sucking him gleefully. The two traded kisses and licks for a time, sometimes rubbing their tongues and mouths up and down his shaft together, their lips forming a perfect vacuum along his thick meat.

The purple light seemed to exit from Tracy's eyes. The man said something and Tracy nodded happily. 

Ripping off her shirt, Tracy fell to her knees. Her entire demeanor bespoke of a female consumed with lust, with need, with the desire to serve. She was staring at the man with adoration in her eyes, with unrestrained envy at Monica's place on his lap. 

Only moments ago, Tracy had been filled with desperation and fear.

Heather's fingers were deep in her cunt, now. 

Why wasn't she stopping this?

She had her radio, right there. She could call Sandra and have her bust down the door within seconds. With her experience, she knew exactly what to say to Sandra that would have a whole SWAT team come within minutes, busting down the doors and not even putting themselves at risk for whatever the device was that the man held.

But Heather did not call anyone, nor did she formulate plans of going in herself to somehow save those girls.

Clearly, they wanted to be there now. Whether they had started that way or not, an enormous amount of happiness had been bestowed upon them.

Forced upon them, she supposed would be a better word. Constrained around them. Tied to them, like hot, controlling ropes.

The thought left her pussy sopping wet as she watched. So much power, delivered to those girls from that man. 

Tracy masturbated herself furiously in front of the young man. Heather could see hot phrases of worship leave her mouth, the hot gymnast's eyes heavily lidded with lust.

The purple light filled the living room one more time. The man said something, and, purple-eyed, Tracy crawled forward erotically and slid up between the man's legs. Monica and Carmen, smiling, moved over to let her in. Their own eyes all purpled over. All the girls being brought further until control with each new wave of the purple light, even if it was only really intended for Tracy. 

The hot, young lovely breasts of all three happy women filled his lap. His hands roaming through their thick mass of hair, their young, pert breasts that were presented to him so eagerly.

Monica and Carmen were saying something over and over as he fucked Tracy's face.

Reading lips had never been a strength of Heather's, but she had learned some from years of watching others. Fuck her, Master. That was what they were all chanting. 

Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master.

He was their Master.

It did not seem as though he had any intention of making them wait for the seed they all so desperately wanted. His load shot out in fountains, first spraying Tracy, then Monica, and then Carmen, and then Tracy again. Each of them dripping wet with his cum, running down their faces in hot streams.

Tracy seemed to get the most attention—the lucky one who was allowed to swallow the most cum straight from the source. Monica licked the hot spray off of the new girl's flawless tanned skin, even as Tracy licked Carmen.

The whole scene was one of the most jaw-dropping situations Heather had ever seen.

Heather could not do anything to stop it. She could not do anything at all except touch herself and wonder why oh why couldn't she not do anything except be hornier and hornier about what she saw.

Feeling completely helpless to do anything else, she came, her orgasm rushing over her body. She writhed on the ground in the lawn where anyone could see her, not caring. It was so fucking hot.

Her radio crackled again. “Heather? Heather? That's it, I'm calling for back-up.”

“N-no!” Heather grabbed the radio, shouting into it. “Belay th-that. I'm fine. Don't worry. Everything is totally fine. I'm coming out now.”

She got up and pulled her pants up as clandestinely as she could, and then hopped back over the fence.

Sandra eyed her critically as she made her way back to the car. Heather was sweaty, every part of her as dirty as she felt, getting off to the enslavement of that girl.

“What the hell happened to you?” 

Heather took a breath. This would take some explaining.

* * * * *
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LATE WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON, Heather waited in her office, expecting Mr. Russell to arrive for the meeting they had scheduled. 

Her office was of a decent size, on the third floor of the police station. It was filled with multiple filing cabinets, the floor sporting soft green carpet that matched the drapes over the wide, open windows. Her desk was cluttered with various papers and photos—all the evidence she had gathered so far about Russell's unusual case. 

The meeting was at three o'clock. It was now three thirty, and to take her mind off what was keeping him, she reviewed the evidence before her as she waited for him to arrive. 

The gorgeous women lived in the sorority house. More than twenty of them. When they walked out, they dressed conservatively—incredibly so. But when they were inside, they de-clothed to put on hot, skimpy lingerie.

After entering the door of the house, that one girl, Tracy, had gone from angry—irate, even—to a smiling cocksucker in less than ten minutes. How did that happen?

It all had to do, obviously, with whatever that little remote was that the young man had. She had, after searching through her list of possible suspects, deduced that he was Jared Plinkton, the neighbor who Russell had said was behind the dissolving marriage.

Clearly, whatever effect the remote that Jared had somehow had affected Heather as well. That was why she had been unable to stop herself from fingering her hot cunt until she came right there in the yard, and why it had been a struggle ever since to not give herself a sequel to that hot showing.

Yes, that was it. The remote was affecting her. It had nothing to do with anything at all that she wanted. It was all the remote, and that was why she had to talk to Russell and discuss a plan of action.

She was looking forward to Russell coming in for more reasons than just discussing plans. She hoped, offhand, that she could seduce him into fucking her. This is why she had on the outfit she did as she sat nimbly on the front of her desk, her long legs crossed. 

She wore her tiny pinstripe suit, the one she put on when she was trying for promotions or when she went undercover to clubs and didn't want any guff from bouncers. The thin material elevated the hot, lovely globes of her tits, and the brief skirt only just covered the solid outline of her athletic rear. Smoky stockings adorned her lovely legs, setting off their terrific shape.

It was just businesslike enough to wear to work, and just sexy enough to get her all kinds of looks from anybody she wanted. Heather felt good wearing it. Wearing this outfit, she would think, “Screw it, I'm a hero cop. I do what I want.”

Oftentimes, husbands who felt wronged in marriages wanted to do a little revenge-fucking of their own, and Heather was horribly turned on ever since watching that house.

She hadn't had sex in ages. And as far as being fucked—properly fucked and filled—it had been much longer. Years, maybe.

It did not bother her very much that Russell was only single because of some odd, science-fiction mind control ray gun. She could let him know all of that after she had a good, honest fucking.

Sandra, wearing black jeans, a thin white blouse, and a cute little metallic blue vest, busted into Heather's office, smiling eagerly. Heather felt a stab of disappointment that she was not Russell.

“I've just had five separate sources confirm that . . . um, wow,” said Sandra, openly staring down Heather's cleavage.

The detective knew, somewhat vainly, that it must have been driving Sandra wild to see her dressed up like she was, although that of course wasn't why she had the little outfit on.

Heather smiled. “Your sources confirmed 'wow'?”

Sandra shook her lovely head. “No . . . I . . . it's just your . . . anyway.” She took a breath. “I've got sources on campus that invites have been getting sent around to a super exclusive party tonight. There's some kind of swimsuit competition, and so far as I know, only girls are invited. Only hot, rich girls. They get five hundred dollars just for showing up. First prize is ten thousand dollars. Second prize is a trip to Hawaii.”

“The sorority is funding that?”

“Well, of course not. My bet is it's just a ruse to get the women in that this Jared kid wants. I'm telling you, he's going to be drugging and doping each and every one of them, just like how what he did to that girl you saw.” She shrugged. “Personally, I say screw 'em.”

“Sandra!”

“What? Those girls are born with a silver spoon in their mouths. Maybe getting a little cock forced down there will open up their Daddy's minds to giving law enforcement more of an edge.”

“Come on. You don't believe that.”

Sandra sighed. “No, I guess not. I just get frustrated with this, sometimes.” Her eyes clung to Heather's bosom. “Frustrated with lots of things.”

Heather had not told Sandra her findings of the mind control device. It presented, really, two main problems if she did. The first of these was that Heather was fairly certain that, despite Sandra's obvious affection for her, the younger detective wasn't going to believe in mind control rays.

The second and probably more obvious reason was that Heather hadn't radioed Sandra when she saw the device in action. How could she justify such a lack of action?

Heather was having trouble justifying it to herself.

Perhaps she stayed quiet because of the surrealness of it all—she imagined that someone was going to step out at any moment, someone with a movie camera perhaps, and say, “Nope, do it again. That take didn't look right.” 

But the real answer, the one that Heather shuddered to think about, was that she was terrified of confronting such a force because she couldn't guarantee how she would respond to such overwhelming control. Would she just want to crawl and kneel and suck and—no!

She shouldn't even think about it.

So instead, she had told Sandra only that she saw some various sex acts happening, which was true, and she suspected something illegal was the cause. Which, she supposed, was also true.

“We need to be there,” Sandra said. “We could nail this case tonight.”

“It could be,” said Heather. “We'll observe. Look, I've got a map of the house over here . . .”

She slid off the desk and bent over at the map. She could not help, just a little, to bend over more than she needed. She knew Sandra was watching the hot flexing motions her ass made. It was fun to tease the poor girl.

“I'll post myself here,” Heather said, pointing at where she had been earlier in the day. “You should go here.”

She pointed at the opposite end of the house, far outside of the view of the living room. Heather's suspicion was that whatever Jared was doing, it would be in the same spot. He thought he was invincible—why wouldn't he display himself?

“Wait,” said Sandra. “I'll be out of view of everything.”

“You'll have this whole half of the house,” said Heather, pointing again. “If they're over there, we need eyes right away.”

Sandra put her hands on her hips, nodding. “You're right. But, I wonder—”

There was a timid knock at the door.

Mr. Russell walked in. In the day and a half since she had seen him last, he did not seem to have shaved or showered. His blond hair was in a tangle around his handsome face. His shirt was untucked—it looked to be the very same shirt, even, from their prior meeting. One shoe was missing. 

“Hello, Mr. Russell,” Heather said.

She moved back to the position in front of her desk, sliding one leg over the other and thrusting her delectable chest out. Sandra stared at her openly. Heather didn't mind.

Just because he was a little disheveled did not mean she wanted to have a nice fuck any less. He still had a dick, after all, and she would bet that there was plenty of it.

But, rather than eye her appreciatively, or even come closer, he stayed near the door. As if scared to come any nearer to Heather's lovely curves.

“I . . . ah . . . hmm. Yes. I have come to . . . ah . . . rescind our arrangment, yeah? I want you to stop. No more looking at Monica. Or Carmen. None of them, please. Work on other cases, okay? Yes. I'll tell the chief if you don't.”

Sandra was taken aback. “Quit? But, what about your wife? Your daughter? There has been some very interesting evidence accumulating in this case, and, if you'll come over here and look . . .”

The young detective stepped toward Russell, who withdrew as if he saw a snake. He would look neither of the women in the eye.

“No, no.” He shook his head. His hand shaking on the knob of the door. “She's much better off without a schmo like me. She deserves someone better. Someone who really can treat her right. Stop looking at them, I said. I've told the chief and now I'm telling you. It was all a big misunderstanding. I have no trouble at all. Nothing is wrong. Everything about Monica is so very right. So good. Don't worry.”

Heather realized that something strange was happening here. At first, she had imagined that he had been drinking, but this seemed . . . more severe. Abandoning her seduction tract for a moment, she stepped forward toward Russell, concern on her face.

“Mr. Russell, perhaps we should talk about this? Talk about your wife?”

“Oh god, I love talking about her.” 

Bliss slid over his face. His hand slid off the doorknob and down to his zipper, apparently unable to restrain himself any longer.

“God,” he said, pulling out his cock. “I really hope she's happy. It makes me so happy knowing she's happy. I hope that guy she's with is really fucking the hell out of her. I mean, god! He's so damn good to her! I really need to make more money, so I can give it all to the two of them. She sings when he makes her cums, I saw. It's so wonderful.”

Heather didn't know what to do. He did, as she thought he would, have a substantial cock. He bent over, stroking it furiously, continuing to talk about his beautiful wife. 

“What the hell?” demanded Sandra. “You better knock that off.”

Russell seemed not to notice her protests.

“He fucks her so good,” he moaned. “He just ruined her for anyone else! I don't deserve her, not after him. Don't deserve her. I don't deserve herrr...”

Even with the relatively low amount of sex she had been having as of late, Heather knew an orgasm approaching when she saw one. She maneuvered past the jerking-off man and opened the door. Grunting and moaning, he began to shudder orgasmically.

Sandra grabbed him by the shoulders and pushed him out of the room. “Get out!” she yelled at him.

They both shut him out of the office, even as he kept spasming and layering the carpet with his cum. She could hear his heavy breathing on the other side of the door.

Clearly, something horrible had happened to this man. Something life-changing and monumental to reduce him from the proud, stern hunk that he was down to a sniveling, helpless, slug of a man.

Someone had completely altered everything this man believed. Something, or rather someone, had wiped out everything that made him who he was, and replaced his personality with something more agreeable to their desires.

She realized, suddenly, that her hot, still-unfucked cunt was completely soaking. 

Heather had never been so turned on in her life. She squirmed in her tiny pinstripe suit against the door, struggling with the want—no, the need—to drop on her knees and finger her steaming hot pussy until she came again and again and again.

Sandra was still in the room, though, shaking her head in shock, gingerly stepping around the cum that had spilled on the floor.

Heather tried to walk it off and began to move around the office. But her resistance only lasted up until the point that she saw Jared's picture on the desk. Knowing it was him, knowing that he was the mastermind behind all of this, somehow made it all the harder to stop herself from delivering herself the pleasure she so desperately needed.

“I-I ha-have to go!”

Heather rushed past Sandra and hurried across the hall to the bathroom, bumping into a few uniformed officers along the way. They whistled after her.

Inside the bathroom, she quickly found a stall. Pushing herself into a corner, she plunged one dainty hand down her skirt.

In her daily life, her thoughts often turned to her kidnapping. It had lasted only a short amount of time, not even a real kidnapping, in the truest sense of the word. But even so, the experience had stained her.

Most people, when they heard about what she experienced, emitted some noises of sympathy or sadness. Those people never understood. Not even Heather's train of psychologists had understood.

When her thoughts slid back to that time, when she had been held under those ropes, it wasn't fear she felt, really, or anger. 

It was arousal. Pure, hot, needy arousal spiraling down every one of her bones, coursing through every single muscle, vibrating every single cell of every bit of flesh she possessed. 

The feeling of those tight, coarse ropes on her body excited her. The constraints they provided. The knowledge that, if that gang member had just pushed down his pants and put his cock in her face, she would have had no choice but to comply. She would have no choice but to suck him dry, to give in to this perfect excuse to be the total whore that her body cried out for her to be.

Her entire existence had been, in many ways, living contrary to what her nature told her. She grew up privileged, so she purposefully went to a crappy school to show she wasn't obsessed with status. She was beautiful, so she went into policing, a profession where her looks would never help her and would probably get in her way. Her body was deemed physically unable to do more policing, and still she tried to keep at detective work.

It was only in those bonds, where her choices were completely narrowed down to zero, that she had felt most free to be who she really was. 

But, no. The gang member hadn't taken the initiative. She supposed she hadn't looked hot enough that day, or he was busy thinking about something else, like how to not get shot from the dozens of cops outside.

A shame.

So, in the dirty station bathroom, where anyone could walk in at any time, standing in her tiny sexy pinstripe suit, all she could think of as she fingered her slit, her thumb riding hard on her hot clit, was how hot it would be to be back in that situation. To have someone strong and able to just wrap his snares around her and control her every emotion and thought. She would never have to feel any guilt, any shame about what she really wanted ever again. 

Her orgasm approached her suddenly, imagining her own big tits on display in an outfit even hotter than the one she had on because someone else commanded it.

She started whispering furiously. “Tie me down! Tie me down! Fuck me rotten! Ruin my fucking mind! Break me! Break me!”

Her heels clicked against each other as she came, her plush lips shuddering. All strength had left her legs, her arms. Fuzzy and warm, her thoughts floated across the landscape of her mind, each more distant than the last.

Okay. Wow. Okay. That was one hell of a cum. She really needed to get her mind straight. She had to get some kind of plan into action to stop this kid.

Sure. That was what she wanted. To stop him. 

Keep telling yourself that, Heather. Keep telling yourself you don't want your mind coiled up and bound and made to obey everything he ever says for the rest of your life.

She heard someone creep inside the bathroom.

“Heather?” Sandra called out. “Hello?”

Heather didn't answer her, glad for the fact that the walls of each stall went all the way down to the floor, so no one could see what she had been doing, or even that she was tehre.

She heard the stall next to her open and then close. Pants shuffled downward to the floor. Then, there was the unmistakable sound of fingers inside of pussy—that hot schlicking noise echoing off the tile walls of the bathroom, the same noise that Heather herself had just been filling the bathroom with.

“Oh, Heather,” Sandra whined. “Oh baby. Oh god, your tits! That fucking outfit, Heather! Oh love, love, love, love!”

Heather's heart was hammering as she heard Sandra go on and on. Did Sandra know she was there? No. Of course not. Sandra thought she was all alone. That was what had inspired the outburst.

When it came to Sandra's attractions, and the level of her affection, Heather had her suspicions, of course. But to hear them called out like that, so brazenly . . . that was something else entirely.

* * * * *
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HEATHER HAD SPENT ALL the late afternoon and early evening preparing, but she was finally ready. She had taken up her position in the bushes in the ornately crafted lawn of the Kappa Phi Theta sorority house. This time, though, she would be able to hear what was going on inside. The hot night unleashed its muggy heat upon her skin, covering her in sweat. 

Of course, she and Sandra had decided not to obey Russell's demands. Sandra practically demanded it—this was a case, after all, and badness was happening, even if it was to snotty sorority girls.

Heather's own desire to keep going was rather more circumspect, but she could hardly reveal that to Sandra. 

How could she tell her partner that what she really wanted to see was Jared totally dominating another woman again?

She would stop him, of course, and reverse whatever effects he made if she could. But there was no denying the incredibly hot falling woozy sensation she felt when she recalled watching him dominate Tracy like he did.

An hour or two before, she had surreptitiously set up a series of transmitters all throughout the house, nimbly avoiding detection from the dozen or so girls running from one room to another, getting ready for the party. 

All of this planting of devices, she had hidden from Sandra, who did not even know that Heather had obtained such devices from the department. But Heather had to hear what was going on inside. It wasn't enough, anymore, just to guess. 

Just so that she could try and pass herself off as a lost college student while she was installing the surveillance equipment, she had on a pair of tiny khaki shorts and a cut-off tee shirt sporting the logo of the local gym. 

She did not think too much about how the outfit mirrored the same one Tracy had on earlier that day. 

The skimpy clothing helped now in the heat of the night to keep her temperature down a bit, but even so she was still drenched in sweat, hot rivulets of liquid covering her from head to toe.

It might have been a bit difficult to explain to Sandra why she had been dressed like this earlier when they had met up to plan, except that Sandra had been too busy wagging her tongue over Heather's sweat-covered form to notice very much.

The radio crackled. “How are you over there, Key?”

Sandra had been checking in every ten minutes or so ever since she had arrived. On her position at the other end of the house, she was already seeming like she was getting bored.

“Doing fine. It's eight o'clock. They should be here soon.”

“Copy that.”

Before the mission started, Sandra had made it very clear that a lack of responses from Heather would lead the young detective to calling for back-up, no questions asked. There was too much at stake, and Heather had to agree that Russell's behavior was rather unsettling. 

Some other patrol officers had to escort him home after he left Heather's office—the story was that he jerked himself off the entire ride home, calling out his wife's name. Keeping this quiet, of course, had essentially spent all the favors the chief was able to give him from then on.

All at once, outside the sorority house, the party guests arrived, like they had been threatened with severe punishment if they weren't at the front door exactly at eight o'clock. 

It was a group of twenty of them, young and beautiful, each over eighteen years of age, each dressed in skimpy swimsuits, adding on to the group of twenty already in the house who were decked out in their finest skimpy wear. 

It seemed, for whatever reason, that the sorority girls had decided not to dress in swimsuits, but rather in hot lingerie costumes. There were four sexy cheerleaders, two sexy witches, one sexy doctor, two sexy nurses, three sexy fairies, another three sexy princesses, and five sexy maids. Heather got the impression from listening in to their conversations, though she couldn't say from where, that this kind of outfit was more than just a nightly costume—it was a sort of role play.  

Approaching the girls in princess outfits, the maids and the doctors would curtsy, saying, “Good evening, Princess Carmen,” and so forth.

The girl Tracy that Heather had seen brainwashed that morning was one of the cheerleaders. As the new recruits walked inside the house, looking timid, she and the other cheerleaders happily posed and cheered.

“Ready! Okay!” They nodded in unison, and then performed their little dance. “You look fine, you look hot, you've got to—got to—enjoy yourself a lot!”

Heather tried not to think about the cunt-clenchingly hot thought of all forty decorated girls kneeling for Jared at one time. It couldn't be that far off.

That was his device talking. It wasn't her. It was him. It had to be his control. It had to be.

She was . . . .she was going to stop him. Yes. She wouldn't let him control all those girls. She couldn't. That would be wrong.

And just in case she was somehow under his influence, guided to make the wrong choice, she could call Sandra and have her take care of it. It was the perfect fail safe. Sandra would die before letting anything happening to a group of beautiful girls, no matter how much she despised their status.

Heather listened in as the girls made small-talk and passed  out drinks as they herded to the living room, where the club president, Alyssa, was waiting.

Heather knew Alyssa by reputation—as a detective, you got to know who the best blackmailers and embezzlers in the city were. Many of those paid directly to the gorgeous young sorority president.

Finally seeing her in person, Heather could easily see why.

The girl was gorgeous. 

From the bright red lingerie panties lined with black jewels, to the jewel-encrusted red lace bra showing off her amazing young breasts, to the sexy little red silk gloves on her hands, to the short black sable coat hanging low around her lovely shoulders, everything about Alyssa screamed hot, luxury babe that was too expensive of a ride to even look at, let alone possess.

And yet, Heather thought, Jared almost certainly possessed her. Owned her absolutely, just as he owned Carmen and Monica and Tracy. 

Quivers of delight slid across Heather's pussy, watching the sorority queen snootily examine the crowd.

“N-nothing yet,” she reported in to Sandra. “They're not where I can see them clearly.”

“Should I move?”

“No!” Heather took a breath. “No. It'll be okay. Let's wait this out.”

“Roger.”

In the house, Alyssa stepped up on top of a table in front of the crowd of lingerie-clad girls.

“Everyone!” the beautiful sorority president announced. “I'd like your attention, please!”

The music shut off immediately. All the girls looked at the table where Alyssa was balanced precariously on her enormous heels.

“First of all, I'd like to congratulate you all on coming to this party to hang with us! It's been a great year for Kappa Phi Theta, I can already tell you. You all look super sexy, so I just know you're going to be an eyeful for our guest later on.”

One pledge raised her hand. “Where are all the boys?”

“Oh, don't worry about that. Like I said, our guest will be here to review you soon, and I'm sure he'll be very pleased.”

The girls exchanged worried glances. Heather felt a mixture of surprise, fear, and arousal flutter through her body. Alyssa was talking about Jared, Heather could tell. And the way she was speaking about him implied she had already been taken under his control. 

Fuck, that was so hot.

From beneath her, Carmen—in her hot princess lingerie—handed Alyssa something. 

Heather moaned when she saw what it was.

A crown. The crown.

Alyssa put it on.

The purple light filled the house. There was a collection of hot little gasps and thuds in the room. Heather hadn't been able to stop it. She hadn't come anywhere close. 

At every point, Jared was several steps ahead of her. It felt useless to try and fight him, to resist at all. 

Or to pretend resisting, as she was rapidly feeling as though she felt. Had that light affected her? Did she only wish that it had?

Inside the house, the drinks of the college girls were on the floor, most of them spilled. Waves of beer and fruit-flavored alcohol sloshed on the carpet underneath their heels. 

“You're going to be really in love with this boy who's going to come out soon.”

“Really in love,” the girls chorused. “The boy you show us. Love.”

“He's the best guy on earth.”

“Best guy on earth,” they chorused.

“He basically owns you. It's really hot that he owns you.”

“Owns us,” they all said, monotone. “Really hot that he owns us.”

Alyssa hit the remote again. Purple light flooded the room once more, strengthening the control.

“You should all touch yourselves. Caress your hot little pussies.”

Moaning, each and every hot young, succulent babe obeyed, sliding their hands between their crotches.

“It feels so good to obey.”

“Good to obey,” they sang.

“You obey Master.”

“Obey Master.”

“You'll convince your mommy and daddy to give him all of their money.”

“All of mommy and daddy's money.”

“He deserves it.”

“Yes,” they cooed. “He deserves it.”

“Master deserves everything he wants.”

“Deserves everything he wants.”

“You'll do anything he wants.”

“Anything he wants.”

“You'll even get pregnant if he thinks you're good enough.”

“We'll even get pregnant if he thinks we're good enough.”

Oh god, thought Heather. That was so brilliantly hot. Her cunt pulsed.

“Master wants you to do anything I want, so you'll do that too.”

“Anything . . . you want.”

Heather could see that Carmen, who had obviously already been thoroughly hypnotized by the device, was purple-eyed and chanting just like the rest of the girls. 

Fuck, it was so hot. Why oh why couldn't she stop touching herself? Why couldn't she get pregnant like they would?

More than anything, she wanted to be in that room, but Heather just couldn't get herself to act.

Spread out on the lawn, the radio on her hip had jammed into her back. She moved it forward, and realized she had it turned off.

Oh no. How long had it been off? She flipped it back on. Maybe Sandra hadn't noticed. She would make sure to answer the next message. 

A door across the house opened, and Jared stepped out, totally naked, a violet-lingerie-clad Monica lovingly wrapped around one arm. 

Alyssa pointed at him. “Girls, here's our Master now.” 

All the college babes turned to watch him enter. Most swooned and collapsed to the ground. Some knelt. All of them appeared to cum, their hands twitching faster and faster on their pussies in their skimpy lingerie. 

Jared let his hand slide out over the exposed tits of the kneeling girls. He stopped for a moment to give a few of the cheerleaders an appreciative pat on the ass. He grabbed Alyssa off from the table and slid the crown off of her head and the remote out of her hand, putting them down on the table. 

“That's my good girl,” he said, smiling. “That's my best girl. You made short work of them.”

“It works much quicker when you just keep pressing the button as soon as it recharges,” she said.

It didn't seem like Jared paid much attention. He was already pushing her legs out, tearing off her panties. Within moments, he was sliding his cock inside of her waiting pussy. 

Alyssa screamed in purest pleasure. Heather moaned with her.

There was a crashing sound from the entry.

“What the fuck is happening here?”

Heather scanned the house—it was Sandra! No! Not now! Not as she was going to watch her Mas . . . as she was going to see Jared consummate with Alyssa!

Heather rushed toward the house. She could hear through the house walls Sandra threatening Jared not to move, or to say a word. One, single word out of his mouth was big trouble for him. 

Heather had to hurry. She slid up around to the front of the house, to the busted open door. She could see Sandra holding her gun out, keyed in exclusively on Jared. 

Alyssa still had her legs wrapped around his waist, her ass on the table, apparently oblivious to the danger. With her hands around his neck, she pushed him inside of her pussy with little thrusts of her calves, happily kissing his chest and neck. 

Monica and Carmen were on either of his arms, fingering their cunts as they whispered hot words in his ears. Their eyes were filled with lust as they traded glances from Alyssa's achingly hot form to his massive cock as it slid in and out of Alyssa's gorgeous pussy.

“What are you doing here?” Jared asked, apparently nonplussed. “This is my time to show off my favorite to girl to all the new girls,” he said. “Just look at how fucking hot she is!”

“Yeah,” sighed Alyssa, in between driving down on Jared's cock. “Look at how fucking hot I am.”

The forty girls around the pair all echoed their words. “Look . . . so fucking hot . . . they are.”

Sandra shook her head. “You fucking creepo! You've got some kind of . . . drug, or something. And I'm going to make sure you pay!”

Heather couldn't wait any longer. She rushed inside and knocked Sandra's gun out of her hands, and then held her partner's arms behind her back. In a quick tussle, Sandra landed to the carpeted floor with Heather's knee on her back. Handcuffs clicked easily around Sandra's wrists.

Sandra looked up at her, stunned.

“Heather . . . what . . . why . . . ?”

Heather kicked her partner's gun away.

“I'm sorry, babe,” Heather said, pouting slightly. “But you were just going to ruin everything. And I couldn't have that.”

At the other end of the room, she watched Jared shrug and pull Alyssa close, obviously cumming inside of her. The sorority queen screamed in pleasure.

“Thank you, Master!” Alyssa enthused. “Thank you for filling me!”

“Thank you, Master,” the college girls chorused. “Thank you for filling her.”

Apparently satisfied for the time being, Jared walked over to where Sandra squirmed and writhed on the floor, trying to get out of her handcuffs. Alyssa crawled behind him, sighing happily. Heather knelt down before him, her eyes low. 

“Please,” Heather moaned. “Please, I'll do anything you ask. I'll lie to the police department to keep them away from you. I'll hold Sandra down so that you can hypnotize her too! Just please, let me serve you, too! Let me do it like they do!”

Sandra gasped. “What the hell, Heather?”

Jared smiled, stroking Heather's hair.

“That may be a good idea,” Jared smiled. “But let's just have her kneel next to you for right now. Alyssa, make sure it happens.”

“Of course, Master.” Alyssa turned to the crowd of gathering beauties, each staring worshipfully at Jared. “Regina, Lucy, come help me.”

The three hot sorority girls rushed to do as Jared said. 

Jared turned back to Heather, happy tears brimming in her eyes.

“You want to be one of my girls, huh?”

She nodded. “Please. I can . . . I can feel myself getting sick already, the way I've locked her hands like that.”

“You fucking should be getting sick!” Sandra shouted.

Heather ignored her. It was all over now. Sandra should stop protesting. She would be a better slave if she didn't struggle. Alyssa slipped off the panties of a nearby sorority girl and stuff them in Sandra's mouth, gagging her. 

“She's innocent. And I would never, ever hurt an innocent. But I . . . I feel myself wanting to do all these things for you, all sorts of things, knowing that you could just wipe them out from my mind entirely.”

His hands cupped her chin. His crotch so near to her lips. 

“I understand. You don't want guilt anymore. Or worry. Or cares. Stress. Just perfect, blissful obedience. I can give that to you.”

She nodded. “Yes, please!”

She turned away for a moment. “May I ask for just one thing, please?”

“I'd say you've earned it.”

“Don't be gentle with me?”

She put a hand through Sandra's hair, who was groaning angrily through the gag. “Or should I say, don't be gentle with us? Please?”

He smiled.

“I wouldn't worry about that. What's your name, anyway?” he asked her.

“Heather.”

He smiled. “Ah,,” he said, pulling out his remote. “That's too bad. I've already got a Heather in the crowd somewhere. How do you feel about something else?”

A purple light filled the room.

* * * * *
[image: image]


COPSLUT 1 WAS UPSIDE down on a table, her Master fucking her throat like it was a cunt. She didn't think there was anything better that could ever happen in her entire life. 

A crowd of other happy slaves watched her jealousy, their eyes all tinged with purple.

Copslut 1 adored Master's cock, so happy to be able to serve him in a capacity that was greater than her pre-ordained role.

Copslut 2 was right beside her, on her knees on the table, licking and adoring what parts of Master's shaft and balls that Copslut 1 couldn't take.

“Say, you're pretty fantastic at that,” he said appreciatively, breathing hard. “Keep it up, and grow that hair out, and I may even let you have your name back.”

Her Master spoke in riddles like that sometimes, and she didn't mind. Everything he said was so wonderful. Every syllable of every word was music to her ears, happy gospel to the ever-singing chorus of her worshipful mind.

His cock tensed up, and then quickly started to spray the back of her throat with his blessed seed.

She had never been so happy, so free, so filled with joy as when he came down her throat, letting her swallow his amazing spunk to fill up her body even more. She would be the best Copslut ever for her Master. She'd help him control the whole department.

Anything he asked, she would do. Anything at all. There was nothing she wanted more.

# # #
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Owning My Co-Worker
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She knelt before me, her mouth coated with my seed. Only moments before, I had filled up her fertile pussy with a heavy, ball-draining load, gushing hard right on her g-spot. We came together, but only I came out of the haze afterward. Only I was able to stand up on my own power and survey what had been unleashed in the world.

The young beauty, her clothes in strips and rags after she and I both had torn them to pieces in our furious lovemaking, waited to hear my voice with every atom of her being. Before, she barely gave me the time of day. Everything I said was now to her like the breaking of star matter in the beginning of the universe—it made up every other thought that she would ever have afterward. 

She trembled in wait, needing to hear me. Her body swaying with pleasure. Her eyes blank. My seed dripped down her thighs, no doubt having left quite an impact in the unprotected womb of her gorgeously fertile body. 

She was mine. Now, and forever. And I could shape everything about her from now on with just a few words.

“You love fucking me,” I said.

Her response was automatic, but vibrated with pleasure and warmth. “I love fucking you.”

Even just a few days before, if I had told her that, she would have laughed and called me stupid or insane. 

There is a great power within me. I can’t explain its origins or its nature. All I know is the truth of it, and its taken me a long time to even come to terms with that much.

So it’s going to sound weird, what I’m about to tell you. Crazy, even. But it’s the honest truth:

My sperm puts women into hypnotic trances.

* * * * *
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IT STARTED OFF SIMPLY enough. I was on a ladder near the back of East Side Pages, stacking books at about the middle of the day. That was of the main functions of my employment at that time, though I have since grown in status. Anyway, it was the history section, heavy books—and unwieldy, too. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but outside of craft books, it’s books on history that seem to have the strangest shapes. Many of them tend to be akin to well-worded picture books.

My co-worker, Mallory, walked by. Leggy, brunette, and busty, a force of pure lust brought into this world, or so it often seemed, specifically created to arouse my senses. Every day, she came into work in outfits that openly encouraged my eyes upon her. Tiny skirts that danced around her sexy hips, tall socks gluing my eyes to her long legs, cheerful flirty tops that showed the incredible expanse of her tanned, bountiful chest. 

That day was no different. Her outfit was tight and tiny, sporting probably the smallest sweater I had ever seen her wear and a skirt that hugged her ass like a reunited lover. That skirt exemplified how I would have hugged her ass, if I had the chance.

And so, high above her on the ladder, as I stacked book after book back into the shelves, I could not help but admire her bubbly ass, downright sculpted by that tiny red skirt, as she arranged the magazines one stack over. 

I’m not sure exactly what happened next. I think I overreached, or perhaps Gerald, our resident cat, pushed my ladder off its balance. But in any case, there was an enormous tumble and crush. Books flew everywhere, and the ceiling and floor groaned in a collective face-palm at my stupid awkwardness. The air filled with dust, and I ended up on the floor covered in books. 

I was fine, but the stacks had all tumbled forward like dominoes, and half the store was completely in ruins. For a few moments, I wanted desperately to press rewind, like so often we do in crisis. The brain makes you believe that if you just want it bad enough, that time can turn backward. 

“Holy—” Mallory, quick to act, rushed to pull me from the wreckage. “Are you okay, Victor?”

I nodded. Even despite the circumstances, and the substantial bruises I had on my rear and hip, I could not stop myself from admiring the perfect view of Mallory’s cleavage as she attended me. Her necklace bopped against my face, a metal rendition of a robot’s sword and shield from some anime she loved. 

Standing up all the way, I leaned on Mallory for support. My leg felt tricky and old, and I stretched it slowly. 

Years before, I thought maybe I could be an athlete, and made it onto the high school football team. Four months later, and I was nursing a torn ACL. My knee has never quite been the same. 

The front door rang. Through a swirl of blond hair, I saw the unmistakably beautiful form of our boss, Dawn. She was back from grabbing us a few sandwiches down the street. “I heard a crash. What—oh god.”

She dropped the sandwiches on the counter and rushed to where I was still stretching my leg, and Mallory was still providing an incredible close-up of her cleavage.

Dawn was gorgeous as well. A confirmed lesbian and constant voice in the local papers and city blogs, eloquently putting forward feminist positions on every topic from pay equality to adoption rights, she was the type of woman that men had crushes on when they wanted to punish themselves. I had no such desire. I think I was the only man she had ever hired, and the only reason I was hired was because of my graduate degree in literature. And even that was because my thesis had focused on examining post-Victorian literature from a specifically third-wave feminist lens. I still think she had her doubts about me, that I was just waiting to demean and debase her in the most horribly public way.

Gotta say, I was tempted to daydream about her debasement at times. Dawn was a beautiful person, but the last few months of employment had been less than stellar. The first month was great—everybody was happy and positive. I had started dating Audrey, another clerk, right away, and got a few odd looks, but it wasn’t so bad. And then, sales started to fall hard, Audrey left our relationship in limbo by running out of the country, and the whole situation all had gone to hell.

“You two,” said Dawn holding her face in her hands, “really need to fix this. Right away.”

“I know, boss,” said Mallory. “I’m sorry. I think it was Gerald, he was—”

“Oh god, Gerald!” I hopped into action, furiously looking through the wreckage. “Is he all right? I haven’t seen him. Did he—?”

For several moments, we were all of us consumed with tearing through the books and looking for our mascot. Gerald was a happy, fat gray tabby. He liked to sit on the chairs we had posted throughout the store, mimicking a giant furry pillow. Then, when a customer inevitably nearly sat on him, he would snuggle into their lap and hold them hostage with his deep, rhythmic purrs. 

Maybe it was just from working with only women for four months, but I’d come to be able to read vibes pretty easily. We searched frantically, and I could tell Dawn’s stress levels were reaching their absolute limit.

“Here he is,” I said finally. He was in the corner of the shop, well outside the arena of disaster, already napping once more on a chair. 

Dawn squeezed my shoulder firmly. “Good. Okay. That’s good. And you’re okay? Your leg?”

I complained about my knee from time to time. Or rather, I had to sit from time to time, and cited my knee as the reason. I tried not to whine.

“Yeah,” I said. “Thank you. It’s all fine.”

“Mallory?” Dawn asked. “You’re okay, too?”

She nodded. “I banged my wrist a little, but it’s all okay.”

Dawn let out a breath. “I was going to drop off these sandwiches, and then I had a meeting downtown.” She picked up a book from a pile that had been created in the mess, and then set it down again. Her eyes were wide. “I can’t...this needs to be fixed, guys.”

“We can close up,” I said. “And you can make the meeting. We’ll have it all ready for you tomorrow.”

“Close up.” She shook her head. “When we need sales right now. Where’s Lori?”
“She called in,” said Mallory.
“That’s the third time this week.” Dawn shifted, restless. “And it’s Wednesday.”

Mallory shrugged. “She knows you won’t fire her.”
Sighing profusely, Dawn collapsed down onto the counter, her hands clambering over the register. She was worn out. Today wasn’t going to be the turn-around day that she needed for a good mood, and I—purely by accident—had just plunged her even deeper than ever.
And then, straightening her shoulders, she stood up with fierce determination in her face. Her golden curls framed the heart-shape of her face. She looked beautiful. 

“Okay. I’ve got to go talk with these assholes at the bank. Do what Mallory says,” Dawn said to me, “and fix all this shit as much as you can, okay? This is the worst time for this. God. I’ve got an entire day, no, week of un-cancellable errands and meetings. Goddammit.” She took another breath, calming herself. “Call Lori and see if she’ll come in, okay?”

She grabbed her purse and left. The bell above the door rang, innocuous as ever, but if you were a pessimist, you might start to wonder exactly how many rings the bell had left in it. 

Once upon a time, East Side Books was a staple of the downtown center. Homegrown authors would make it a staple of their toured book signings. All the hipsters would slide in as they perused the local record shops and comic book stores. Sometimes there would even be a local band playing in the basement for a cool, small, intimate show. But the city had pushed the store’s growth down. 

All the seasonal festivals were pushed out into county, citing better parking and cheaper rates as the reason for the shift. The record store was under new management that discouraged vintage buyers from browsing, and the comic book shop folded—selling half of its unsellable stock to East Side Pages in the process. All this, on top of the general decline of the American book store, meant that the store was increasingly in trouble. There were ways to save it, and I thought I knew a few, but Dawn only wanted to listen to Dawn’s advice, even as she took money from every philanthropist donor still willing to listen to her spiel. 

Audrey, my ex, was the daughter of one such donor. I earned a lot of negative points with the staff when I started dating her, though I didn’t know it at the time. She represented the new order, and I had unknowingly allied myself with it. 

There were only four of us working at the shop now. Dawn, Mallory, Lori, and myself. This was down from a staff of ten when I had started. They had either moved to better-paying jobs or just plain moved away. Those of us who were left were all full time, and Dawn could barely afford us. I think she had stopped allotting herself a salary, all in the hopes of riding the storm into calmer waters.

Unless something huge happened soon, no such calm waters existed. Little did I know that the huge happening was contained within me.

* * * * *
[image: image]


FIVE HOURS LATER, MALLORY and I were still working, and Lori hadn’t come in. She was too sick—in other words, hungover—to make it. It was just as well. In the state she was in, she would have just slowed us down. 

Working in tandem with Mallory, the mess lessened methodically, if not quickly. Mallory had moved from city to city every year of her life until two years ago, when she settled in to Alder City and this shop. So, she knew how to pack, and had learned plenty about the organization of space. Following her lead, we were almost done by the time the evening came around.

We leaned against the counter, looking over our arrangement. At my lead, Mallory and I had taken it upon ourselves to re-organize the shop a bit. We now had a small shelf at the front with our favorite books, right alongside another small shelf of best sellers. I thought it might help to group the unheard-of classics with all the major hits of the day. I didn’t know if it would work or not; I mostly just knew that we hadn’t tried it. Like I said, Dawn was pretty resistant to new ideas. To be honest, with everything on her mind, I didn't think she would notice much. 

The store now looked mostly how it should. There was a path back down to the basement where we kept all the used books and graphic novels. The records in the back were no longer in danger of being squashed by a series of precariously-pushed pillars layered over with DVDs and blu-rays. The children’s, history, non-fiction, and self-help sections had all been properly straightened. Luckily for us, the adult fiction—more than half of the store—was relatively untouched by the disaster, outside of being covered over with a wave of dust from the outpouring of so many untouched pages.

The majority of the cleaning up and straightening out of the store was due to Mallory’s know-how.

When we started moving everything around, she changed into her workout clothes—tight, tiny gym shorts and a flimsy tank-top that gave me an even better view of her cleavage than the last outfit. Her shiny, smooth skin was covered over with sweat, and her long dark hair was done up in a voluminous ponytail that stretched halfway down her back.

“You really were on top of this,” I said to her, tapping her arm. “Thanks for taking the lead.”

“Yeah, of course.” She shrugged. “I’m glad all those years of moving furniture back and forth finally produced something worthwhile.”

“Well, I wouldn’t say finally. I mean, all that moving brought you to work here with me, and I think that’s pretty good.”

I was trying to be straightforward; I liked working with Mallory. She was hard-working and smart. But, from the look on her face, I could tell the sentiment bordered on the saccharine.

What happened next, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to explain. She reached behind the counter—giving me a long view of the excellently crafted butt-cleavage that she sported in those tiny spandex shorts. She turned and righted herself, no doubt noticing my sidelong glance at her particulars, and gave me a flirty grin.

“Hey,” she said, pulling a tall bottle of bourbon out from a brown paper bag. “Wanna get drunk and fool around?”

I stuttered, not quite knowing how to answer. 

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She leaned over the counter again, grabbing a couple of paper cups. “Not the most glamorous of settings, but I’m a cheap date.”

“...great,” I coughed. “Super.”

She poured me out an entire cup full of bourbon. It was cheap stuff, and the taste was wicked and hard in my mouth. She, of course, swallowed her own with no problem, and then immediately poured me another cup. The taste had barely left my mouth, strong warmth flooding down through my head and into my legs, when she guided the cup up to my lips again, bidding me to drink. I coughed and sputtered a bit, sitting down on the floor, but I swallowed it all. 

She slid down next to me, sliding her legs against mine. I didn’t know how this had all started to happen, but I didn’t much care. Mallory was gorgeous and she was hitting on me, and that was completely fine by me. 

As soon as that last shot of bourbon had settled, she refilled my cup again, but with less than before. This time, though, she did not coerce any drinking.

“I don’t think it’s possible to have an honest conversation without at least two shots of good liquor in both parties,” she said, by way of explaining. “I hope that’s all right.”

“Sure.” I was still sweating from the sudden flood of alcohol. My tongue rolled around my mouth, looking for some kind of reprieve from the bitter taste. “Sure. What kind of honesty are you looking for?”

“Any kind!” She swung her hands out wide. “I know you were looking at me when everything went to hell today, for instance.”

I coughed. “You do?”

“Of course I do, dummy.” She rolled her eyes. “Give me a little credit, okay? You think a girl like me doesn’t know when a guy she’s working with is creeping on her?” I flinched, and she punched me. “No, you're right. I'm a jerk for bringing it up. Let's go back to how it was before, right? I'm just the one pretty girl who has no idea, explicit or otherwise, about the way society views me and how men objectify women.”

“I wasn’t....creeping. Just you know. You’re gorgeous, is all. Sometimes I look.”

She frowned, beautifully, as everything she did was beautiful, but there was a layer of jokiness behind it. 

“Ugh, if you're just going to keep being so sincere, I don't know how I'm going to have fun with you.”

“You asked for honesty.”

“I did.” Nodding, she took another long sip of bourbon. “We’re going to lose our jobs soon. How about that?”

“Yeah.” 

For a moment, I looked over at the work we had accomplished for the day, trying to come up with something clever to say. Before, when I’d talked to Mallory, I thought I was out of her league. I was a decent looking, I thought. Dark hair and a permanent five o’clock shadow because I never remember to shave in the morning. In good shape from eating right and walking and bike-riding through the city, though that was mostly because I didn’t own a car. 

But Mallory was gorgeous. The line of her jaw tilting to her chin and back up into her neck, so elegant and regal, made my heart ache. And she was smart. And she was hard-working. I had trouble understanding, lots of the time, how she didn’t already own her own business, even if she was the same age as me at twenty-four.

Anyway, it was easier to talk to her when I thought she could never be interested. Now, my tongue flummoxed, and I threw out the first thing I could think of.

“Sort of seems pointless, huh?” I gestured toward the shelves. “Like building a pyre factory on top of a bonfire.”

She guffawed. A literal, man-like guffaw, her chest heaving in and out. She was gorgeous as she smiled, and my body warmed knowing that I had been the one to give her that sort of laugh. 

“A pyre factory? Come on, man. That’s all you got?”

I shrugged. “Well, they wouldn’t build a bonfire factory on top of a bonfire. That’s just silliness. No way you could get Mr. Sheffield to pour money into that sort of company.”

Sheffield was Audrey's dad. A large man with large appetites, and a very large dislike for me. He hid it well enough, but when I met with him, I could tell just by shaking his hand that he knew I was some stupid mid-summer fling for his daughter. And he was right.

Mallory's foot slid over mine, and her smile was long and knowing. I’m going to enjoy blowing your mind later, this smile said. We had both pushed our shoes off. She slipped her socks off as well, and her toes were painted a light pink. They were warm, slipping my sock off slow. The sensation of her toe along my foot tickled.

“So where is her royal highness these days?”

“You mean Audrey?”

“Of course. You know any other princesses?”

Audrey wasn’t that bad...but of course, I wasn’t about to say that to Mallory. Not now.

“She is in South America. Ecuador, I think. No doubt being royal.”

“Do you talk to her at all?”

“Not really. We’ve had a few emails, but we’re basically, you know. Done.”

“That sucks.” Her foot slid up my ankle, now. She didn't sound too bummed. “You must miss bagging her. I’m not gay, but nobody’s that straight. That must have been like fucking the Empire State Building. Right?”

“Oh,” I laughed. “I don’t know. Let’s just say we’re about as physical right now as we ever were.”

She looked legitimately shocked. “She never slept with you?”

“No. I couldn’t convince her it was worth her time. Maybe it isn’t.”

“Pffft. Don’t talk like that. Sex is worth everyone’s time.”

I shrugged, taking a long sip of bourbon. “I wouldn’t know.” 

The booze had gotten to me, because otherwise I never would have let on about my v-card. 
“What?” She shook her head, bright eyes sparkling. “What? No way. No. Way.” She punched me, and then punched me again. “No way! You’re a virgin?”
“God, shout it a bit louder, huh.”

“But you’re...you’re...” she gestured with her hands. “How is that possible? You’re cute.”

Being told I was attractive by a woman like Mallory was an incredible ego boost. Wouldn’t you know it, though, I wasn’t savvy enough to recognize that was an easy way to flirt right back. 

All I could manage was a blush, eyes downward, and then, “Thanks.”

“Oh my god, you’re so bashful. It all makes sense. Oh god!”

She had rolled forward into me now, giving me a long hug. The foot that had slid over on top of my foot became her entire leg, and her thigh rested right between mine. Her skin was so warm and vibrant. I wanted to trace her ankles all the way up to her thighs.

“God, that’s why you’ve never made a pass at me. Isn’t it?”

“Are you...I mean, interested?”

It was, obviously, a stupid question. But what can I say? I was a stupid virgin who knew about flirtation, attraction, and even sex largely in an abstract sense. I’d had girlfriends in the past, but like Audrey, it never manifested into anything more physical than making out. I suppose that makes me some sort of grade A loser...but I’d prioritized different things. I put my education first. When that was done, I didn’t know, really, how to get involved in any social capacity. 

“Sure!” She hugged me tighter. Her tits, so substantial and firm, pressed hard into my arm. “I mean, interested enough just for a little fuck, you know. Nothing serious. I’m not like...the way you describe Audrey sometimes? I’m nothing like that. Super-serious ‘let’s have a family and name everyone David and Bethany’ type. God, no. I’m just...you know. Sex is fun, all right? So anything we do, it’s about fun, okay? Don’t get all post-virgin crisis on me.”

Suddenly I had entered into a negotiation about the rules of an engagement of which we, unbeknownst to me, were directly in the middle.

“Okay.” I took another long sip of bourbon. Mallory, smiling, refilled my cup. “What if it was, just like, a handjob?”

I was too scared to ask for more. My sexuality (or lack thereof) was a burden for me; I couldn’t imagine it being anything else for anyone else. Especially not a true beauty like Mallory. 

“You haven’t had a handjob?”

“Not if my hand doesn’t count.”

She giggled. One hand drew across her neck, sliding down her body slowly. She leaned forward, letting me have a fantastic view of her cleavage. Her hand moved over my crotch, massaging my bulge gently.

“It really doesn’t. Handjobs are sort of small-time, though. At least, they are when I could just suck your cock instead.” She slid over my legs completely now and pushed them wide, falling back with her ass on her heels. Her head slid up to my crotch, and with a shy, eager smile, she let my zipper down. Her hair, long and thick, slipped over my thighs in gorgeous dark waves. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. “Would that be all right?”

“Y-yeah. Sure. Please.”

Once more, she giggled. “I know it would be all right, silly. God, you’re easy.”

Soon, she had my cock—still rather soft—all the way out. Her hand ran up and down it, and she stroked me slow, licking her lips as I twitched in response.

“I want you to tell me when you’re going to cum, okay? I just did laundry, and I don’t want it on my shirt.”

I nodded obediently. She was in control. I didn’t mind in the least. Her mouth slid over my length, a luxurious purr emanating from her throat. Instinctively, my hands went to her hair, sliding my fingers possessively into her skull. Her dark hair was so thick, so voluminous. I wanted to fuck it almost as much as I wanted to fuck her mouth. But I kept my hips still, letting Mallory set the pace. 

And god, did she ever set the pace. Her soft mouth slid up and down my cock expertly. Her tongue pushed along the base of my shaft, goading me quickly to complete hardness. Before long, I was absolutely stiff in her mouth. She made several surprised moans as my cock grew and grew, pushing into her throat. A soft, eager laugh powered out from her throat, delighted at something that I didn’t know about. I hoped it was my taste, my length—I thought I was a decent size, at nine inches with a thickness to match, but I honestly had no idea. 

Like any virgin, I didn’t have much staying power. My precum spurted out, and I noticed some sort of shift in her rhythm. It became almost robotic, automatic. Her moans intensified, and her fingers slid down to her pussy, barely hidden in her tiny shorts. Soon, this amazing goddess of a woman was fingering her cunt as she slurped down my precum. It was too much for me. I couldn’t take it.

“I’m gonna cum,” I let out. “Please, you don’t have to, you don’t...oh god, oh fuck...”

She just moaned and sucked harder. A true pro at cocksucking, sliding her tongue around my shaft faster to coax me on. I thought her previous warning to let her know when I would cum was so that I would cum somewhere else. But she seemed, now, dead-set on swallowing everything I had. I couldn’t deny her.

“Oh fuck...fuck, fuck, Mallory...oh god...I'm gonna cum...”

I spurted down her mouth and throat for what felt like eternity. It was the most perfect moment in my young life, shooting my load down this brunette beauty’s willing, happy mouth. Slowly, regrettably, her sucking slowed, and I pulled myself away from her amazing, beautiful lips.

She sat back, kneeling with her mouth open, breathing hard. My cum dribbled down her chin and slowly began to make its long trail down to her shirt. I leaned forward and scooped it up, stopping it—and on instinct, simply slid my finger back into her mouth. She moaned and latched her mouth around my fingers. 

Fuck, that’s sexy, I thought.

“That was incredible,” I said slowly, my heart still beating fast. 

“That was...incredible.” 

“No, really.” I let out a long breath. “That was amazing.”

“No, really. That was ‘mazing.”

For the first time now, I looked at her face. Her hair had become a messy tangle from my hands sliding through them, and covered her eyes almost entirely. But, from what I could see, her previously dark brown eyes had become completely white. Not rolled up back in her head, either. It was more like they had been painted over, or filled up. 

“Mallory?”

“Mallory.”

She said her name, like she had said everything else since taking my cum, with deep warmth and reverence. 

“You’re...an amazing cocksucker.”

“I’m an amazing cocksucker.”

Wow. She was really out of it. I pushed her hair from her eyes, and she purred softly at my touch. Yeah, her eyes had completely whitened over. For whatever reason, I found the effect intensely sexual.

“You love to suck cock.”

Her smile broadened. “I love to suck cock.”

“You...you love to suck my cock.”

Honestly, I just wanted to hear her say it, and she seemed dazed enough to be repeating me without cause. I was in the moment, now, determined to seize whatever it was that was happening.

“I love to suck your cock.”

“You’ll suck my cock anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck...you...”

“You love to suck my cock.”

“I love to suck your cock.”

“You’ll suck my cock anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck your cock anytime I want.”

My heart beat fast now. I didn’t really believe what she was saying. It was some kind of strange trance, clearly. Maybe it happened every time she tasted cum, I didn’t know. But I didn’t think that she believed everything she said. It was just hot to hear her say it in that warm voice of hers. I wanted to hear a woman say all sorts of things to a virgin, scholar mope like me.

“You love me.”

“I...lo...I...”

“You love me.”

“I...love...” The expression on her face began to be somewhat pained. Clearly, there were limits to this. 

Just as well. When a woman finally told me she loved me, I think I wanted it to be in a more sober state. 

I tried to think of more things—things that Audrey never said to me. That no girl had ever come right out and said to me.

“You find me very attractive.”

The torn expression disappeared, replaced by a pleasured smile. “I find you very attractive.”

“You want to fuck me.”

“I want to fuck you.”

“You’re desperate to suck my cock.”

“I’m desperate to suck your cock.”

“You trust me. With anything.”

“I trust you. With anything.”

Then I started again from the beginning, my cock still sort of hard from all of this. I focused on the ideas of her loving to suck my cock, her trusting me, and her finding me attractive. Hearing those words from her mouth...I can’t explain it. I can’t justify it. I had never heard a woman say all that before. Now that I could have one do it on command, and that woman was one of the most beautiful I had ever seen...well. I gave in to temptation, okay? There’s no real excuse. That’s just the explanation.

I’ll probably end up saying that quite a bit before this story is done.

I stroked slowly, watching her beautiful, tranced face repeat the words I had provided for her. It was a power trip, believe you me, and it wasn’t long before I was totally hard again. 

But then, Mallory seemed to come back from whatever distant, happy place she went to. Her face returned to normal, and she came out of the trance looking sort of confused. 

“Didn’t I just...suck you off?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was incredible.”

“It was incredible,” she said, almost automatically.

That was almost, to the word, exactly the same thing that I had said right after she finished me. 

“Can I...I mean, you’re hard already? God.” She looked at my cock with eager need in her eyes. “Can I suck you off again, Victor? I really love to suck your cock.”

That same slightly trancey tone again. I didn’t know what was happening. I didn’t care. This was a girl I had never even dared to dream of fucking, and she was asking to suck me off.

Of course, I said yes. And Mallory, like a sleepy cat, slipped around my cock again and slowly coated her mouth with the remains of her saliva and my cum, sucking her way back into a deeply trance-filled suck session on my thick, hard cock.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I strolled into work feeling better than I had in ages. Something enormous had happened last night. I didn’t think I was Mallory’s boyfriend or anything—she had warned me off of that well enough—but I had a fuck buddy, and that was amazing all in itself.

After she sucked me off the second time, I was too tired—and drunk—to see if her tranced state came back into fruition. I just plain passed out, sliding her against my body on the floor of the store. I know it sounds absolutely stupid of me, but at the time, I thought that what had happened with Mallory was just some fluke. Some combination of lust, booze, and exhaustion that culminated with some of the hottest words I had ever heard anyone say. 

We woke up at six o’clock, still passed out on the floor of the store in front of the register. The bookstore was due to open at eight, giving us just enough time to rush home and get back in time for when we were supposed to start working. We said quick goodbyes, after she kissed me for a long, long time with lots of tongue, and made me promise to spend time with her that night.

Of course, I agreed. In the back of my mind, I had fantasies about my words really having an effect on her, but of course I knew that was the height of silliness. 

At five past eight o’clock, I rolled back into the store, reinvigorated from a shower and a change of clothes. What greeted me when I arrived was the pleasant sight of Dawn’s glorious ass in tight blue jeans. She was bent over, sweeping up our spilled cups from the night before. 

My mood had been pleasantly enhanced by the sight of her tightly-constructed behind, and then plummeted once more as I saw the look on her face. She knew exactly what we had been up to, and she did not approve.

Looking around the store, it wasn’t hard to see why. 

All the shelves were back in place, but lots of the books were still strewn everywhere, and some of the extra damage—like dust from the fall and spilled plaster from loosened screws and nails—was still all over the floor.

“Did you two have fun last night?” she asked, clearly antagonistic.

I laughed a little and looked down. We did have fun, but I couldn’t tell her that.

“Oh, good. Looks like you did. Well, I’m very glad my store has turned into party central for you, but if it happens again, I’ll fire you. And I don’t care if I can’t find anyone else. I’ll work the hours myself, okay?”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

“Oh my god.” She threw up her arms. “Don’t call me ‘ma’am.’ I’m hardly older than you.” She walked behind the register, pulling out a trash bag and began patrolling around the shop. “I know what it’s like, not having a lot of responsibility. All you have to do is show up. But I’m relying on you, okay? I need that to mean something to you.”

She was right. I nodded. “Okay. I apologize. You’re right.”

“This place still looks like shit. You know that’s not acceptable, right?” 

“I know.”

I also knew that, when she was dressing me down, I shouldn't be thinking about how heavy her tits were in that tight form-fitting blue blouse. But I was. Her body was so curvy in all the right ways.

“And why is there a new shelf in front? What’s this ‘Staff Favorites’ bullshit?”

I shrugged. “Lots of stores do it. I thought we could try.” 

“And you’re making those decisions now? That’s your job? Is that why you get money?”

“You’ve got a lot on your plate. I thought I could help.” I walked toward it. “I can take it down in ten minutes. It'll be no problem.”

“No, no.” She shook her head. Her eyes were blue. They scanned the store, looking for some semblance of hope. “The Ice Festival is next weekend. If you foul up like this again, and we miss all that revenue...”

“We won’t. I promise.”

She sighed. “You can’t promise not to have an accident, Victor.”
“Then what do you want?”
Putting a hand to her face, she shook her head. “You’re right. I don’t know. I’m very tired. Just...just fucking try not to be such a goof, all right? I’m relying on you,” she said again. “Whether I like it or not.”

Mallory showed shortly after I did, and I gave her the good news—it was to be an eggshell day so long as Dawn was around. 

* * * * *
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AROUND EIGHT-THIRTY, Lori finally arrived. I was busy cleaning still, and had made a lot of headway with the dust and plaster in the far corner of the store. 

Lori was younger than Mallory and me, a stereotypical stoner chick who had just barely graduated high school and had no interest in going to college. Dawn hired her, I think, because she graciously thought Lori was “artsy.” She did have a few tattoos along her shoulders and back—strange symbols that she said were taken from some book on Nubian hieroglyphics, because of course they were. But calling her “artsy” was like calling me a novelist because I had scribbled down, from time to time, a few fevered notes about my possible Great American Novel. 

Okay, so, sure, sometimes I called myself a novelist, but I didn’t know how to get laid and I was trying stuff out. I hadn’t written anything substantial, though, and at least I owned up to it. I had been to Lori’s house for a few parties, and stumbled upon some of her work. She worked in pastels and oils on thick canvasses, and none of it was finished. She seemed to dance from one project to the next, never quite fixating on anything long enough to finish it. 

My own problem, conversely, was that I never quite got started. 

Lori, despite any artistic deficiencies, and despite her crippling addiction to pot, was thoroughly fun to work with. She was always happy to listen to others, and had no problem filling in shifts—so long as she was sober enough to walk into work. I had no idea how she stayed so slender despite all the munchies she must have suffered from. Her hair was short and dark, and a nose-stud sparkled in one nostril, highlighting the cute shape of her nose beneath sea-green eyes. 

That morning, she had on a two-sizes too-small East Side Pages t-shirt, making her petite braless tits appear more supple than ever. After the mind-blowing experience I'd had with Mallory the night before, I'd sort of been hoping she would wear one of her ridiculous hemp sweaters, but no such luck. Cut-off jean shorts so tiny that the pockets stuck out, calf-high brown leather boots, and a t-shirt that didn't even slide over her navel. I struggled not to drool. 

Right away, as she entered, Dawn pulled her aside and spoke with her in serious tones. Their conversation lasted less than two minutes; no doubt Dawn informed Lori that she was on thin ice, et cetera, and that if she continued to do what she was doing, her future at the bookstore was in peril. Lori had heard it all before, and gassed out such worries beneath artillery shells full of potent weed smoke. 

Her coffee stand was on the far end of the register, posted near the window so that passers-by could see customers hanging out inside and drinking coffee. If nothing else, Lori did make a good cup of coffee. 

I made my way over to her after a moment, making a mental note not to slobber all over her young, tight body. 

She started a few pots brewing. Little signs were posted around her booth, advertising 2 for 1 deals on special flavored coffees and the like. I leaned over the counter, trying very hard not to glue my eyes on her complete lack of panties in her skimpy shorts.

“Boss lady is pissed with you.”

“Yup.”

“Wanna get high?”

Her answer to everything. I laughed. 

“No thanks. I got in trouble enough sober as a bird yesterday.”

“She said she caught you and Mallory drinking.”

“She didn’t catch us drinking. We just...we had a few drinks after work, that’s all.”

“That's not really sober.”

She had me there. “I guess not.”

“You drank in the store?”

“We had to stay late to fix everything up.”

Taking a look around, she clearly wasn't impressed.

“You didn’t do that great of a job.”

“I guess you should have seen it yesterday.”

Lori shrugged. “If you say so.” 

God, I wanted to fuck her. Her ass was practically popping out of her jeans, and every piece of her clothing was so barely-there that I knew I could rip every last part of it away in less than a minute.

I knew she would never go for it, though. I was too plain for her. Lori wanted alternative dudes, guys with fifteen piercings on their eyelids and seventy more everywhere else. She wanted tattoos, with an equal number of skulls to gummi bears and childhood cartoon stars. That just wasn't me. I was a reader. I spent my nights at home poring over books and wishing that someday I could have something decent to write about.

As was her routine, the first cup of coffee went to me. She said it was because usually the first cup always sucked, and she wanted to know how to gauge the rest. This was, I hoped, her way of showing some affection for me. 

The bell at the front rang. A customer. I was impressed. We almost never got customers this early. A young woman walked in, clearly a student at the university. The private university, Hamilton. There was the Alder City City University and Hamilton, and though they weren’t at odds academically or in sports, there was a clear divide between their student bodies. 

Alder City usually pulled from the town’s hopefuls, providing degrees at a discount for everyone who had good enough grades. There were steep discounts for natives of the state, and even bigger discounts for those who could keep their grades up. I probably would have been able to go there for free, myself, but my ego got in the way. I thought that by going to Hamilton, I would line up better jobs, or else sell my novel right away. Well, the jobs don’t exist and neither does the novel, so none of that panned out and I saddled myself with a ego-crippling amount of student loan debt. 

Nothing like more than half a hundred grand of debt to give you a firm understanding of your place in the world.

After a moment, I realized I recognized the girl. Minjee Park. She had been in the same program as me. She was Korean-American and posh gorgeous, the sort of girl that a guy like me knew would never get more than a casual “hello” from even in the best of times. Probably I could save her life from a fire-breathing dragon, and she would toss back her flawless black hair, mew out a small, “Oh, thanks,” and I would think she had done me a favor by noticing I was around.

Women have a strange effect on me, you may have noticed. Perhaps that’s why, now, I started to have a strange effect on them. All those years of unspent, unrequited desire building up my seed to be the most potent of its possible kind. 

Maybe I was bitten by some radioactive sperm. Who knows.

She wore tight leather pants and a tiny red jacket over a black tee-shirt. Her heels were tall and worn without the slightest effort. From all appearances, she had been poured into the outfit, every line enhancing her attractiveness.

I approached her with a friendly, knowing smile. The kind you use for people you recognize. She didn't catch on, or didn't care. She also didn't seem to notice the mess, or again, was above expressing notice at such things.

“Welcome to East Side,” I said. “How can I help you?”

“I’m looking for books on Marxist analysis of late nineteenth century poets. Whitman, I'm hoping. Miller. Maybe some pastorals, too?” She paused, her lovely face twisting in thought. “Anyone before nineteen hundred, really.”

“Right. Who isn’t?”

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing, sorry.” I smiled. “We might have something downstairs. I’ll show you.”

I led her downstairs to the basement, which was thankfully untouched by the chaos from the day before. The light was dimmer down there, being without windows, but there was more room for books. It's where we kept all our used stock. Gerald hopped up as we descended, quickly scampering past us to take up a seat in one of the chairs downstairs. No doubt his little feline brain was encouraging me to follow through with snuggle plan. 

Minjee walked close to me, and this closeness was somewhat overwhelming. She smelled like money. I don’t know how else to put it. There’s a certain type of person that seems to soften the air around them, like they were created in a computer and then dumped out into the world, all the processing power pulling in the threads of reality to make their every edge more beautiful and pleasing to the eye. She was that type of girl.

All I could think of, as I watched her, was doing the same thing to her that I had done to Mallory. Was it possible? Could I make this regal beauty get down on her knees after taking in heaps of my hot load, repeating worshipfully everything I told her?

The temptation was palpable. But how could I do it? I couldn’t just force myself on her and hope for the best. Even outside the morality of such a thing (and I don’t know if there is an outside to the morality of such a thing), I had no practical evidence that what happened with Mallory was anything but a random occurrence. Experiments and theories were tested on repeatability, after all.

I pointed Minjee in the direction of a few books that might help her, and pretended to be interested in re-organizing some nearby. Mostly, I just wanted the excuse to look at her a little more. Her ass and leather tights were a match made in heaven. 

I know I'm going on a lot about asses. But I can't help it if Lori and Minjee both have terrific ones, in their own way. Minjee's was full, the kind you can grab and lead around. Lori's was tiny but perfectly shaped, making you want to spank her just so you could watch your own hand slap down on two cheeks at once. 

“I recognize you, you know.” 

Her comment broke me from my ass-thought reverie. I was a bit surprised. 

“Really?”

“Sure. You used to work at Hamilton, right? The library?”

I had been in at least four different graduate classes with this girl. These aren’t the type of classes that are very large. Fifteen people were an understood maximum. You get very close attention from the professor, and concentrated feedback from most everyone in the class on your ideas and papers. 

“Uh,” I laughed softly, not sure how to answer. There was a time when I would have let something like that go. But the events of the night before, and my rampant desire to fuck her rotten, were screwing a little bit with my common sense. “No, actually. I’m a graduate of the same program you’re in. We were in a lot of classes together.”

“Really?” Now it was her turn to be surprised. Even, dare I say it, a little embarrassed. Though it was sort of hard to tell. It’s like trying to draw the shape of one particular flare in the sun—all of it is overshadowed by the incredible beauty of the main body.

“Yeah. We had Deconstruction of the Arts with Rickman.”

She pushed her shiny, thick hair back now, her tongue sliding up over her lips as she thought. It was dead sexy. I could not stop imagining her tongue sliding over my rod like Mallory’s had. Or even the two of them together, each begging me to be the one to take my cum, to be tranced first...

“And then,” I coughed a little, trying to focus, “we had Jewish Folklore and also Marxist Cinema with Goldberg. Plus—”

“Hanna’s class! Oh yeah!” she took a step back, eyeing me up and down. Her eyes were brilliantly dark. “Have you lost weight since then? It was like a year ago, right?”

“Yes. To both.”

Biking around tends to drop off a lot of weight, I found out.

“Well, good memory. I don’t know if we ever really talked.” She saw the look on my face. “Oh my god, we talked? Oh god.”

Now her face was in her palms, her petite body trembling with laughter. “Shit, I’m so embarrassed. I must seem like the biggest diva to you.”

The normal answer, of course, would be to say, “no, no!” 

“I’ve known bigger,” I said, “but they were all actual royalty.”

She snorted with laughter. It seemed a distinctly un-Minjee thing to do. “Oh, so you’re a dick. I get it. Maybe that’s why I don’t remember you.”

“You’ve phased out all memories of dicks in your life? That must get lonesome.”

Again, she was laughing. “Maybe not every dick. But you know. A girl’s got to have some standards.”

“Sure. Too many dick memories and then it’s just dicks dicks dicks all the time, and no work gets done at all.”

“Right! And you know, graduate degree in fucking Victorian literature.” She held up the book she had picked out. “It’s all about dicks one way or the other. Some get put to the side.”

“So it’s only the cute ones at bookstores that you’ll remember from now on, right?”

“Maybe. Who knows.” She smiled and pushed her hair back again. “Are you here all the time?”

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“Well...” she twirled her hair. She smiled shyly. She even goddamn twisted at the useless sparkly chain belt around her waist. Was it really this easy to flirt with girls? What the fuck had I been doing being quiet all the time? Where the fuck had I been? “I’m going to have to keep coming back here. Studying and all, you know. The library is just useless for this sort of material, unfortunately. I’ll see you around?”

“Not if I see you first.”

She snorted again. “Oh god, and you were doing so well...”

I watched her walk up the stairs, her ass just a complete vision in that tiny, skimpy little outfit. If only I could give her one taste of my cum, just to find out what might happen...

She sneaked a look back down at me and giggled just slightly, walking out the door with a slight bounce in her step.

* * * * *
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“HEY, COULD YOU HELP me with something in the back?”

It was well after noon, and I was reading a new science fiction novel about seven men trying to fight their way off a mutant cruise ship. It was shlock, but it was fun schlock. Mallory leaned right over the counter, pushing the book out of my vision, and placing herself firmly in the middle of it. 

We hadn't hung out much all day, but Dawn had finally left for her new batch of meetings, and we had finished all the cleaning from the day before. The shop was finally back in working shape. 

Mallory, meanwhile, was in gorgeous shape, but that was nothing new. Her outfit had taken a cue from Lori's with the too-tight tee shirt, though with her more substantial breasts and the long cut-open v  neckline, there was a lot more to appreciate. Her high-heeled sandals had clopped along the wooden floors all day, calling my eyes to watch her tiny denim skirt as she bent over. As she bent over the counter, her fingers slid up my arm and gently squeezed my bicep.

Of course, as usual, even with as obvious as she was being, I wasn't catching up.

“Oh, did the new shipment get here?” I looked down at the calendar. “I didn’t think it was supposed to get here until next Tuesday.”

“Yeah, it’s something like that.” Her hand clasped around mine. “Lori, could you take over the register for like ten minutes?”

Lori nodded at her booth, smiling slyly at Mallory. “Sure thing.”

I still faltered. “But, what is it that’s back there? Is there a customer? Because if it’s a customer—”

“God, you’re dense,” said Lori, laughing. “Look at how she looks at you. What do you think she wants?”

I looked again at Mallory. She was tugging at the tiny bra strap beneath her shirt, giving me a completely unrestricted view of the tight top beneath and the shiny, buoyant globes of flesh that were waiting just underneath. Her dark eyes burned with desire, one lip tugged underneath her perfectly white teeth. Her hips wiggled slowly in those tight, sculpted skirt, thighs mincing together down to her knees.

“Oh,” I said, feeling myself pulled along by Mallory. 

Soon, just as she wanted, we were in the back room. It was a storage space, basically. Shelves surrounded us, some of the only ones in the entire store not buried under the weight of books. Instead, it was office supplies and stands for ads, that sort of thing. 

“I don’t know what’s come over me,” she said, clearly looking a little confused. “I just...I find you very attractive.”

“Oh.”

She pushed me against the wall, sliding one leg up mine. Her lips came up to my neck and then my chin, kissing softly. “I know we said we’d see each other tonight, but I couldn’t wait. I find you very attractive,” she said again.

Her voice, I noticed, took on just the slightest little monotone as she said that. I kissed her deep, loving the feel of her lips on mine. Her tongue pressed into my mouth, and I gripped her body hard. Her spine thrummed with need, and my cock was quickly getting hard.

“I think you’re absolutely beautiful, Mallory.” 

She smiled, rolling her eyes. “Whatever. You’re just lucky I’m absolutely desperate to suck your cock.”

Okay. There that was again. The same slight monotone. And the same words I had said to her the night before. Was this really happening? Was I really able to hold that kind of power over her?

There was only one way to find out...and I was eager to know for sure.

“Yeah, do it,” I said, urging her on. “Suck me off.”

She didn't need to be told twice. Soon, she was on her knees and my pants were down around my ankles. She slipped her lips over the head of my turgid cock and moaned with excitement.

Her mouth was just as perfect as the night before, if not even better. Last night, her affection had been tinged with a sense of wild, drunken exploration and fun. But this night, she asserted herself like a lover, taking her time with her tongue running up and down over my length, and moaning with true aroused longing as my cock hardened even more in her mouth. 

“God, you're so good,” I moaned. “You're an amazing cocksucker.”

“Mmmhmm,” she moaned right back. 

Precum spurted down her throat. Her moaning only increased, and once again, her fingers shifted up her skirt and she played with her clit while sliding her beautiful mouth back and forth over my shaft. My hands worked into her hair, and I was in heaven. Nothing had felt so good. I had gone from zero attention from women, ever, to getting two blowjobs in less than twelve hours from one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. I felt blessed. Maybe I was.

“Oh babe.” My orgasm approached fast and sudden. I had so little control, and little desire to hold it in. I had to see what happened when my cum touched her mouth again. “You have to...I'm gonna cum. Swallow it down. You have to swallow it. It'll be incredible.”

She moaned encouragingly, taking me down with happy gusto. Soon, my balls had been completely emptied down her throat once more.

Immediately, I could feel her body language shift from worked-up lover to tranced beauty. Once again, as she knelt there with my cum cutely arranged on her lips and chin, her eyes had gone all white and blank. My heart pounced up and down in my chest. I couldn’t believe it.

“Mallory, can you hear me?”

“I hear you.”

I gulped. Her voice was full of warmth, peace, and vibrancy. She seemed completely at ease, totally at peace. 
All throughout the day, I had daydreamed of this. In my head now, I had a full script of ideas I wanted to instill into her gorgeous head.
“You want to fuck me.”

She bit her lip. “I want to fuck you.”

“You’re turned on by me.”

“I’m turned on by you.”

“You find me incredibly attractive.”

“I find you incredibly attractive.”

“You want to go out with me.”

“I want to go with you.”

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...”

My cock pulsed with need, more blood flowing into it again. Quickly, I was becoming hard once more. I wanted her, so badly. I wanted to own her. I wanted to flood her fertile body with my cum. Feeling inspired, I took her hand—which had dropped to the floor—and slid her fingers up against her clit again. It only took a few gentle circles before she was pleasuring herself on her own, perfectly tranced. Hypnotized by my cum to give herself orgasmic pleasure.

“You trust me completely.”

She smiled, somewhat relieved. “I trust you completely.”

“You know I want what’s best for you.”

“I know you want what’s best for me.” 

“I want to be your boyfriend.”

“You want to be my boyfriend.” Her voice was tinged with heavy, heated arousal now.
“You want to be my girlfriend.”
“I want to be your girlfriend.”

The suggestions seemed to work on some combination of a timer and a volume of some sort—like a liquid volume, running out with every suggestion given. Given enough time, I think the trance would have passed on its own. But if the suggestions I made were more against her moral fiber, or her beliefs, or her worldview, then she would resist harder, and the “volume” would go down faster. Easy suggestions expelled no energy. Hard suggestions—like her being in love with me, for instance—took a lot. But, over time, I surmised that such things would grow easier and easier. If she trusted me completely, and found me massively attractive, how far a jump would love be?

Something to find out another time. I stuck then with repeating the big ones—she found me attractive. She wanted to fuck me. She wanted to suck me off anytime. She trusted me. In all, I repeated the cycle four more times—for a total of about five minutes—before she seemed to come out of the trance. She came visibly as she repeated my words, a sight I'll never forget. With her mind in a blank slate, any mental or emotional inhibitions to cumming were gone, and all she had pushing through her brain was purest pleasure. 

“I trust you. I find you so attractive. I want to f-f-fuck youuu...” and then a half-minute of orgasmic shuddering.

In the end, I was hard once again—and desperately turned on. We had to get back to work, though.

There were vials in a small box nearby. A mis-shipment for a medical supply store on the other side of town. We’d never gotten around to delivering them. Like a lot of things, they had fallen to the wayside. 

I stroked my cock, looking at Mallory's beautiful blank face. She still touched herself even though she had just cum hard. It took nothing for me to stroke my cock and cum myself, and I filled up the four vials I held in my hand. 

Holding four in my hand, I came. Soon, the vials were full. Mallory slowly turned, raising an eyebrow. Quickly fastening lids, I shoved the vials into my pocket.

“What was that?” asked Mallory.

I pulled her up and kissed her hard. “Nothing. Don’t worry about it. Okay?”

She shrugged, clearly still a little loopy. “Sure. Okay.”

Her kiss back was long and luxurious. I could feel her heart thumping against her chest in excitement. Dainty hands crawled over my face and chest, hot moans exiting from her mouth. “Fuck, I loved that. That was amazing. You're amazing. Can we still hang out tonight? Please?” 

Please, she says. Begging me for a date.

“Of course, babe. Anything you want.”

* * * * *
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LATER IN THE AFTERNOON, Dawn was still out meeting with whoever she met with. I assumed it was possible donors, or donors that she was trying to keep. I wasn’t sure how many we had, or how much they gave, but judging on the money coming in at the register, it was easy to figure out that either we had some wealthy benefactors or Dawn was somehow running a meth lab behind our backs. 

Of course she wasn’t. Dealing meth would be degrading to women, somehow or other.

I sat down at a table near Lori’s coffee stand. The customers, almost to a person, called it the “secret table” when they found it, because it was buried behind the philosophy and religious books. Most of the tables were out in front, in clear view of the register and Lori at her booth. This one, though, was a nice place to sit when you just needed to chill out for a moment and reflect the happenings of the day.

I most certainly needed that. 

My cum had an effect. I didn’t know where it came from. I had no idea if it would continue to do what it did. I certainly had no idea if I thought it was right or wrong. All I knew was that it was vividly, wildly arousing. As soon as my hot seed splashed against Mallory’s throat, she went into a deep, happy hypnotic state. Nothing could snap her out of it. Nothing could faze her while she was in the state. And the things I told her, she remembered. She took my words into her head as her thoughts.

How the fuck was I supposed to get any work done when I knew I could do that to a completely gorgeous woman at any time now? 

And, I realized, leaning back, it was really any time. I had made her believe, now, that she wanted to suck me off all the time. That she would do it anytime I wanted. And I had the feeling that even if those two things weren’t completely true for her yet, she would trust me enough to just suck me off because I told her to.

“Coffee time!” Without warning, Lori clunked a cup down in front of me. Her own was a bit bigger—she always needed a lot of caffeine to fight through the haze of her days.

She sat down across from me, bracelets jingling, and smiled mischievously. “She really took it out of you, huh?”

“Huh? Oh.” I shook my head, trying to clear the haze of daydream from my head. “Yeah. I guess so.”

As I shifted to take the coffee, one hand sunk into my pocket. My fingers slid over the vials inside. Lori’s coffee was right there in front of me. Waiting.

“So...” Lori leaned in, smiling. Fuck, she was cute. “How did it go?”

“It went...you know. Fine. I helped her out. Like I said I would.”

“Come on!” She leaned over and punched me. “Tell me. I had no idea she was into you. You must feel lucky as hell, huh?”

“Are you jealous?”

She snorted. “As if. You’re too clean-cut to be my type, Victor.”

The vials clinked in my pocket, my fingers running wild. My mind raced with possibilities. Lori liked her coffee with sugar and cream. Lots of cream. A little more wouldn’t be noticeable, or so I thought.

I took a sip of my coffee, and then set it down. “Wow, this is strong.” 

“What can I say? I like my coffee like I like my men. Strong and inside of a cup.”

Completely running on impulse, still on a high from everything that happened with Mallory, I smiled. “Would you grab me a sugar?”

“You don’t have legs anymore?”

“I’m all comfortable here. Please?”

Rolling her eyes, she stood up and walked back over to her booth. In a flash, I leaned over and dumped a vial of cum in her coffee, stirring it quickly with the stick still inside. With as much cream as she already had in there, there was barely a change in color.

A moment later, she came back and dropped the sugar down in front of me unceremoniously. More than ten packets spilled from her hands; clearly, she felt sarcastic.

“Is that enough for you, honey pie?” she put on a southern accent.

“Thank you, dear. You’re a doll.”

Sitting down, she straightened slightly, looking at her cup. “What happened?”

“What do you mean?” I took a sugar at random and stirred it into the coffee.

“My straw was pointing toward the back wall. Now it’s pointing toward you.”

“Come on.” I smirked. “Really? You remember that?”

“I remember all sorts of stuff, jerk. And I remember that, yeah.”

I shrugged, finally. “I don’t know. The A/C must have moved it. Or the heat. What’s it matter?”

“I just...remember it, is all.”

My perfectly innocuous past was clearly the only thing that saved me from being found out. Well, that, plus the fact that if she were to guess anything, I doubt it would be that I had unloaded a vial of my apparently magic cum into her favorite drink.

Her lips slid over the cup. Her arm lifted, tilting it down toward her face. The coffee pushed past her luscious mouth and down into her waiting, willing throat. And then...she kept drinking and drinking. In less than ten seconds, she downed the entire cup. Her body started swaying gently in time with the music thumping over the stereo. The cup dribbled down to the floor, sliding around her feet. My heart leapt up to my throat, and then down to my pants, and then bounced everywhere in between. I grabbed the cup, arranging it back in front of her.

Then, slowly, I touched her face. Just slightly. Her eyes were absolutely blank, and whitened, though not to the extent that Mallory’s were. Her vibrant greens were more faded than erased. As I touched her, she purred low, leaning into my fingers. Her skin was fever hot.

Gulping, I moved my seat around and rotated Mallory, so that if anyone came to look in on us, I would see them approaching. 

“You feel amazing, Lori.”

She smiled, grinning sexily. “Feel ‘mazing.”

“This is better than any high in the world.”

“Better than any high in the world.”

“You love feeling this way.”

“I love feeling this way.”

“I made you feel this way.”

My hands slid over her legs, gripping her thighs hard. She moaned softly, pleasantly. Her smile broadened.

“You made me feel this way.”

Now, for a little work to get done.

“You won’t smoke so much weed.”

“I won’t...won’t...”

“You can be happy on your own merits.”

“I can be happy on my own merits.”

“You’re satisfied with who you are.”

“I’m satisfied with who I am.”

I know. I know. I know I’m totally acting the white knight, saving the poor girl from her crippling addiction. I know it’s just painfully obvious that I want to somehow moralize the complete dismantling of these gorgeous girls’ will. 

I just...don’t care. She’s fucking hot and I want her to suck me off. And if, in the meantime, I can improve her life, then I was going to do it.

“You trust me completely.”

“I...trust...”

So close. I could try something else, work my way up to it, but I was impatient. Without a second thought, I took out another vial of cum and popped it open, letting the thick goo slide into her mouth. 

“That tastes delicious,” I told her.

“Tastes delicious.”

She moaned, licking it down, eyes totally and completely white now.

Time to try again. 

“You trust me completely.”

I could see the surrender in her face. Her muscles relaxed entirely. “I trust you completely.”

“You find me very attractive.”

“I find you very attractive.”

“Pleasing me turns you on.”

“Pleasing you turns me on.”

I realized, suddenly and a bit guiltily, that I hadn’t done the same for Mallory. Something to take care of soon.

“You know being more sober will please me.”

“I know being more sober will please you.”

“You love to please me.”

“I love to please you.”

“You’ll think of new ways to please me.”

“I’ll think of new ways to please you.”

“The more sober you are, the happier I’ll be.”

“The more sober I am, the happier you’ll be.”

“The more sober you are, the happier you’ll be.”

She let out a pleasant sigh. “The more sober I am, the happier I’ll be.”

“You love to please me.”

“I love to please you.”

“You think I’m very attractive.”

“I think you’re very attractive.”

“You trust me. Completely.”

“I trust you completely.”

Repeat, repeat, repeat. Pleasure, attraction, and trust.

Slowly, as with Mallory, her responses became less fluid, more forced. I stopped trying to push the issue and leaned her forward on the table with her head in her hands. She would think, as had happened before, that she had simply fallen asleep on shift. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, WHEN Lori woke, she seemed ashamed, almost. Walking out of the secret corner, she strolled up to the counter where Mallory and I were running through inventory and mentioned with more bashfulness than usual that she thought she had smoked too much that morning. 

Mallory, as usual, said that then maybe she shouldn’t smoke so much. And Lori, for the first time in memory, nodded.

“Yeah,” she said. “Maybe you’re...maybe you’re right.”

I just smiled and said nothing. My cock pulsed though, eager to do even more to Lori. Eager to do more to Mallory. Even Dawn. All of them, sliding under my control...I couldn’t help the fantasies that flooded my mind. 

Dawn arrived near the end of the business day, a couple of hours after I had put Lori under. It was close to nightfall, and as soon as Dawn came in, Lori went out. The coffee stand usually closed an hour before the store itself.

The beautiful blonde looked close to tears. Barely edging out a hello from between her teeth, she rushed to the back office.

Mallory and I exchanged looks.

“That didn’t look good,” I said.

“Nope. Think we should talk to her?”

“I’ll do it,” I said. “I owe her probably like ten more apologies anyway.”

“Well. Don’t be long. I want to keep looking at your butt.”

Squeezing my ass, she sent me on my way. That was, again, another ego boost. I hadn’t specifically told Mallory what to find attractive about me. I suppose her mind, in all its mysterious unknowable fashion, used whatever evidence was in front of it to justify her assumption. Or maybe I did have a cute butt. I wouldn’t know. 

I strolled by Dawn’s office. The door was ajar, and after the way she looked when she came in, I thought I would come in and apologize one more time. In typical egomaniacal fashion, I thought pretty much all her troubles revolved around me. 

She was on the phone, though. Her voice was tired, defeated.

“No, please, don’t say that.”

She paused.

“I know. I know it hasn’t been bringing in much money. Yes, I know it’s in the red. Yes, for a year.” She sighed. “Okay. A year and a half. But it’s just the downturn. The economy, you know. You’ve been keeping us in business, you know that. And, and—no, I don’t expect you to nurse a starving pup. Come on. You know what this shop means to this city. Please, I’m asking you to...” she let out a long sigh. “Okay. We’ll talk about it again at the end of the month. It’s just that, the Ice Festival is next week, and you know that spikes sales, and...okay. Okay. Thank you.”

I knew what that meant, or at least, I was fairly sure that I did. If the shop wasn’t pulling in significant numbers by the end of the month, we would be completely out of business. 

Slowly, I started to put together a plan...one that revolved around all these gorgeous women around me, and the power I could hold over them any time I wanted.

* * * * *
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THE SECOND DAWN LEFT the shop that night, leaving Mallory and I to close up, it was like a switch went off in Mallory’s beautiful head. 

She climbed on top of me in the back of the bookstore, far from any windows, kissing hot and heavy. Her slender legs wrapped around my waist. Thick, full breasts pressed hard on my chest, and her beautiful face melted into mine as our tongues lashed together in passion. I pressed her against the wall and she giggled wildly, still kissing. Her teeth scraped down my chin, my neck, her hands running up and down my body with spectacular fervor. 

“Fuck!” she moaned, tilting the top of her head into my shoulder. I could feel the heat pulsing from her body, from her cunt. My cock was as hard as it had ever been, and I wanted her. “I don’t fucking understand this. Yesterday you were just...you were just some nice guy, and now you’re you and I can’t get the thought of you from my head, no matter how hard I try. And I don’t try that hard, because I like it too much.”

“You don’t have to worry about it. Trust me.”

Immediately, I saw all discord slide from her body. Her trust for me quickly pushed out any second-guessing. My cock jumped at the sight of my instant, obvious control of her thoughts.

I stroked her face, pulling her in for a long, melting kiss. She wrapped herself around me further. I knew she could feel my hard-on.

“I don’t want you to be a virgin anymore,” she said. “I want you to fuck me. I want to be your first.”

She paused, as if suddenly uncertain. Thinking, perhaps, that she had pressed too far. “Is that...I mean, that’s okay, right? You want to fuck me, don’t you? I want to fuck you.” Her tone, full of warmth and monotone. “I find you so attractive. I trust you like, completely. And I want...” she pushed her thick mane of hair back, looking completely vulnerable. “I want to be your girlfriend. I’ve never been anyone’s girlfriend. I didn’t think that was...even a good thing. But I want that. From you.”

She slid down from my body, clearly feeling emotional. 

“I’m sorry. This is stupid. I shouldn’t have said that. You don’t have to want that. I—oh!”

I grabbed her and pulled her tight against me. My hips grinding against hers. “I trust you completely,” I said. She shuddered with visible pleasure. “I find you immensely attractive. And I want you to be my girlfriend.”

“F-fuck,” she moaned softly. Her breath was sweet against my lips. “I...I need it. I need your cock in me. I need it right now. I’m about to cum. I need to feel you in me. Holy fuck, Victor!”

I didn’t need to hear any more than that. In seconds, she was on the floor, legs spread wide. Her tiny denim skirt pushed up past her wide, sexy hips. Hot vaginal fluids leaked down onto the floor, her cunt pulsating with every second. 

“I don’t...” I shook my head suddenly. “I forgot to bring protection.”

“You don’t need a condom,” she said. “I don’t care. I don’t care. Fucking come in me. Come in me, please!”

Thrusting hard, I buried myself hips-deep into her perfectly tight, wet snatch. There was no hesitation, no awkward fumbling. This was pure biology. My cock pumping into her body, in and out, our two young bodies rutting like wild animals.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned, clutching me tight to her body. “O-oh oh fuck!”

She shook insanely, her entire body contorting beneath me. A long, easy cry left her lips, followed by an almost maniacal sort of laugh.

I slowed down slightly, worried. “Are you all right?”

“Am I...” she giggled, sounding drunk. “‘Am I all right,’ ‘he says. Yes, you idiot. You just made me cum. From talking and from barely fucking me.” She gripped my ass hard. “Now...put that thing to work and let’s see what you can really do.”

At her words, my precum spilled into her cunt, lubricating it even further. This only seemed to heighten her arousal—and it definitely pushed mine up.

The thought of using any sort of protection struck me as profoundly unnatural. And somehow I knew—innately, deep in my core—that she wasn’t on birth control. Later, she would confirm this for me, but it was almost unnecessary. I knew that part of why she had been so deeply affected by my cum was because of her fertility. Her ability to get pregnant, plenty of times, from the potent cum that only I would ever fill her with.

As I thrust inside her, her body writhing in pleasure, my mind filled with primal images and ideas. About her natural place, on her knees before me. Worshiping the cock that had shown her what her true purpose was. Her pregnant belly swelling from the force of my hurricane fucking, tits leaking out ambrosia-like milk that only a select few would ever taste and enjoy. 

And not just her, but Lori. Dawn. Hell, even Minjee and Audrey. Every woman I had ever wanted, their minds and thoughts reshaped around their proper role in servicing me. All these women had been drawn around me for a reason, and that reason was to propagate. To spread the seed of the next stage of humanity. To fill them like they had never been filled. To make every last one of their fertile bodies as pregnant as possible.

“Oh my god,” Mallory moaned, her face worshipful. “How the fuck are y-you...a v-virgin? Oh my god I’m gonna cum again...”

My strokes had been slow, but powerful. I thrust forward deep and long, feeling my need to cum build up with each tight passage through her incredibly hot, wet canal.

“I’ll cum with you,” I said. “Together. Okay?”

She nodded. “I’m so close. I’m so close. Please, Sir. Please...do it. Do it now, please!”

I couldn’t hold back if I wanted to. And her calling me “Sir” right there at the end...an unexpected condiment to the delicious meal of our first fuck. I unloaded inside of her fertile body, delivering everything that I knew I could. 

Slowly, after I stopped shuddering and kissing her, my thoughts returned to normal.

All that idiocy about owning all those women—being worshiped. Pipe dreams. Stupid dreams. It would be foolhardy to even try. Just the stuff of boners and the need to cum. But still...it was tempting. 

“Mallory,” I said.

“Mallory.”

Oh...wow. Just like when I had emptied my cum down her throat, she had entered a trance. All it took was my cum entering her body.

The trance seemed incredibly deep, too—like the kind Lori had when she’d been given extra cum to guzzle down. I didn’t want to waste it.

“Mallory, you want to be my girlfriend.”

Her voice was sleepy and pleased. “I want to be your girlfriend.”

“Being my girlfriend turns you on.”

“Being your girlfriend turns me on.”

“You’ll fuck me anytime. Anywhere.”

“I’ll fuck you anytime. Anywhere.”

“Pleasing me pleases you.”

“Pleasing you pleases me.”

“You get turned on when you’re around me.”

“I get turned on when I’m around you.”

I had a few plans for helping out the store. I knew that I couldn’t do it alone, though. I would need Mallory’s obedience. Her unquestioning, unflinching acquiescence to my demands.

“You’ll do as I say.”

“I’ll do as you say.”

“You’ll obey my commands.”

Her voice was surprisingly eager. “I’ll obey your commands.”

“You’ll dress sexy for me.”

“I’ll dress sexy for you.”

“You like to dress sexy for me.”

“I like to dress sexy for you.”

“You like to show off your hot body.”

“I like to show off my hot body.”

My hands slid down to her sopping, cum-filled pussy. One finger entered, and I felt her body tremble with pleasure as I spoke and fingered her.

“You know you’re gorgeous. You love being attractive for me.”

“I know I’m gorgeous. I love being attractive for you.”

“You trust me with anything.”

“I trust you with anything.”

Now, the big jump. I pressed my fingers up into her cunt, and deep, sliding along the tunnel of her entrance.

“You’re in love with me.”

She sighed happily. “I’m in love with you.”

Yes! Oh, fuck. My cock stiffened on her leg. I couldn’t believe after that hot cum, I was getting hard again...but hearing that from her was too much.

“You love me,” I said again.

“I love you.”

God, that was amazing. Years of loneliness...utterly vanquished. 

“You love being my girlfriend.”

“I love being your girlfriend.”

I thought of Lori, and took a chance.

“You don’t care if I fuck other girls.”

“I don’t care if you fuck other girls.”

Wow, no resistance there at all.

“It turns you on to think about me fucking other women.”

“It turns me on to think about you fucking other women.”

“You love the thought of having sex with me and other women at the same time.”

“I love the thought of having sex with you and other women at the same time.”

That was a lot, even if I had just filled her fertile fuckwomb with my potent cum. I started to slide back to the favorites—she loved me, I turned her on, she trusted me, she loved to do what I said.

When the trance wore off, we were snuggling tight. There was nothing more perfect than that night, our first night together, when my first love was completely under my control and holding me tight. The two of us against the world...with me firmly in charge.

* * * * *
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HALFWAY THROUGH THE night, she turned on the light of her phone and turned to me.

“Are you awake?”

Of course I was. My mind raced with ideas. I wanted to do so many things to Mallory...I wanted to absolute twist her mind completely. I felt high on power. There was so much I could do to her.

“Yeah,” I nodded, and kissed her neck. 

She purred in appreciation...but slid away.

“I have something I want to tell you.”

“Okay. Sure. Lay it on me.”

“I...I’m really trusting you with this, okay?”

“Of course. You trust me, don’t you?”

Again, her face shaded slightly. “I trust you, Victor. I trust you more than anyone.”

God, that made my cock hard. She had almost a physical change when she said the same sort of that I tranced her to say. Her eyes went slightly glassy, her voice just slightly robotic. She didn’t seem to notice. In fact, I’m not sure anybody would. The only reason I did was because I knew what was happening.

“I want to be a slave, Victor.”

“...oh yeah?”

It took me a minute to process what she was saying. I hadn’t even considered the possibility. I mean, in some ways, I was making her a slave. But I honestly felt that I was just accentuating feelings she had already. Sort of.

Okay, I was giving her a lot of feelings. And god, wasn’t it wonderful.

But still! What she was talking about was not something I had mentioned in the slightest.

“I really, really do. I...sexually, I mean. Not like, in real life, really. Wearing a collar all day and walking around on my hands and knees behind you in airports. But sexually. I love to be dominated. I love being told what to do. I love...being the subject of a man’s will. A Master’s will. Or even beyond that.”

“Beyond that?”

She was deep in thought now.

“Being not just the subject of his will, but the vehicle of it. Knowing that his every desire, his every need, is living and breathing in me. That everything I do is, in some way or another, giving him what he wants.”

I gulped. “Oh.”

“I just never really had a strong man in my life, you know? My dad, he fucked off when I was barely five. Just long enough for me to miss him. And then my brother died when I was twelve. So, it was just my mom and I until I was eighteen...and then she died too.”

“I’m sorry.”

It felt like such a lame thing to say, but it was all I could come up with. 

“I’m telling you this because...I feel really close to you. Because I trust you. Totally. And I want you to be close to me. And I want you to trust me.”

“I do. I am.”

“And I want you to know that, if I’m your girlfriend, that’s something that you’ll have to be open to.”

“Okay.”

I was still a little too surprised to come up with any sort of real response. I think she thought I didn’t like what I was hearing.

“I don’t expect you to jump all over it right away. I know you’re shy. But I do...I want you to know that’s there. That it’s what I want, okay? You deserve to know that.”

“Thank you. I’m glad to know it. I want...”

She gripped me harder, then. I knew my next words would be critical for her.

“I want to be that for you. I think it might take some time, like you said. But I’m all for it. Completely.”

Her legs sank into mine. I could feel the heat of her cunt on my thigh. 

“Really? I’m not just...pushing it on you? You don’t want it just because I’m hot?”

“Well...you being hot helps. I love how hot you are.” I couldn’t help myself—that got the intended response, with a small shudder of delight in her body. I’m not even sure she noticed it. “But yeah, I want that. I’ve always wanted it, I think. I just...I didn’t think it was possible.”

And soon, I’d be able to dominate her in more ways than she could have ever imagined. I would make her the complete slave in every way. 

She kissed me, sending soft little “thank you”s into my ear as we slid back down to the ground.

“God, you’re hard,” she said, gripping my cock. “What a fucking stud you are. Do you want a handjob, finally?”

I did. I knew that, without her sucking me off or fucking me, she wouldn’t trance...but I was out of ideas for that at the moment anyway. I nodded, and she was already sliding her hand up and down my shaft.

“Just for my Master,” she purred, holding me tight to her body and stroking me off. “Just for Him. His good slave...obeys...”

And so we drifted back to sleep, her hand sliding up and down in a lazy, happy handjob for her new Master. I resisted the urge to fuck her then and there and re-write her mind until it was entirely wrapped around serving her new Master’s cock. That would all come in time...and I would hate to alter a sweet moment like what she just gave me.

* * * * *
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THE PLAN WAS, OF COURSE, for the two of us to wake up early like we had the day before and run and shower and change clothes before the store was due to open. 

What we hadn’t planned on, however, was just how fucking comfortable it was to snuggle up and sleep next to your brand-new girlfriend or boyfriend (not to mention, in Mallory’s case, her brand-new true love). I wouldn’t have traded the feeling of her loving arms around me for anything.

What we also hadn’t planned on was Dawn walking in an hour before the store opened. 

And of course, all of that happened. So now, two days in a row, Dawn knew without a doubt that we were treating the bookstore as our personal fuck space.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, seeing us on the floor. “Don’t you two have apartments? Like, one for both of you? You know you can fuck on a bed, right?”

Neither of us had the wherewithal to say anything. Her entry had woken both of us from a very deep sleep.

“Fine. You know what? Fine. Go ahead and fuck. I don’t care. We’re going out of business anyway. I’ll pay you as I can, but...the both of you ought to look for something new.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean that short of a miracle, we’re not going to be open past the end of this month, okay? That’s what I mean. I mean there’s just no money anymore. All right?”

But there would be. I held Mallory close to me, feeling the softness of her skin on mine. There would be money coming into this store, and I knew how to make it happen.

# # #
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Owning My Boss
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I stood over the once-proud beauty. Taking her hair in one hand, rubbing my manhood up and down her cheek. A trail of cum left behind on the smooth skin. She was an angel drenched in my seed, and filled with it too. And I had more and more to flood her with—more than I could believe. My need to take her, fill her, shape her, was endless.

“You’ll be mine. Forever.”

“I’ll be yours. Forever!”

She repeated obediently.  Fervently. Blissful warmth tinging her voice like the lip print around a glass. After a dose of my cum, they all repeat whatever I say. They believe whatever I say. My words become the truth that the core of their thought wraps around. 

“You love my cock.”

“I love your cock.”

“You love me.”

“I love you.”

“You'll be my love slave. From now on.”

“I'll be your love slave from now on.”

“You love being in love with me.”

“I love being in love with you.”

“You want me in charge of your life.”

“I want you in charge of my life.”

I was getting hard again already. Even in her tranced state, she could sense the growth of my member as it edged toward her face. Her plush, perfect lips strained forward, wanting to hold me in the sweet warm cradle of her mouth. 

Control is big for me. It's what I want, I've realized, more than anything. But with this particular beauty on her knees before me—gorgeous almost beyond compare, and who had otherwise possessed a completely indomitable will before tasting my seed—now swearing her life over to my care, I realized truly that this situation was all entirely out of control. 

Even mine.

* * * * * 
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EAST SIDE PAGES, THE bookstore where I worked, was a doomed enterprise. And like most doomed enterprises (even all of them?), there was much to admire about it. No one cares about something terrible falling apart, after all. Or at least if they do, they’re not sad about it. 

In the middle of a city conflicted with every manner of race, gender, and class issues you could imagine, the bookstore is a natural equalizer. Cross-sections of every kind of people like to read. And in reading, they more about their own problems, more about the arguments that oppose them. They discover compromise and re-evaluate the strength of their positions. From fiction they learn the lives of others—a lifetime of reading fiction is the lifetime of knowing the lifetimes of thousands, for somehow even in all the strange lie of their factual being they contain a reality more spiritually satisfying than any other. New viewpoints, articulated and elaborated, backed with evidence and anecdote, are the lifeblood of new ideas to solve problems which plague communities for ages. It’s a privilege to work in a place with so much concentrated wisdom, humor, and hope.

But over the past few months, all that privilege had been weighed down by the cold realities of finance, and its ceaseless shadowing of every movement my beautiful boss, Dawn, had to take to try and keep us afloat. 

Like most dooms, the doom of East Side Pages started with a person. And like most doomed persons, that doom started with her flaws. 

She has an enormous number of qualities. Besides being absolutely heartbreaking beautiful and blonde (and of course, I would lead with that, horndog that I've become), she was intelligent, decisive, and introspective. As an eloquent speaker in the LGBT community, she found her purpose in society as the lesbian who gave back—the organizer, the meeting-former. 

Dawn’s purpose, specifically, was that she wanted to save all the women in the city from patriarchy. Men were, while not necessarily foul creatures, fundamentally flawed creatures whose rule was perpetuated and validated simply by the fact that they had always ruled. I’ve got my graduate degree in liberal arts. I know exactly where her arguments are coming from, and I even drew from them to write my thesis. 

But it’s funny how a little thing like having eager sex slaves to do your every last erotic bidding sort of rearranges your thoughts on the ills of patriarchy. 

Everything I do to Mallory, my sex slave girlfriend, is absolutely perfect and correct. I know, because she feels wonderful with each new command, each new action I do to her. And I know she feels wonderful because I ordered her to feel that way, because her sensational body had become, over the past five days since I had discovered my incredible power, little more than the living instrument of my will upon her. 

Just as she wanted. And just as I had made her want.

Thoughts on equality, noble and well-intentioned, start to slide away under the force of so much perfect, sensual control of a beautiful woman like Mallory. And the young, tiny beauty Lori. And I started to daydream, much more than I should, about taking Dawn somehow, and maybe even her beautiful black partner, Celise. 

But Dawn’s flaws weren’t that she cared about equality. It’s just that she cared too much—past the point of sense. Every weekend, East Side Pages held a new fundraiser for a different cause, and each fundraiser with its own set of drinks and eats and seating, all of which was paid for out of the store’s earnings. She could have taken money from the fundraising itself, a token fee even to cover expenses, but she always insisted that the increased presence of bodies in the store would make up the lost revenue. She had too much guilt, and too much introspection of that guilt, to ever do what she perceived as taking advantage of the plights of others.

But it was the same bodies at every fundraiser, or near enough. And so they had seen what Dawn’s bookstore had to offer. And they didn’t care to buy any more than they had the week before, or the week before that, or so on. 

This was all compounded by Dawn’s rallying against the status quo. Everyone who lived in that status quo—the entirety of the middle class—felt unwelcome in her store. Even the kids who grew up with the store, went to the rallies and parties she organized, eventually got nice jobs and started to feel their own wealth as a form of oppression when inundated with Dawn’s rhetoric. But those nice-job-havers wanted to enjoy their wealth, like anybody did. And Dawn’s positions didn’t allow them to enter her shop without guilt. 

Dawn’s one last shot at redemption was the Ice Festival. The problem was, she didn’t have a chance of making it happen.

But I did. I was going to stop the doom of East Side Pages. I had the power in my hands. Or...well, my cock, really.

Thursday was the day before the Festival. Dawn was out of the shop, trying to drum up local business support for the Festival and to ensure that they would be doing their part. The owner of a nearby knife shop, Blade Works, was actually in charge of the festival itself, but there was no way that Dawn was going to leave her fate up to someone else. 

She had her own control issues, just like I had mine. It’s just that mine ended up being more pressing than hers. 

So, that morning, I was at the counter with my beautiful girl, Mallory, slowly grinding my fingers into her bare, wet pussy from behind her as she tried to catalog inventory. She wasn’t doing a very good job. It was a mean thing to do, distracting her like that, but I couldn’t help myself. Mallory was an absolute beauty. 

The tiny pleated skirt she wore showed off the extravagant, shiny length of her tanned, toned legs. High heeled gladiator-style booties lifted her ass even higher, shaping her delicious curves for maximum male engagement. The only modest thing about her outfit was the shirt she wore, just a regular blue tee with a pink bear on it, but with the dense heaviness of her rounded chest and the way my presence made her nipples constantly erect in helpless arousal, there was nothing truly modest about it. Her dark hair was wrapped in sexy layers of volume around her hair, pinned up in an elegant mess. Small shiny strands attended her cheeks and brow.

“Baby, I know you’re...what you’re doing, but...”

“I can’t help it,” I said. “You’re so sexy when you squirm.”

I leaned in, letting her feel the hardness of my length against the bare back of her thigh. “You feel what you do to me?”

She gasped lightly. “How are you hard? After last night, and this morning...god. Master...”

Oh yeah. That was nice. Hearing her moan out my title like that. 

Over the past several days, every time she’d gotten a load of my cum—and that was several times a day, if I could help it—I washed her beautiful brain with some basic tenets:

- She trusted me completely.

- She loved me totally.

- I was her Master.

- She was my eager, happy slave.

- Obeying me gave her pleasure.

- She loved my cock.

Occasionally, depending on my mood, some other notions would get thrown into the mix. That she wanted no man but me. That she was thrilled to be my girlfriend. That she daydreamed about being my wife.

That one in particular—the wife daydreams—was interesting to me because it seemed to wear off after a day or so. It was a passing fantasy, one brought to my mind as I had her under the influence of my cum and I imagined her beautiful young body in a bridal gown and covered in my cum. But then, the next day, she kept hinting at our life together, at what sort of weddings I liked, that sort of thing.

Ick. No thanks. Maybe, but not yet. Why commit myself like that to Mallory when potentially I could have any woman in the world think that way about me?

Strangely, though, just not mentioning that particular command anymore seemed to make it go away. Or push it under. Perhaps every time she went under, the most recent commands held the most weight with her? 

I’d have to do more testing to find out. And sliding my fingers deeper into the hot, slippery wet folds of her pussy, I definitely knew that showering Mallory with my cum and layering her servile mind with commands was one thing I could do whenever I felt like it. 

The door rang, and Lori trotted into the store. Her face brightened when she saw me, and then strangely darkened. That was normal as of late. Due to shop responsibilities and generally just fucking Mallory (or being blown by her, or stroked, or her lovely body otherwise occupying my attention, as it did with my fingers while she inventoried), I hadn’t spent quite as much attention on Lori as I originally planned.

In short, I had been staving off fucking her only because of Mallory’s attentions and my attentions toward Mallory. But, with the Ice Festival tomorrow, I needed to make sure of where Lori’s head was. I needed her obedient. The bookstore needed her to be obedient, or else it would never survive. I knew that for a fact. 

And even if that weren’t pressing, the constant confused arousal she showed toward me was enough to force my hand. She had been completely sober, as far as I knew, for close to four days now. Without the constant flow of weed into her system, her complexion had cleared up beautifully. The tired, stereotypical stoner bags under her eyes had faded, and she never seemed so worn out or annoyed as the day stretched on. 

“Hey L-Lori,” Mallory breathed, moaning softly under my touch. 

“Hey babe,” I said to Lori, smiling.

She shuddered just slightly and smiled back. “Good morning, guys.” She bit one lip. “Hey, do you want a coffee? Can I get you a coffee?”

She looked squarely at me, almost ignoring Mallory completely. Mallory noticed, but didn’t seem to mind. Other people besides me faded by her notice with ease now, most of the time. 

Something was up. I followed Lori back, watching the sweet, tiny globes of her ass as I followed her. She wore skintight black denim jeans and a tight sweater that opened broadly over her modest cleavage. The buttons, open and spread apart, offered a look down to her sexy, firm cleavage, positioned neatly by a bright pink push-up bra. Fuck, but I wanted to put her under right away. She still hadn't sucked my cock, or anything else. It was easy to lace her coffee with my vials of cum, and I had taken to bringing several with me to work every day, just in case a good opportunity arose. 

Thoughts of Minjee weren't far from my head. The statuesque Asian beauty still hadn't followed up with her promise to come back. But she would...and I would be ready for her.

As we neared her coffee stand, she grabbed me, pulling me down to her height, and whispered in my ear. “Can I talk to you? I need to talk to you.”

She pulled me back into the secret corner back by her coffee stand.

“Of course, babe. What’s up?”

She shuddered again. I saw her calm, visibly, but almost just as soon, her anxiety was right back up.

Calling her “babe” was something I was experimenting with. I knew I could leave post-hypnotic suggestions and imprints, but I wanted to find out if I could leave trigger words. It was, incidentally, the way that the girls' minds seemed to fade—just slightly—as they repeated my commands in their normal, non-tranced conversation that brought the idea on. Whenever Mallory told me she trusted me, or loved me, or loved to fuck me—all the words that I had trained her with—her face would get ever-so-slightly distant for the time of saying it. Like she believed the words truer and more to the core of her being than any other she had ever said. And this happened whenever she said these words to me. 

Every. Single. Time. 

I thought perhaps that the words themselves were re-affirming that hypnotic state of pleasure, trust, and obedience, just a bit at a time.

So, it was only natural that I try to find out if I could actively recreate that feeling. The command, then, was that every time I said “babe” to Lori, she would relax and trust me all the more, while simultaneously feeling a small spike of pleasure. The more she heard me say it—or so I had ordered her—the more intense the feelings would become.

Lori paced to and fro at one end of the secret table.

“I’m just...I’m just fucking confused.” 

“What’s wrong?”

I was genuinely worried now. I hadn’t ever seen her act like this. 

“I...I found some pot in the back of my closet. I was cleaning it last night. Just bored, you know. Trying to fill the time. And I wanted it. God, I wanted it. But I didn’t want it. And I had a bowl all packed, almost ready to go, but when I almost took a puff, I just...I just threw it away, and I felt so guilty and I didn’t know why...I mean I love that stuff. I do. But I know I don’t need it.” Slight glassy stare. One of the commands I had given her was to give up weed. “I’m just...I’m confused. And I don’t know why I’m confused, and so I’m scared...”

Her head hung down, hands covering over her face. Almost like a shield. Not enough of one to withstand what I had in store for her, though. 

“I’m sorry you’re feeling bad.” 

I put a hand on her shoulder. She didn't seem to notice it—or rather, my touch was so natural to her that she thought nothing of it. 

“It’s all right.”

“I can take care of this, though.”

“What?”

“I can solve this. Will you let me solve this?”

She laughed. Her sea-green eyes sparkled just slightly. “You’re kidding, right? What are you going to do to solve me being confused? You have a fucking lesson plan or something?”

“I need you to trust me for a minute. Okay? Do you trust me?”

Bliss coated her voice. “Of course, Victor. I trust you more than anyone.”

I squeezed her body against mine, hugging her slight form. She moaned, almost inaudible. “I want you to suck my cock, okay?”

“Suck your cock?” She shook her head. Her knees bent down just slightly, nudging against my calves. Her tongue slid slow around her lips. “Suck your...s-suck it.”

Her words were heavy and slow. 

“Lori. I want you to suck my cock. If you trust me, you’ll do this.”

“I...I do trust you, but...”

She sank all the way down to her knees now. Her hands quickly and adeptly took down my pants. Soon, my cock was directly in her lovely face. Those beautiful green eyes were clouded with lust.

“This is crazy. What if...what if Mallory...”

“Don’t worry about Mallory. Trust me, babe.”

Her voice was tinged with awe and pleasure as she began to stroke my long, firm cock. 

“Trust...you...” she looked at my manhood with heated desire. “Why...why am I doing this?” she asked, licking at the head of my cock. Little knobs of precum attached to her tongue, sliding down into her mouth. 

“Because you trust me completely,” I said. “And because you find me very attractive.”

“Oh...” her voice was already far away. “Right.”

No more resistance now. She plunged onto my cock. Her mouth was tiny, almost too tiny to take my cock, but that's what made her sucking all the better. I shoved forward, not very much willing to let her simply give me a blowjob. With my precum flowing down her throat, she was a mere puppet to taste me and know me as I willed. Her body vibrated with pleasure beneath me, and soon I had her backed into a corner between bookshelves, fucking her skull with abandon. 

Own you. I thought. I fucking own you and you don't even know it.

There had never been a more electrifying thought than that. 

Mallory walked by just briefly—and then smiled as she saw the scene unfold. I nodded back to the counter, gesturing for her to keep watch. Like a good, obedient slave, she did just that. 

Mallory loved that her Master wanted to fuck other girls. I had made sure of it.

Now I could focus my attention back on Lori. I couldn't last at this pace forever, and especially not wide out in public. I unloaded on her, my hips thrusting with abandon. To my surprise and pleasure, she bobbed her head forward in time with my strokes, moaning with hot pleasure as I fucked her senseless. My load spilled out in hot waves of goo, sinking down into her throat and belly. Sinking her mind down to that deep, dark place where I could mold her opinions, thoughts, and desires however I wished.

Stroking her hair, I waited until her eyes were completely white. It was marvelous to watch them shift slowly, the whiteness taking over the sea-green. This was my timer. The less white her eyes were, the less trance time I had left. 

Dawn might come in at any time, even if she was out taking care of business. I had to take care of Lori as soon as possible.

“You don’t mind that you don’t want to smoke pot anymore.”

“I don’t mind that I don’t want to smoke pot anymore.”

She smiled, her relaxed body relaxing even deeper. Relief filling her, tension leaving. 

“I don't want you to do any drugs.”

She nodded slightly. “You don't want me to do any drugs.”

“Doing what I want is more important than drugs.”

“Doing what you want is more important than drugs.”

“I don't like you getting high.”

“You don't like me getting high.”

“You don’t want to do any drugs.”

“I don’t want to do any drugs.”

“You want to suck my cock.”

Enthusiasm and heat. “I want to suck your cock.” 

“You love to suck my cock more than anything else.”

“I love to suck your cock more than anything else.”

“You’ll suck me off anytime I want.”

“I’ll suck you off anytime you want.”

“Doing what I say makes you feel so good.”

“Doing what you say makes me feel...” she sighed happily, “...so good.”

“You’ll feel pleasure when I call you ‘babe.’”

Slight shudder. “I’ll feel p-pleasure when you call me ‘babe.’”

“You think you might be in love with me.”

“I think...I might be in love with you.”

“You don't mind sharing me with other girls.”

“I don't mind...”

“You don't mind sharing me with other girls.”

“I don't mind sharing you with other girls.”

Good. That seemed like it would be enough—or at least a solid framework to work with later, if I needed. After that—the four commandments. Trust, Attraction, Loving My Cock, and Cheerful, Pleasurable Obedience.

No girl of mine is complete without them. 

When it seemed like I only had a few minutes left, I re-entered my cock into her mouth. She sucked it lovingly, automatic. As she came to, she was still suckling my cock. Her kisses were long and deep, soulful loving tongue-filled mouth embraces that were almost enough to get me hard again. Slowly, she came out of it all the way, smiling up at me.

“God, you’re right.” she wiped her brow. “I feel way better.”

“Good.”

“I...to tell you the truth, it’s like...I don’t even know why I was so confused. I don’t even want that stuff in my home.” Eyes distant, voice warm. “I’m glad I threw it away.”

“That’s great, babe.”

Slight shudder, tremble. A flash of desperate aching need up at me. I pulled up my pants and started out from the hidden corner to go back to work. 

She stood up after a moment, grabbing my sleeve. “Hey. Not so fast.”

“Yeah?”

“So...I just sucked your cock.”

“I know. You were fantastic at it.”

She smiled, bliss evident in her body language. “Thank you. It’s just...what about Mallory?”

“What about her?”

“You two are like, crazy about each other all of a sudden. Like, you're...just so, super duper in love. She won't stop talking about you. On Monday she was even hearing wedding bells, man. I don’t want to fuck with that.”

“You didn’t. You won't. Trust me.”

“O-okay.” She nodded, slow. “It’s just...am I...” Her fingers slid into her belt loops, slight hips waving from side to side. “I don’t want to only suck you off if like...for that reason. Like just now. To calm me down, I mean. Even if it worked great. I’d like it—I—I'd like it if I did it more.”

I smiled and stroked her face. She shuddered softly, no doubt not noticing the strangeness of her pleasure-filled reaction. “I’d like that too.”

“So...can I come over later? And we can talk about it? Please?”

I’ll never get tired of a beautiful woman saying “please” to me. She hugged me tight, accentuating her point. 

“Of course, babe. But let’s get to work, yeah? We’ve got people to serve out there.”

* * * * * 
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THE DAY HUMMED ALONG nicely. Lori was sweet on me all day, making sure my coffee cup stayed full. Mallory raised her eyebrows once or twice, but only in a suggestive manner. Wanting me to go pin down the tiny flirt and fuck her until she wasn't able to do anything besides screaming my name. I knew if Mallory was able, she’d encourage me to fuck Lori like that, but I’d placed harsh limits on her initiating sex while we were at work. If we fucked every time that she felt like it, we would never have any work done. 

So, I was her Master, and she was my Slave. She wanted this—I had made this deep, dark fantasy of hers become absolutely real. But it was confined to our private spaces—emails and texts, our apartments (which would soon become one apartment, or so I had gathered from her desperate begging), and hot whispers. 

The command, “You want your Master to fuck as many beautiful women as he likes,” was a special triumph of mine, I have to say.

If an especially pretty woman came into the store, Mallory would tug my arm and encourage me to look at her. 

“Her, Master?” she would whisper in my ear, fingers sliding along my spine. “Won't you bring her home with us? I want to watch her suck your cock...”

One side-effect of all the trances I had performed on Mallory was, of course, that she found me so immensely attractive now that she couldn't imagine anyone else not doing the same. I had become more than just Mallory's type—I was the type. And, while the constant fucking and Mallory's devotion to making healthy meals over the past week had helped me drop a few pounds, I wasn't exactly an Adonis. Just a normal guy with dark hair and a beard that needed more shaving than it got who somehow had a magical cock.

Later in the afternoon, into the store strolled a tall, older gentleman in a beautiful charcoal gray suit. He was slightly taller than average, with a thick bald spot on top of his head covered with a significant comb-over. A thick belly pushed out in front of him wherever he walked, though if you were to see him you would not really characterize him as fat. Just an older American male. 

He was Audrey’s father—Audrey being my ex-girlfriend who barely gave me the time of day even when we dated. His name was Wallace Sheffield. He was a self-made businessman, owning his first printing business at the age of twenty, without any formal schooling, and building a small kingdom of profits for himself ever since. 

There were two things I knew about him for certain: that he loved his daughter, and that he hated me for dating her.

“Victor!” His smile was flat, like a building. “Just the man I wanted to see. Won’t you come this way, please?”

All day with this. Come this way, come over here. Doing whatever I pleased with Mallory’s mind didn’t make me exactly amenable to that sort of command, but I didn’t feel like I had much of a choice. Sheffield would raise a stink, and the bookstore needed him. Anywhere from seventy to one hundred percent of the bookstore's cost of staying in business was directly from Sheffield's donations.

He led me outside into the downtown streets. The wind whipped cool around us, pushing down from the buildings. Across the street a man tinkered with his bicycle lock, trying to get it undone. Swirls of trash gathered in a drain, cups pushing in on paper and plastic lids. A man slept on an old vent with a dog under his arm, his cardboard sign illegible. A skinny, older policeman, Officer Cornell, had caught sight of him and started to head over. There’d be a talking to and a warning and that would be all, which was usual for Cornell. 

I had gotten to know some of the policemen because they stopped by the store often to chat with Dawn. Her girlfriend, Celise, was a detective now, but she had been on patrol for several years before working her way up. It was hard for a black woman to get respect like the kind a police detective had in Alder City.

“I’m going to be very direct with you,” said Sheffield. “Are you up for it?”

“Okay.”

“Audrey is returning to the country this week. Later today, as a matter of fact. She’s been in transit for about seven hours now.”

“...all right?”

I can’t lie, the thought of possibly seeing her had my heart thumping a bit. Audrey was absolutely gorgeous, and in a lot of ways, I was still wrapped around her. She had, as Mallory pointed out numerous times, done a number on me. That thick chestnut hair, her bright brown eyes...

You are not to interact with my daughter. Under any circumstances.”

“Listen, man—”

I stopped for a second, surprised at myself. He waited. It was surreal, calling him “man.” But having just emptied myself into Lori a few hours ago, and controlling her so absolutely, and doing the same thing to Mallory on a regular basis, I felt untouchable.

“Your daughter, no offense, just wasn’t for me. And I wasn’t for her. We both know that, okay? So don’t worry about it.”

“Then why has she been talking about you?”

Double-take. “What?”

There we go. Heart thumping again. Why had Audrey been talking about me? 

“She’s been talking about you. With some fondness. Wondering what you’ve been up to.”

“I haven’t...she asked to stop talking with me. So I did. That’s that.”

“Ah.” His eyes twinkled. “I see. You took her at her word.”

“What the hell else was I supposed to do?”

He put a hand around my shoulder. A complete shift in demeanor. “Son, there are all types of women in this world. But one of the most prevalent, and I’m surprised you haven’t come across one already and recognized her for what she was, is the sort that says the exact opposite of what they mean. And they do this all the time. So, in a way, you could say that she always says what she means, so long as you have the code down.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“If I wanted to make sense, I wouldn’t be talking about the emotional inner-workings of a woman!” He guffawed. “At any rate, you’re smart enough. You’ve sussed out why I’m telling this to you.”

“Because you think Audrey is the type of girl who doesn’t say what she means.”

“Yes. And along with that, she’s the kind of girl who’s a little confused, no doubt, about your eagerness to just drop her out of your life.”

“She asked me to.”

“And you accepted! Just like that! A puzzle for a beautiful smart girl like her. You can see how I talk about her. She thinks, no doubt, that she is as special as I believe her to be.” He smiled slightly. “As she should. But so, you represent a terrible puzzle to her. I can see that now.”

“What do you want me to do about it?”

“Demystify the puzzle. When you talk to her again—and you shall, she has her darling little heart set on it now, no doubt—let her know how terribly interested you are. She’ll run away immediately.”

“You want me to dissuade your daughter from dating me by telling her how much I want to date her, even though I don’t want to date her.”

He clapped me on the back. “Now you’ve got it! We’ll make a man of you yet. Or someone will, at any rate.” His voice became low and dangerous. “Don’t let me cross your path for this reason again. You won’t like it very much.” 

As he walked down the street, he looked up around at the bookstore. 

“This truly is a lovely little shop. I’ve always liked those windows there.” He pointed above the front door. “The stained glass and all. Makes it feel like a special place. Holy, almost. It would be a shame if all it’s funding went away, yes? If rumors spread around, rooting from some powerful source, making it impossible for the place to get back up on its feet.” He must have seen the look on my face. It seemed like he enjoyed it. “Do you know I built that new shopping center out on Second and Old Foster last year? My money. A terrific investment so far.”

I thought for a moment. “There used to be an old church there.”

“Yes. And I tore it down. Special places fall apart all the time. Isn’t that remarkable?”

* * * * * 
[image: image]


SLOWLY, WORK ENDED. I tried to put thoughts of Sheffield and especially Audrey far away from my mind. As far as I knew, I might never see her again—she might, in her ephemeral glory, decide that as soon she put down in Alder City that her best course of action would be to run off to Canada. Who could say with her? 

I focused, instead, on what I could control. Which was, namely, every single aspect of Mallory and Lori’s personality. That was plenty. 

We closed down the shop, doing terrible business as usual. Maybe twenty customers had rolled in for all nine hours we were open. I stayed late, as I usually did when Dawn wasn't around, to do the books and put the shop in order for the next day. Dawn's heavy work throughout the week had ensured that there was not much setting up needing done for the festivities the next day. And that night, I was going to make sure that everything went our way.

Mallory got to my apartment first, of course. She was properly trained. Her key had let her in shortly after she went to the grocery store and picked us up some food for dinner. When I got home, she was already cooking. 

These were all, by the way, suggestions I had given to her as her Master...but not as her Master. In other words, she begged to obey me however she could, so long as it remained private. Between us. Nothing that would make her stand out as some kind of social outcast—no leashes in public, no chains wrapped around her wrists when we went to the movie theater. But, rather...special commands put on her every day duties, and the things that I liked. For instance, she needed to shower every day. So, I told her to make sure her showers were no longer than ten and a half minutes. 

“Including leg-shaving?”

“You should, actually, get yours waxed. As soon as possible. And regularly.”

She gulped, smiling. “Yes, Master.”

The waxing hadn't stopped with her legs. Her beautiful, tight pussy was bare and smooth now. The skin there as shiny and glorious as it was everywhere else on her body.

So—cooking, buying groceries, that was all part of the lifestyle she wanted with me. Submitting to my desires in every day life, earnestly acting out my will in the world. Her soul vibrated with the need to do this. I made sure of that.

Okay...okay, yes, I tweaked her preferences a little. But honestly I just made her natural inclinations toward submitting to be extraordinarily specific to me, and for her every obedient action to give her instant, hot pleasure so long as it was being done.

More and more, my commands took up the entirety of her day. Even if the command was just as plain as “Go to work; be happy while you’re there.” 

Unable to help myself, I would occasionally, covertly, slide a hand up her skirt while she was at the counter, such as I mentioned when she was inventorying, or even happily chatting with a customer. Sopping wet, just because she obeyed my commands while doing what she would do anyway.

At home, as ordered, Mallory was already dressed in extravagant lingerie. Violet in color, sporting tight stockings and a sexy garter belt, her push-up bra doing amazing things with her heavy, hot tits, she looked incredible. She looked even more incredible because the tall black leather heels she wore, and the tiny, frilly apron that designated her as the perfect little housepet. 

“Hello, Master,” she said, oozing luxurious praise for everything that I was. “I'm so glad you're here.”

Slowly, she dropped to her knees, already starting to tug at my belt. My welcome-home blowjob had become a part of her daily routine. 

“Lori’s coming over,” I said after watching her beautiful face for a moment.

She paused in her actions, not quite having opened my pants. “Oh yeah? What for, Master?”

But I could tell she already knew what for. She just wanted me to say it.

“Because Master wants to fuck her silly, that’s why.”

Her hips thrashed softly on her heels in her kneeling position. Desire throttled her body, pushing her hands hard against the growing bulge in my pants.

“Fuck. She’s so tiny,” Mallory moaned. “I really want to see you break her in, Master. Do you think she’s a virgin?”

“I don’t know.”

With the circles Lori kept in, honestly, that could go either way. It wouldn’t have surprised me to find out that she smoked too much to ever be social enough to have a boyfriend or any kind of regular fuck. But on the other hand, it wouldn’t have shocked me if she was thought of as a good lay by some stoner dude or another. 

Delaying the pleasure of Mallory's blowjob, I ordered Mallory to make sure dinner was ready. I couldn't have her mid-trance when Lori came over. That would take a little too much explaining. 

In the meantime, I had a boner to get rid of, and I wanted some clear thoughts in my head. I took a number of the vials I had gathered and emptied myself in the bathroom, thinking not only of Lori, of Mallory...but of Audrey. And Dawn. God, what if...?

When the vials were full, I placed them in the small container I had bought for the fridge. Mallory's perception was completely blind to the container—something I had made sure of. I didn't want her asking any difficult questions. 

About ten minutes after Mallory had finished making her pasta, Lori arrived. Mallory answered the door, still wearing her tiny apron and the lingerie beneath. Lori, still in her attractive-but-modest work clothes, widened her eyes as she saw Mallory's outfit. 

“Hey, Lori!” Mallory gave her a long hug. Letting Lori feel Mallory's hot, barely-clad body. “God, we’re so glad you could make it.”

“H-hey,” she gulped. “I didn’t...I didn’t know you would be here.”

“Why wouldn’t I be here?”

Lori's eyes were wide, looking jealously at Mallory's incredible bust, barely contained behind her tiny apron.

“It’s just...I don’t know. I thought I would be hanging out with Victor alone, is all.”

“Oh, I see.” Mallory giggled. “You thought you would be sucking his cock all night long, huh?”

I could see—I could see—the effect those words had on Lori. She nearly stumbled from the sudden potent combination of surprise and arousal. 

“How would...I mean...why...I mean...” she gulped again, realizing that lying was useless. “That doesn’t make you mad?”

“Why would it make me mad?” Mallory smiled, tugging Lori in again. “Victor’s cock is really terrific. And Victor is just like, the perfect lover.” Glassy eyes, heated words. “He deserves all kinds of girls sucking his cock.”

“Yeah,” said Lori. She sat down at the table. 

“It’s sort of...weird, isn’t it? How he just seems to have that...influence on us.”

Lori gulped and nodded. “Yeah. I...I don’t get it. I don’t understand it. But I just know that...”

“That he’s completely attractive? That you trust him completely?” Mallory leaned in, her eyes slightly glazed over. “That you want to suck his cock anytime he asks?”

“Y-yes.” Lori’s voice was small and soft. “Very much. To all of that.”

“I'm really, really hungry,” said Mallory, ”but I have to say, all I want to have for dinner is his cum.”

Lori whimpered softly. “Y-yeah. C-can we?”

“I don't know.” Mallory turned to me slow. Her work finished. “May we have our meal, Master?”

If Lori noticed the title in her lust-induced haze, it wasn't enough to dissuade her from moving forward. I unbuckled my pants completely and walked to the couch, calling them over. The two approached me slow, giggling against one another as they descended on either leg, their mouths slowly journeying up my naked thighs to my hard cock.

“Fuck, I want it so bad,” said Lori. “I don't understand it. I don't know why this feels so good, but...”

“You don't care,” Mallory finished. 

“Mmhmm...”

Mallory took Lori's head and pushed it down on my cock head, sliding her pretty face forward until she was totally impaled on my meat. Lori moaned in pleasure, taking in the slathering of precum that had developed up and down my shaft from my spewing tip. Mallory looked up at me, fierce dedication in her eyes. Her hand wrapped around Lori's thick, short hair, pushing her up and down. Mallory's beautiful lips opened and closed in blissful warmth, biting the air, her hips bucking violently into my leg. Her clit grinding against my naked calf.

It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life up to that point. Mallory getting off, clearly, by forcing Lori's eager mouth up and down at Mallory's pace.

“Jesus Christ,” I moaned. “Jesus, Jesus...”

But Mallory couldn't be sated with Lori sucking forever. Eagerly, she pushed the young beauty off, and took her own mouth to my long rod. Her licks were practiced and perfect. Lori, still desperate for more, suckled at my balls and kissed upward. Occasionally, her mouth would meet Mallory's, and the two would make out passionately with my cock hard between the gorgeous tangle of their intertwining tongues and lips.

“Please cum, Sir,” moaned Mallory. “I need to taste it. I'm nothing without it.”

“Yes!” Lori moaned. “Yes, Sir!” she was mirroring Mallory now. That was so fucking perfect. “I need it, Sir. I need to feel it in my body again. Down my throat.” Kiss, lick. “Spraying in my mouth.” Kiss kiss, lick. “Filling up my fucking belly. Pleeeaase?”

Hot, lifegiving, trance-inducing jizz spewed out from my massive cock. Both of them took long droughts from my hypnotic fountain, guzzling down shot after shot of my sticky white goo. I let Lori take the first shot—she’d had so much less—and then slipped her quickly-trancing face off to replace it with Mallory.

If I could, I would have cum all over them for hours. Soaking them in it. And then I would have flipped them onto all fours and filled them up with my seed, breeding them like the hot stock they were, made to get pregnant and serve me however I wished. 

But, even I had my limits. That’s why I had prepared for tonight. In my freezer, I had several dozen vials of cum. And in the fridge, thawed out already, I had four more—two for each of them. I left them to grab the necessaries and returned. Both were wavering, somewhat trance-like, though their eyes weren't completely white yet.

When they were both somewhat under, I popped open the vials and let them have it. They drank eagerly, treating the thick substance like nectar to their souls. My cock, even after the massive undertaking it had just been through, twitched as I watched them take me in. Slowly, their eyes became absolutely white. Whiter than I had ever seen them before.

“Now, girls,” I began. “You’ve both been very good.”

“We’ve been very good.”

I remembered what Lori said, about not understanding her feelings toward me.

“And you love feeling the way you do about me.”

“We love feeling the way we do about you.”

“It doesn’t matter if you understand it or not.”

“It doesn’t matter if we understand it or not.”

“All that matters is feeling good and doing what I say.”

“All that matters is feeling good. And doing...what you say.”

Good. I hoped that would clear up any potential messes before they started. How little I knew. My messes hadn’t even yet begun.

“You love each other so very much.”

“We love each other. So very much.”

The sound of their voices operating in tandem was hot beyond belief. Their tones matched one another, and I know that, even as they repeated the instruction and made it a part of their mental core—they were hearing that same instruction again from the other girl, hypnotizing them even further. 

“I’m your Master.”

Mallory hopped on this easily, of course. “You’re our Master.”

Lori struggled. “You’re our...”

I moved Mallory’s mouth over to Lori’s, and repeated, more emphatically now, “I am your Master.”

“You’re our Master,” Mallory moaned. 

This time, Lori moaned and said it too, only half a beat behind Mallory. “You’re our Master.”

My cock pushed forward, wanting so desperately to fuck them both again. Fuck them forever. I loved them, both, so much. This was how I knew to express that love. Giving them my thoughts. Giving them my control.

Working swiftly, I moved Mallory’s hand into Lori’s pussy and vice versa. They moaned, their empty hot faces so ready for instruction. 

“You love to show off your bodies for me.”

“We love to show off our bodies for you.”

“You love to lick pussy.”

“We love to lick pussy.”

“You love to fuck other girls for me.”

“We love to fuck other girls for you.”

My arousal was in full control. My sprouting hard boner sat heavy on every word I said. 

“You love to seduce girls for me.”

“We love to seduce girls for you.”

Inspired, I pushed my cock past their lips again, letting them take my shaft in their mouths even as they repeated my words back to me as their truest thoughts.

“You want other sexy babes to feel what you feel for me.”

“We want other sexy babes to feel what we feel for you.”

“A harem of sex slaves for me turns you on.”

“A harem of sex slaves for you turns us on.”

“You are my harem girls.”

“We are your harem girls.”

Okay...okay, that was enough for now. I repeated the Four Commandments of Trust, Attraction, Loving My Cock, and Cheerful, Pleasurable Obedience. And then I allowed them to suck my cock as they returned to their minds again. 

“Master,” said Lori, after returning to herself. “Won't you...won't you let me feel you in my pussy?”

“Yes, Master,” nodded Mallory, currents of excitement evident in her gorgeous, busty body. “Won't you please?”

I smiled. It was going to be a long, fruitful night. 

* * * * * 
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THE ICE FESTIVAL ITSELF was not a particular special or mindblowing event. Just your average hipster downtown gathering, trying to bring people in and promote the local businesses. It was a yearly happening in January, and people came in from the suburbs and midtown to see the delicate ice sculptures that local artisans created. 

There were also carnival games in the streets, and outdoor barbecues surrounded by several large heating machines to keep everyone nice and warm, and a skating rink set up in the middle of the park adjacent to the four blocks where the Ice Festival took place. 

So, nothing by itself to really pull in customers for say, a bookstore. I’m sure there was some kind of stupid tug that Dawn thought about doing—maybe advertising books based on the cold, or about animals who lived in the cold, or something about global warming.

But that’s all particularly boring, isn’t it?

My plan was to be direct and subtle at the same time. 

I wanted to give everyone who came into the store a heavy, hot dose of sexual urges. They’d be drawn in directly by the beauty of Mallory and Lori, dressed in scanty clothing that showed off their attributes as hotly as possible. And this, in turn, would hopefully subtly draw them back to the store for more and more buys—not to mention how they would probably tell their friends about the hot girls working in the bookstore. It was a festival. People didn’t need much of an excuse to walk into the warm confines of a store—even a bookstore—so long as you gave them that excuse to begin with. And our excuse was two brilliantly beautiful young women who were convinced that that the only way to make me happy, which was the most important act they could ever do in their lives, was to turn on customers enough to bring them in the store. 

It was a compelling sales technique, I’ll tell you that much. 

The night before, after our brilliant threesome had winded down, I had told Lori and Mallory specifically to dress to promote sales. I didn’t leave any doubt—I wanted them to turn men on so much that they forgot about how much money they were spending. I wanted them flirting. Pressing on bodies. Sliding books into the bags of customers for them, not giving them a chance to say no. Stacking books on the bottom shelves, bending over at the waist in their tallest heels. And women, too. Any woman that would enjoy such attention—and there’s more than I ever would have thought. Maybe because the bookstore had already established itself as such a safe haven in the area for all manners of sexuality. 

Mallory and Lori were both incredibly beauties, though each of a type. Mallory’s beauty was slightly more classical—more “girlfriend” hot, if you’ll allow me to coin a term. There are celebrities and models who, I think, are incredible beauties, but who also get the amount of attention they get because guys can easily see themselves falling in love with them forever. Mallory was remarkably beautiful, but at the same time, I wouldn’t have felt out of place taking her home to my parents. Compare her with, say, Audrey, who’s severe beauty made her almost hard to look at because of the way she completely overshadowed everything else in a room where she was. 

Mallory was beautiful, through and through. In contrast, Audrey was simply beauty. All-American chestnut-haired, busty cheerleading rich babe. Mallory's tits were bigger, and Lori was tinier, but Audrey had them both beat with the classic, goddess-like face she possessed; high cheekbones, thick lips, and big brown eyes made for destroying suckers like me. 

Lori was another type altogether. Still not quite the type you’d take home to Mom—too many tattoos and piercings. And besides that, she just looked sort of...well, easy, for lack of a better (or nicer) term. Something about the cut of her dark hair, about the eyeshadow she used, about the slight barely-there nature of her breasts and tight, overly tiny frame of her body. She looked almost unnaturally beautiful, like an opposite-faerie. Like the pretty minion of a succubus, but not quite the succubus herself.

I could go on and on (and have). Suffice it to say that my luck in having them both of them firmly with their minds wrapped around my cock was beyond imagination.

For the festivities, Mallory dressed herself in a tight, flirty red summer dress. It was backless, held up with one thick strap around the back of her neck, the neckline scooping incredibly low. Half of her tits pushed up and out from the wide triangle shape of exposed skin, showing off (in my opinion) one of her absolutely best features in her incredible boobs. Her heels were tall and red to match, sexy pumps that in all honesty she had no business wearing in a job that required so much standing and walking. 

But, as she said, “I want to impress you, Master. You need to see how good I can look for you...all the time.” 

Lori went a different route, as befitting a woman with her unique shape. 

She wore tight, tight tiny leather shorts. The tiniest and tightest I had ever seen a woman wear in public. They would have been underwear if not for the miniature pockets over her perfectly sculpted ass and the zipper in front (though I found out later on that both were merely for show). Fishnet stockings adorned her legs, nicely complimenting the sexy leather boots that wrapped all the way around her calves. Her ripped death-metal shirt bared much of her midriff, and, as she had no special desire to wear one, she wore the shirt braless. If she rose up on top of a ladder to grab a man a book, he would have an easy shot at looking at her modest tits from underneath while still being able to admire the tightness of her tiny body and lovely ass.

I told her, incidentally, to make sure to recommend quite a few books from the top shelves of the store.

As risque as Lori’s outfit was, I still think it could easily be explained away by her youth and general demeanor. She was still sort of sullen and snarky with anyone who wasn’t me or Mallory, after all.

At any rate, the plan worked rather beautifully. Men came in to the store in packs of three or four, and my girls handled them expertly, guiding them over to the expensive hardcovers. The men barely stood a chance—Mallory's wit and intelligence and knowledge of books let her recommend them easily. And then she would lean on a book or a shelf, crushing her amazing tits together, and talk about they just had to buy this book, it would kill her if they didn't.

Meanwhile, Lori kept serving coffee after coffee, fueling boners she inspired with more caffeine. And then when they sat down to watch her work, she would overcharge them for drinks by two or three dollars with them barely noticing. She would lay out books of her personal recommendation, and slide halfway into their laps as she flipped through the pages. 

We cleared five thousand dollars before noon. 

All through this, Dawn looked on disapprovingly. Her beautiful blond visage presided over the store, stationed at the counter and smiling flawlessly at every customer who approached her. And yet whenever she caught eye of Mallory and Lori—which was often, I wanted them in everyone's eyes—she frowned just slightly. And whenever she looked at me, her face was heavy with scorn. 

Sometime in the afternoon, her gorgeous girlfriend of ten years or more, Celise, dropped by to give Dawn some lunch. Tall, slender, and built impressively with hard ebony muscles, Celise would easily have been a subject of fantasy for me if I wasn't living one already. But I didn't know of any straight man who could have seen Dawn and Celise kissing shortly-but-passionately in one small corner of the bookstore and not be moved.

Toward the end of the afternoon, in the crowd, I saw one flawless Asian beauty eyeing our heavy discount section with some interest. Minjee Park. She had her neck craned, long shiny black hair falling around her pale skin just so. For several moments, I let myself stare at her, knowing she wasn’t going to look up. Finally, though, not wanting to press my luck too much, I walked over and gently tapped her elbow.

“Hey,” I smiled. “Nice to see you again. I thought you’d be coming by around sooner.”

“Oh, right,” she made an amused face. “I’m sort of...constantly busy.”

“Of course. Graduate school takes up time.”

“And teaching classes. And grading papers. Turns out, after you spend all that time trying to get into the program to earn the degree, they expect you to work for it.”

“Maniacs.”

“Right?” She looked down at the pile of books she had arranged in her bag. “Like, look at this. Look at this giant pile. I want to read all of this. Right away. Meditations on Western Philosophy in Science Fiction? Yes, please. Concerning Art and Womanhood? Right up my alley. The Long Night: Patriarchy in the Middle Ages? Ugh.” She made a long disgusted sound. “It’s just gross how much I want to devour this. And I can’t. Because I have a reading list that contains eight solid feet of pages. I have measured.” She sniffed. “Twice.”

“I believe you.”

She grabbed my arm, laughing. “I know you do. God. I just meant...” she shook her head. “It’s hard to actually find time for otherwise life, you know?”

Her arm on mine was flirtatious. Heavily so. I smiled confidently, pressing forward. I wouldn't be satisfied until her eyes were white and she was repeating my notions as her truths. 

“For sure. I really, to be honest with you, as much I love to read, I haven’t done much of it since graduating.”

“Really? And working here?”

I shrugged. “It’s...you know. I’ve just burnt out that switch for a while. I have a tall stack of books still. But I’ll read one from it maybe every two months or so.”

“Well...I can't blame you for being distracted.”

Behind us, Mallory had a picture book splayed out on a table. She was showing it off to a mother and father, their child unattended in another part of the store. The parents were fixated, completely, on her open, substantial rack. They squeezed each other's hands, comforting one another in their lust. It was almost sort of sweet.

“You mean Mallory?”

“If that's her name.” Minjee nodded. “And the other one. The coffee girl.”

“That's Lori.”

“Right. They’re sort of dressed...”

“Flirtatiously?”

“Slutty.”

I laughed. “Maybe so. But it’s driving sales.”

“Is that really what you want this bookstore to be about?”

I shrugged. “As long as there is a bookstore, I’m not sure it’s my place to care how we stay in business.”

“I guess so.” Her face shifted. “It’s just...I don’t know. It seems sort of...shady.”

“Why don’t I talk to you about it over dinner?”

Boom. Just like that. Ask a gorgeous girl out on a date? Shit, why not? Even if she said no, I’d be able to fuck two other completely gorgeous girls that night.

And a darker part of me said that even if she said no...there was nothing stopping me, truly, from making her want to ask me out instead. It’s horrible, I know, but I imagined myself just joking around— “Here, try this vial and tell me what you think? It’s a new drink we’re trying...” 

And then I could just lead her in the back...

No, too much.

Anyway, she said, “Yes. Yes, okay. I’d like that.” She smiled. “Those other girls won’t mind?”

I raised my eyebrows. “Would you mind if they did?”

She laughed. “God, you are a dick, aren’t you? Meet me at Callahan’s at six. On...Sunday?” She looked at her phone, checking her calendar. “Yeah, Sunday. I've got to study before then. How's that?”

“Callahan’s. Six o’clock. Sunday You got it.”

She walked off, bouncing happily. I was bouncing myself—reeling, actually. Once again I was rather stunned with how all it took to get a date with absolute stunner like Minjee was just the confidence of knowing that no matter what happened, I would have fantastic sex regardless. 

Mallory finished up with a customer, guiding her all the way to Dawn, and then branched off to my side toward the back of the store, where no one was. Her arm looped into mine, and she bit her lip, eyes lighting up.

“Did she just ask you out?”

“Basically.”

She moaned. “Fuck. She's so pretty, too. Do you want me to help you with her?”

“What do you mean?”

I knew what she meant. It was still hot to hear her say it.

“I mean...you know. I could help you seduce her, somehow. Like I did with Lori.”

I kissed her on the forehead lightly. She shivered with pleasure. Her entire body a series of responses solely to my actions. 

“Don't worry about it.”

“Cool. Well...” her mouth twisted. “If you’re going to bring her home here when you decide to fuck her, just know that she ought to know I’m there. Otherwise she’ll freak. But if she wants a threesome, I’m super into it. Okay?”

“Thanks, love. You make me happy.”

She purred with semi-orgasmic delight. “God, I don’t know what you do to me...but you’re a lucky son of a bitch to be doing it.”

Pulling me in, she started to kiss me, her leg sliding lovingly up mine. My hand landed on her ass, encouraging her. 

“Ahem.”

The voice came from behind us. I laughed suddenly, pushing Mallory down. She moaned in protest, quietly whispering in my ear, “B-but, Master, I wanna...”

My first thought was that it was Dawn, once again ruining our youthful coital mastery. But, no such luck.

It was Audrey.

* * * * * 
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AFTER EXTRICATING MYSELF from Mallory’s loving grip, it was only a few moments before Audrey had pulled me along outside behind the bookstore. There was a small alley there where enterprising truck drivers sometimes tried to negotiate into our paltry excuse for a loading dock. Mostly, these days, all the books were unloaded in the front. The dock was there as a leftover, something that probably had been quite useful before the tall, identity-less apartment buildings rose up directly behind the shop with their steel corners and tall metal fences. 

The Ice Festival took place in a four block radius in downtown. Down the alley, I could see couples and families walking by. Children held balloons shaped by the local artists on the prowl. A hotdog vendor shouted about his special on beers and brats. 

Audrey crossed her arms, looking at me critically. She wore a long, loose sort of white gown that clung neatly to her large braless tits and firm, luscious hips. Her thick chestnut hair was wrapped around one shoulder in a shiny braid. God, I wanted to fill her. Breed her. Get her pregnant. The urge to grab her, kiss her, take her was nearly overwhelming. All she had for warmth was a small jacket—not quite enough in the winter cool of the city. Her shivering body only made my primal instinct to take her and fill her with warm, overflowing seed all the greater. 

We had never fucked before, of course. Our intercourse barely went beyond kissing. That made me want her all the more now.

“So,” she said.

“So...?”

“It’s so nice to see you.”

It clearly wasn’t. 

“Somehow it doesn’t seem that way.”

“You stopped talking to me.” She pushed my shoulder, aggressive. “Why?”

“Because...you asked me to? Because we had broken up and I moved on?”

“I know I asked you to, but like,” her dark eyes flashed, “I wasn’t asking for complete radio silence. Just, you know. Less.”

I shrugged. “I suppose if you wanted to talk, there was nothing stopping you from setting the terms of the conversation.”

“But how am I supposed to know if you want to talk at all?”

“You’re right,” I said, smiling through gritted teeth. “It’s my fault. All of it. Every last bit. Are you happy now? Are we done? Can I go back to work?”

There was something in her that had wanted to create some form of peace. I could tell that, with that off-hand remark, I had steamrolled all over it. I didn’t care. She deserved a talking-to for once in her life, raised in Daddy’s riches without ever lifting a finger for herself, and I wasn’t in any mood to deal with her double-talk. If she wanted something from me, she could ask.

“Mallory’s your girlfriend now, I guess?”

Instead of owning up to anything she had done wrong, she changed the subject. Typical. 

“Not your business. But, yup. She is.”

That, and so, so much more, I wanted to tell her. So much more than you’ll ever be, Audrey. You’ll never come close to comparing to what Mallory gives me.

Not naturally, anyway. Again, the thought filled my mind. Holding her jaw open for just a few seconds, letting a vial of my cum sink down. It would be easy. It would only take a few seconds. Would anyone from the street see? I didn’t think so. We were both so isolated there in the alley. And the struggle would be so quick...after the initial part, anyone watching wouldn’t know what to assume. She would be so calm and placid, so accepting of my will...

I could make her accept it was all her fault that we broke up. I could make her beg to take her back. Beg for my forgiveness. I could make her apologize for days that she didn’t worship my cock like a woman should.

“Nice view?”

I had been staring at her tits, nipples hard in the cold. My breath was heavy, face slightly flushed. This power was getting to me. I looked away, down the street, trying to resist the singing urges of my bulge. This was so hard. Literally and figuratively. 

“What would your girlfriend think of you looking at my tits?”

I shrugged. “She’d probably say I had good taste.”

Audrey looked disgusted. “And Lori is...just, what? Your fuckbuddy?”

“I don’t know that’s any of your business. Why don’t you ask her?”

She rolled her eyes. “Look, I just know...”

“What, Audrey? What is it you know?”

“I know that’s not you. I know that you’re a pushover. You’re acting like a dick, now, and you never used to before. Not this openly, anyway. And you’ve got both of these beautiful girls eating out of your hand, somehow. And it’s creepy and weird and I’m a little scared for them.”

I rolled my eyes. “For them?”

“You’re doing something. I don’t know what it is, okay? But...the way they looked at you. I walked around for a minute in the store, paying attention. Lori was flirting with other guys, but she would always look back at you. Like a dog, like a puppy. Hoping for approval. That glassy, obedient look. I’m thinking it’s drugs.”

“Drugs? Get real.”

“When I was in Ecuador, I helped these girls get out from under a pimp’s fingers.” She crossed her arms. “He kept them hopped up on some combination of ecstasy and heroin. They were blissful and active and looked to all the world like they loved their life...but they were dead inside. And I know that’s what you’re doing to them. Or something like that.”

“Yeah, that’s me, Audrey. That’s the guy you went out with. That dude who knows where to get ecstasy-heroin combinations. That’s what I do. I go find drug dealers for the most banned substances in America and then I use my advanced knowledge of chemistry to mix it all together.”

The funny thing is, I really was angry at her accusation. She was closer to the mark than she knew, closer than she had any right to be. And yet still, I was legitimately pissed that she would level that kind of thought my way. 

Morality is all fucked up, I guess. Especially when you’re trying to ignore it.

We were quiet then, but my fury still raged. I tried to find something civil to say, but the anger had a mind of its own now. Like a cheetah, lunging after a kill at full speed, it wouldn’t be satisfied until the prey was in its hands or it had fumbled and tripped on its face. Either way, the only cure for the rage was exhaustion of its fuel.

“God, you’re a bitch.” I shook my head. “You really are. You find me so repulsive that the notion that two women might enjoy me, simultaneously, just doesn’t even register with you. It’s not your business. And hey, you know what?” I couldn’t stop my words now. I was furious. “Let’s say I’m doing that to them. You know Mallory. You know she has her head on straighter than anything. If I were able to do that to her, fuck with her head somehow? What makes you think I wouldn’t do the same to you? Why wouldn’t I just, you know, poof! Drug you. And then you’re mine to do with as I please. What’s protecting you, Audrey? Especially now that you’ve gone and told me that you ‘figured out’ my whole plan? Wouldn’t it make just perfect sense for me to fuck your head up too so that you didn’t do anything about it? You can’t even be smart about what a bitch you are, that’s the most infuriating thing about you.”

I wanted it to be sarcastic. But there was too much of the angry, wicked truth in there...and she could tell. 

She straightened herself upward, putting on a brave face. But I could tell that, instantly, I had terrified her. I felt bad. Really, I did. When anger leaves you, it’s like the air leaving a balloon, keeping you whipping and swirling in the wind, waiting for something to steady you. 

But god, I was tired of her nosing in on my business. Her and her entire family. I just wanted them out of my life. 

“I can see we’re not going to have a nice, rational conversation about this,” she said coldly. “It’s too bad. I missed talking with you, Victor. Or, I missed the old Victor. I thought we might start talking again. Have some fun together, even. But I can see that I don’t want to do that now.”

“Audrey—”

“Shut up. Shut up, now. You don’t get to threaten me and then talk to me, okay? You do not.”

“I wasn’t threatening—”

“No.” She smiled, her face entirely frozen. “Nothing you could ever do would be a threat to me, little boy.”

And then she walked out to the street. And it took every ounce of my self-control to not grab her and show her exactly how in control of her I could be.

* * * * *
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THIS WAS A PROBLEM. As I came down from the rage at being accused of so many awful things, my actual logic began to work it’s magic. And with logic came regret and guilt. So far I had only been focused on my own pleasure. Using it however I wanted. But now I had to think of the other side of all this—how this looked to those who weren’t me. How it looked to those who didn’t think my cock entering hot, eager, controlled pussy was the sexiest, most perfect thing on the planet. 

What was wrong with those people, right?

Ha.

When Audrey called me out on messing with Mallory, messing with Lori...I knew she was right. And when I felt the impulse to run her down and shove my cum down her throat, to show her what I could do to her...that was an enormous problem.

This absolute power was corrupting me absolutely. Obviously, I enjoyed it. That’s part of the whole corruption process. But I could see that if I kept going down this road, it wouldn’t be long before things got completely out of hand. And with what I was doing to Mallory, to Lori, there was no way for me to justify any of it should someone start putting the pieces together. And maybe Audrey had already started doing that.

That night, I told Lori to stay at home and cum to the thought of me and Mallory several times. At least four. She had nodded obediently. I could see a flash of doubt—not knowing why that sounded like such a terrific idea, not knowing why it felt so completely normal to do such a thing for me—and then I saw her face glass over as the doubt was replaced with sexual heat.

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say.” 

And then she walked, sort of dazed, back to her bike and on her way home. 

Probably you haven’t had to think about this before, but it’s really, really difficult to stop being aroused at being in control and then make yourself even more in control when the only way you can think of to control the control is by being even more in control. 

I promise that makes sense.

Anyway. 

I knew it was wrong to order Lori around like that when I had plans to somehow fix Mallory’s thoughts. But, I had to do things one at a time. 

The Ice Festival’s first day had been a good day for the bookstore. There was no telling, though, if it would solve all our problems. Dawn ran the numbers that night, and she’d let me know how we did the next morning. Tonight, it was all up in the air, but even with as long as I planned to have a triumphant success after the Festival was over, my only thoughts were on Audrey, Mallory, Lori, and how to unfuck the situation I was in as best as possible.

At my apartment, Mallory was already there, in her apron and heels again, making dinner. Fuck, she was so sexy. Her ass was a polished, round surface, waiting for my hands and my hands alone. All I wanted to do was take her from behind and slam her against the counter, fucking her rotten while she made my dinner. And afterward, when she was full of my lifegiving cum, make her swear in trance to always, always beg to be fucked as brutally as that when I got home.

But I had to roll this back somehow. I had to...I don’t know. I had to get her to stop thinking of me as her boyfriend. Her Master. Audrey was right—I was fucking with her mind, and there was no way around that. 

I didn’t want to be completely out of her life, though. I still, in my own way, absolutely cared for Mallory. Maybe I even loved her. And the past week of having her as my devoted, cocksucking, adoring, heartaching girlfriend was almost more than I could bear to lose.

But only almost. I had to do the right thing. 

“Mallory, I need you to do something for me.”

“Of course, babe.” She down the vegetables she had gathered to chop. “What is it?”

She waited, her hands wrapped in front of her patiently. This was how a good girl hears to obey, she had told me.

God, she was so happy doing this. Was it truly wrong? I know I had made her happiness...but where did it matter where the happiness came from so long as it was there?

No, that was the corruption. Get rid of this. Do something. Think of something. 

“I...uh,” my face squirmed.

“What’s wrong, love? You look upset. Did something happen?” Her hands shifted to her hips. “Was it talking with Audrey? She must have fucked with your head, huh? Do you want me to suck you off so you can relax?” Her voice became a hot, conspiratorial whisper. “I know my Master wants to fuck her so very badly. We could make it happen, I bet. Anytime you wanted. I could get her drunk or something. Put thoughts in her ear.” 

Fuck. The image of Mallory pouring drinks down Audrey’s throat, making her ever more malleable to my will was something else. In fact, I didn’t even need to order her to use alcohol. All it would take was one drink laced with my cum. And all that would take would be for Mallory to be my willing, complicit partner in all my activities. To have her urge me on as I took over more and more fertile, hot bodies. She would know exactly what she was helping me do. She would know exactly what I had done to her. And she would think it was hot.

“You like that, don’t you?” Her soft hand wrapped around my cock through my pants. “Such a bad boy. It’s too bad you’re only stuck alone here with me tonight. What if, in the meantime, I just suck you off while you think about her. How about that?”

And suddenly, there was nothing—literally nothing—I wanted more than to have Mallory suck me off while I called out Audrey’s name. And I know that Mallory would open encourage that. But I couldn’t do it.

Or, obviously I could do it. I was already getting hard just from being around Mallory’s beautiful, willing body, and doubly so because of her achingly hot words. But I had to be strong. Moral. I had to do something right by her.

“Just m-make dinner, okay?” I struggled to say it. I didn’t want to tell her no.

Her face twisted. “Did I do something wrong? I’m so sorry, Master. I thought...I thought you would want—”

“No, it’s fine. Everything’s perfectly fine. You’ve been a perfect slave, all right?”

Currents of relief visibly ran through her body. “Oh. Thank you, Master. Perhaps I’ll serve you like that after dinner?”

“Perhaps.”

With her back turned, I made myself a glass of soda and then reached into the fridge, pouring a vial of cum down and mixing it in with my finger. I almost slipped the finger into my mouth to dry it, before remembering myself. I laughed at how dumb that might have been. Instead, I wiped it on my pants. 

“Drink this.” I held out the tainted soda to Mallory.

“Yes, Master.” 

She was absolutely unquestioning. And there was something in her eyes—some glimmer of understanding. Did she have suspicions? She must. She was unquestionably a smart woman. Even as my happy, needy fuckslave, she was always suggesting new ways to serve and please me. 

She drained the drink down. Slowly, her muscles relaxed completely. Her body began to slump. I caught the glass before it fell to the ground.

“Mallory, I have something very important to tell you.”

“You have something very important to tell me.”

I slid her hands up toward her pussy. She naturally began fingering herself. It was sort of sick to do it this way, but commands always went down easier when she had fingers in her pussy.

“You’re going to learn better than you ever have before.”

“I’m going to learn better than I ever have before.”

I took a breath. Here we go. Experiment time.

“You think of me as your big brother.”

“I think of you as my big brother.”

Wow. That went through with no resistance at all. Maybe this de-brainwashing would be easier than I thought?

“I am your big brother.”

“You are my big brother.”

“Lori is your little sister.”

“Lori is my little sister.”

“You love us like family.”

She sighed happily. “I love you like family.”

For whatever reason, she hadn’t stopped fingering herself. One thing at a time, I told myself. I wasn’t exactly thrilled about it, but the fingering had encouraged the taking in of commands in the past, so I hardly wanted to stop it now.

“We are your family.”

“You are my family.”

“I’m the man in your family.”

“You’re the man in my family.”

“I am your big brother.”

“You are my big brother.”

And then I ended, with softer, less stringent repetitions. She thought the world of me. She felt deep, fraternal love for me. She was happy to be my family. She loved sharing with me.

Still mindfucky, I know. But I wanted it to be a slow rollback. My thinking was that if I just undid everything, right away, her mind might collapse from the effort of rewriting itself. What was I to know? I wasn’t a neuroscientist or a doctor or a philosopher or anything of the sort. Just a horny guy who went too far.

Sure. That’s how I could characterize myself. A horny guy taking things one step too far...and then several more steps after that.

That done, I held her close and cuddled her tight. I had her abandon dinner and walked her over to the bed, sliding her down in with me. Her tight, toned beautiful body felt so perfect against mine. I sighed lustfully, wishing for more contact...but resisted.

One last night, I told myself. We’d wake tomorrow and it would all be different—but until then, I’d enjoy Mallory’s attentions on me for just one more night. 

When I woke, it was nearing dawn. Outside, the sun’s rays had begun to peak through the darkness. Mallory was no longer at my side, and I was confused. 

After a moment, though, everything started to become very clear. 

First, I just heard the soft, hot schlicking sounds. Then, dreamily, I noticed that my cock was being sucked.

“M-Mallory?”

“Shh, big bro,” she moaned. “I want to be good for you.”

“Wh...” I was dazed. “What?”

“I want to be your good girl sisterslave, Master. I know how important it is to please you. And I woke up and I just needed my brother’s cock in my mouth. Please?”

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Oh fuck.”

“Please, big bro? Can’t I please suck you off? I need your perfect brother Master cock in my mouth. Please?”

I gulped. God, she was so gorgeous. So malleable. I couldn’t deny her. I had to command her.

“That’s right, sis. You did great. Suck me off. Like a good slave.”

Moaning, she slurped back down and went right to work.

Mallory had been practically orphaned by her family when she was still so very young. It only made sense for her to idolize the male members of her family. I had thought that I could use that idolatry to my advantage—to make me seem more untouchable. But the feelings of attraction, of being owned like a slave by a strong patriarchal force, were too strong. She saw no conflict between thinking of me as her hot big brother and of me as her Master. And now I had made them the same. 

My plan had failed, at least for the moment. With Mallory wrapping her loving, perfect mouth around my rod like it was the center of her world, cooing with orgasmic delight every time I called her my sisterslave, I struggled to care.

* * * * *
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THE DAY PROGRESSED slowly. Mallory’s epic incestuous blowjob had left me nearly oversleeping. She had, of course, woken up perfectly on time. Otherwise, she wouldn’t be able to make herself look ready to be my absolute perfect “sisterbabefuckslut,” as she put it. 

So, breakfast waited for me when I finally rolled out of bed and had my shower, washing the familiar stink of our near-constant liaisons through the night off my body.

My attempts to de-brainwash Mallory had, obviously, backfired in a big way. I would have to just do what I didn’t want to in the first place, and actively remove all the suggestions and thoughts I had given her. It was the only way.

Meanwhile, I still had to save East Side Pages. Today was Saturday, and we were going to find out how my plan had worked out. 

With me, just in case there was an opportunity or in case I couldn't make it back to the apartment, I brought my cooler. In the cooler were several beers, and, hidden in a small pouch toward the bottom, several more vials of cum. 

The day passed much as the previous one had. We made incredible amounts of money—maybe even more. Mallory once again dressed in a hot, cleavage-scooping dress (this time it was purple), and Lori dressed in hot yoga leggings and a loose mesh top that did nothing to hide the rather effective, brightly colored push-up bra she had on underneath. 

“I did like you said, Sir,” she told me when enough customers had finally cleared out for us to talk a bit. “Four times. Even though I wanted more.”

I gulped a bit, struggling not to fuck her right there. “Good girl.”

Possibly we would have said more to each other, but Dawn pulled me over to the counter. 

“I need you here,” she said. “I'm going to go around and sell.”

“You bet. No problem.”

“And you have to talk to me. Later. After we close, all right? It's important.”

“Okay...?”

She didn't offer any explanation, just sipping hard at her coffee and plastering a fake smile on her face. Dawn hated the crowds, hating selling in the store. That's why she was at the counter to begin with. But she was the boss. I did as she ordered.

Hours later, we wound down, and our register was positively overflowing with cash. The credit card machine had to have its paper replaced twice. 

Even though business had boomed, a cold snap had begun, and an hour before we closed, customers began to head home to stay out of the weather. As such, Lori and Mallory began to crowd me at the register while I tried to count it down and get ready for closing.

They leaned against one another, their bodies touching. It was clear how much they adored one another—and all because of me. If I wasn't around, they would still think the other was the absolute hottest babe in the world, the apple of their eyes, the end-all, be-all of fuck partners. And the only reason they didn't think that all the time is because they thought I was even better.

“Victor’s so fucking hot, isn’t he?”

Lori giggled, nodding mischievously. “God, yes. He’s like, the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.”

“The hottest guy I’ve ever seen,” Mallory intoned, repeating Lori’s words—my words. Her hand slipped on top of Lori's ass, squeezing it tight. Lori's leggings were paper thin. Mallory easily pushed forward into the crack between her tight ass cheeks and felt the lower folds of her pussy. “In fact, he's just...he's sort of like...He’s like...our big brother, isn’t he?”

“What?” Lori giggled nervously.

“Wouldn’t that be hot, baby? If he was like, our big brother? And you were my hot little sister...” her hand pushed up hard into Lori’s pussy. Lori moaned, her pleasure quite evident now. “We were just his hot little fucksisters, eager to suck him off and do anything our big bro said.”

Holy shit, Mallory was just insane with lust. And I had made her that way.

And I loved it.

I really don’t know if I could ever stop doing this. Changing her. Changing Lori. But we were at the bookstore. We couldn’t have another wild threesome like the night before—supercharged with incestuous thoughts like these—and do it here. Dawn would have a literal fit. 

“Ah...okay.” I put a hand to my head. I needed to meet with Dawn, still. “I'm going to finish up here in like ten minutes. You two, take Lori’s car back to your apartment, all right? Wait for me there. Okay? Take care of one another until I get back. Do you understand?”

Mallory nodded, all naughtiness. “You want me to lick my little sis’s pussy until my big, sexy brother master comes home to fuck us both pregnant?”

I gulped. “That’s right, my good girl. Now get moving.”

* * * * *
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SOME MINUTES LATER, I had closed everything up and grabbed my cooler, thinking that now I would just use it on the girls at home. It would take every ounce of willpower I had not to convince Lori that I was her brother, and that Mallory was her sister...and I don't think I actually had it in me. 

But first, I had to meet with Dawn. I stepped into her office in the back, where she coldly examined a series of folders and files.

Fuck, but she was so beautiful. It was hard to contain myself—and getting harder all the time. I’d put up with so much resistance. With Mallory, with Lori, with Audrey...and now Dawn. Her tight, beautiful blond body was so buxom and perfect in her little business suit. I had been staring at her legs all day, wrapped tight in dark tights. Her skirt molding her lovely ass just so, her blouse opening up her lovely cleavage to the world. She was mature, confident, and intelligent, and drop dead gorgeous, and I wanted her. The thought of rewiring her completely had my motor running furiously. 

For some reason that I can't explain, I had put a vial of cum in my pocket before the meeting. Just the one. I think that's how I justified it. I had so many available. Just one in my pocket wasn't so bad. 

“How are you doing it?” she asked, not looking up from her desk.

“Doing what?”

“Controlling them. Lori and Mallory. It’s strange with them. I’ve known them for ages. And you. And it all changed just this past week. What’s happened?”

“We’re just...” I smiled, trying to be disarming. “Just young kids having fun, Dawn.”

“I don’t believe that.”

She put the folder in her hands down, sighing. She took a long drink from the coffee on her desk, the coffee that Lori had made her earlier. 

“We’ve made it into the black, probably for the whole year. Just from this weekend. We’ll need to order new stock. And it’s all because of them. I know it is. And what you made them do.”

I shrugged. “I didn’t make them do anything. But I’m glad we’re in the black. That’s really great!”

“Don’t fucking smile at me like that, you twerp.” She leaned up out of her desk. “I know you’ve done something to them. And what’s worse? What really hurts? Is that what you did to them, objectifying them like that...it goes against everything this store stands for. It’s debasement. It’s...it’s fucking patriarchal. And that is unforgivable, all by itself. Whatever you’ve done to them is no doubt worse.”

“You keep saying that. What do you think I’ve done?”

Shaking her head, she took another long sip from her coffee. 

“I should have seen it earlier. I don’t know why I didn’t. But you’re clearly drugging them somehow.”

I groaned. “Have you been talking with Audrey?”

“So what if I have? She’s a smart girl. We lost a good asset when she left. I notice that everything started going to shit when you stuck around after she left.”

“Are you serious? You’re blaming me for that? The second she was gone, you couldn’t stop talking about how you hated her.”

We were both quiet, then. But the quiet didn't last.

“You’re fired, Victor.”

“Fired? Based on what?”

“Look, you’re fired, all right? So, just accept it.”

I sighed. “Fine.” I put my hands on my head, trying to think of what to say.

“My girlfriend is a cop, you ought to know. A detective. You know that already. I know you do.”

“What?”

“She’s going to ask you some questions. I’m going to talk to her tonight. So get your story straight.”

In an objective way, being fired really wasn’t that bad. I still had Mallory and Lori eating out of the palm of my hand, or wherever else I might point them to. With my new found ability, I could probably find a job anywhere. All it would take was the right interviewer and a moment’s distraction. But this was different. This was the law. And I had no desire to see the law involved.

“I’ll write your paycheck now,” said Dawn. “I don’t want you to come back here again. I don’t want to have to see you again. For any reason.”

She stood up and walked to the safe. Bending over to unlock. God, that ass. So perfect and smooth, so round. 

I behave then in a most ignoble fashion. But in that moment, I didn’t care. I’m not sure if I ever will.

I had to protect myself from the police. I had to protect Lori and Mallory. I don't even know if what I did could be prosecuted—as far as I knew, I was the first of my kind. Maybe they'd put me into some kind of government laboratory and cut me open? Fear assaulted me. Fear for myself, and fear for my girls.

But there was no denying the cold, hard truth as well—I wanted to know what it would be like to have Dawn under my control.

Her coffee cup was right there in the open. I flipped open the lid and let a vial of my cum ooze inside. Through shuffling through the safe, she didn't even notice. By the time she turned around, I was just waiting where I had been.

Dawn wrote the check out—I couldn’t help but examine her healthy cleavage as she did, swelling so lovingly against her tight sweater—and ripped it out to me.

“Take this, and don’t ever let me fucking see you again.”

I took the check. And then I waited for a long time right outside the office, pretending to leave. I waited for her to slurp her coffee one more time. But she didn't. 
In fact, she left the bookstore, all bundled up against the cold, without taking another sip. And then she was out in the world, with a trance-inducing cup of coffee in her hands, waiting to change her entire life the second she took a sip. 
Shit.

* * * * *
[image: image]


FOLLOWING HER THROUGH the streets was the most harrowing experience of my life. I never considered before how easy it was to see who I was. I hid in the crowd where I could, and behind buildings. But I knew where Dawn lived. It would have been easy to go straight there, but what if she took a drink before she got there? She'd be tranced in the street, taken advantage of by anyone smart enough to see the glassy look on her face. 

Somehow, miraculously, she didn't see me. Focused on the cold and getting out of it. God, but she was beautiful. Bundled up in her faux-fur trimmed coat, her red scarf trailing out behind her. Her long blond hair like a scarf itself, golden in the dim light of the street lamps. 

Finally, she took a drink just as she entered her house. I slipped my toe into the crack before the door closed and locked. After a moment, I heard a small thunk. Just like Lori, like Mallory, the second she tasted my cum she drained the cup. The cup rolled down on the ground. 

I entered after her and turned on the small lamp on the desk in front of the entry. Then I locked the door. Her and Celise's house was small but cozy. Lots of artwork on the walls. I lead Dawn into the small living room, across from a piano with a cushioned bench. The floors were carpeted thickly.

“Dawn.”

“Dawn,” she said back slowly, warmly. 

I slid my hands through her hair, over her lips, on her luscious cheekbones. She was mine. Totally mine. I could do anything at all with her. 

I needed her to be in my total, complete control. No questions. No second-guessing. No worries. I needed her to live and breath for me, and only me. 

I popped open the caps of all five cum vials I had left in my cooler, and let the thick, gooey contents slide into her mouth. 

The effect was immediate and intoxicating.

Her hips began slowly to convulse, as if she was dancing. Placing a finger against her crotch, I could feel the physical heat pouring from her cunt. The vibrations as it trembled again and again in orgasm. Good.

“Touch your pussy. Now. Erotically.”

“Yes.”

She obeyed, sliding her skirt and tights down, and pushing her fingers into her clit.

“You will call me Master.”

“Yes, Master.”

Good. That was easy.

“You’re in love with me.”

“I’m in love with you, Master.”

Absolutely no resistance. Wow. The six loads of cum might have been overdoing it a little. But if I could turn a fully-fledged, lifelong lesbian into a happy, willing sex slave with that much...god. The possibilities felt endless. I felt like a god. 

“You love my cock.”

“I love your cock, Master”

“You don’t care about other cocks.”

She shook her head softly. “I don’t care about other cocks, Mater”

“You love only my cock.”

“I love only your cock, Master.”

“You’ll do anything for me.”

“I’ll do anything for you, Master.”

My heart thumped with need. Fuck. She was such a beautiful woman. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to own her. I needed to own her as completely, if not more completely, as I had Lori and Mallory.

“You’ll forget all about firing me.”

“I’ll forget all about firing you, Master.”

“You’ll forget all about going to the cops.”

“I’ll forget all about going to the cops, Master.”

“You’ll forget about talking with Audrey today.”

“I’ll forget about talking with Audrey today, Master.”

“You won’t complain to Celise.”

“I won’t complain to Celise, Master.”

The trouble was taken care of, and I could have stopped there. I didn’t need to keep going. I could fuck Dawn at will now, probably, and she wouldn’t cause any problems for me. But my heart thrummed with passion. Now that I had control over Dawn, I wanted nothing to get in my way. 

And I thought, just for a moment, how Dawn had called me a twerp. How she threatened me. And a sick grin arrived on my face.

“You don’t want to be with Celise anymore.”

“I don’t want to be with Celise anymore, Master.”

“You’ve wanted to break up with Celise for years.”

“I’ve wanted to break up with Celise for years, Master.”

“You know I belong in charge of you.”

“I know you belong in charge of me, Master.”

Just like that, she started cumming. Her body had no sense of control—just obedience. And her brain was giving no psychological resistance to the constant pleasure she gave to her clit. And as soon as she stopped cumming, I started my commands again. She still fingered her hot, dripping wet pussy. There was a soft puddle in her bunched-up tights, dripping down to the floor.

“You want me to run the shop for you.”

“I want you to run the shop for me, Master.”

Just like that, re-wiring everything that was important to Dawn. It wasn’t subtle, and I didn’t care. Her entire life’s work had now been dedicated to me. Her most personal, loving relationship was twisted up and discarded, replaced with the pillar of light that I represented.

I was, in every sense, Dawn’s everything. 

My thoughts were heady with this sense of power I now held. I didn’t entertain any thoughts of slowing down or moving in increments or having any moderation. I wanted Dawn’s every heartbeat to be dedicated to my glory as her Master and God.

“You’ve loved me for a long time, now.”

“I’ve loved you for a long time, Master.”

“You’ve nursed this crush for too long.”

“I’ve nursed this crush for too long, Master.”

“You need to be with me.”

“I need to be with you, Master.”

Her body convulsed as she came, again.

How far could I fuck up her values with this much cum? I had to find out. I had to know if I could rearrange her entire philosophy. A lifetime of study and hard work, desperately flailing against the system...could I reverse it? Could I change her that much?

Only one way to find out.

“It’s right for men to be in charge of women.”

“It’s right for men to be in charge of women, Master.”

It was easy. She flopped over with a smile on her face. Relieved, even. Happy to give in. She wanted to hear what I had to say, and she wanted to believe me. Fingering herself while I rewrote her every last value.

“You love being subordinate to me.”

“I love being subordinate to you, Master.”

“Women belong on their knees before strong men.”

Her grin was almost manic. Fingering herself more furiously than before. Turned on by her corruption. Maybe this is what she thought all along. Maybe that's why she fought so hard against it. 

“Women belong on their knees before strong men, Master.”

“There’s nothing wrong with patriarchy.”

She nodded, eyes blank and face needy. “There’s nothing wrong with patriarchy, Master.”

“You’re nothing but a hot, simple-minded fuckslave.”

“I’m nothing but a hot, simple-minded fuckslave, Master.”

I couldn’t stop myself. I took her other hand and had it wrap around my cock as I kept feeding words and phrases into her mouth, into her core, into her every atom of being.

It was addicting, corrupting, compelling, unstoppable. I filled her mind with the most debasing, devaluing thoughts I could think of. She had been a proud lesbian fighter of patriarchy and the male order. I transformed her, command by unstoppable command, for over an hour, with her eyes blank and white the entire time. She was my loveslave. She was my fuckpet. She was my bimbo lovedoll. She knew that thinking wasn’t good for her. All she wanted, all the time, was to obey me and give me pleasure. All she was good for was breeding and giving me pleasure. She wanted to give me babies. She wanted to be filled with my seed at all times. She would be obedient and quiet, happy and eager, soft and gentle, and would display her body for my pleasure.

I came all over her body, my cock unleashing torrents of gooey, hot strands. I fucked her while I tranced her. I fucked her while I fucked her mind. I did everything I could think of. She called me her God. She knew it to be true.

By the time I was done, she was everything that she wasn’t before. 

God help me, but it felt so fucking good to do it to her. 

* * * * *
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THE NIGHT PROGRESSED and I didn’t leave. Inside of Dawn I had unleashed a true sex kitten, a force of nature who was hellbent on delivering to me the most perfect pleasures that a beautiful, virgin-to-cock, freshly-brainwashed lesbian could provide. She screamed with furious passion, calling me her King, her Master, her God, her Maker, her Destroyer, her Lover, her Everything. 

And I had made all of it happen, load by load of lifegiving cum flooding into her fertile fuckdoll body.

Sometime around dawn, I still furiously fucked Dawn from behind. For the seventh or eighth time. 

“Fuck me, yes!” she moaned wildly, her body thrashing into mine. “You're so fucking good, Master! Oh my god! You're my God! Give me your babies, oh my god, Masterrrrr,” she was crying, moaning, a beautiful sack of pleasure and unrestrained emotions. Nowhere near under control. “I love you. I love you. I love you so much, oh fuck, please, please cum, please!”

Behind us, the door busted open. Standing with her gun out was Celise. Her beautiful face contorted with shock.

Unable to stop myself, I came—but made sure to do it outside of Dawn's body. Into the bed sheets, in a rather diminished puddle. Give a guy a break. I had cum maybe twelve times in that last twenty-four hours.

“Dawn? Dawn, are you okay? I heard—”

Slowly, Celise's gun slipped down. She tugged at her jacket, not understanding.

Her voice became very quiet. “I heard...screaming.”

She stared at me slowly. Her gun came up, and then it went down again. I truly had no idea if she was going to kill me or arrest me.

“I love him, Celise. I’m so sorry. I...I love him. He’s...” Dawn gulped, her hand sliding down to my cock, stroking it unconsciously. “He’s my everything. I don’t want to be with you anymore, Celise. I don't love you. I don't think I ever did.”

Even Dawn looked flabbergasted as she said this. There were two directly opposing ideas pushing in on her mind—her love of me, so freshly minted and with every new thought and touch of my body giving her near-orgasmic thrills. And then her long-established, dozen-year long love of Celise. Heartbreak filled the room. My cock pulsed with sick, twisted arousal, knowing what I had done.

And maybe it was that little pulse of evil arousal at their destroyed life together that gave me some manner of reflective pause.

Both of them turned to me, searching for some kind of explanation.

Okay. I said it before. And I thought I meant it then.

But this had really gotten out of control.

# # #
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Owning My Ex
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On her knees in front of me was Dawn. My beautiful, dead-sexy boss—or maybe now she was my old boss, since I had made her believe that giving her business to me was the best option for her bimbofied, simple little mind. 

We were in my small kitchen. Dawn had begged to suck me off the second we walked through the door, and that was the nearest place for it. The linoleum was wet with puddles of my cum that had dripped down from her face and tits. Her hot, liquid arousal intermingled with my juices on the floor. Nearby was a small table I had one arm on for support, but really, I didn’t need the help. I felt stronger than I ever had in my life.

Naked, with hot fuck-me heels on her feet, Dawn looked beautiful as always. Her hair was golden and long, stretching down to the middle of her back. I ran a hand through it, staring at her blank white eyes with lust. I could say anything right now. Anything at all, and she would believe it. She would believe so hard that, if I wanted, I could make her forget that she ever believed anything contrary.

Her beautiful, model-worthy face was sticky with my cum. I used a finger and slid it around, letting her suck it in. Over the past six hours or so, she had taken in more of my hypnotic spunk than almost anyone else, and she kept taking more. 

Whatever was happening to me—to give my cum so much power over women, to make them believe anything I said after they took it in their bodies—it was also making my loads heavier and more frequent. Even though I had drained my balls into Dawn’s beautiful formerly lesbian body for hours now, I was no worse for the wear, and ready to go another six hours of hot, intense, furiously breeding-centric fucking and cumming.

Oh yes, I wanted to breed her. I was in love with the idea. Mad with it. I wanted to fill her up with my cum. There’s something about the feeling of being superhuman that makes you want to spread your seed around—to create more and more of your progeny wherever you go. Just ask Dracula.

“You’re in love with being my breeding bitch.”

“I’m in love with being your breeding bitch, Master.”

I smiled roughly, wrapping and re-wrapping my hands in her sexy, long, soft hair.

At this point, I was just playing with her body and her mind. None of it was really necessary anymore. I’d rearranged her life completely. Just an hour before, we arrived at my small apartment after I forced Dawn to break all ties with her old lover, Celise. The beautiful dark-skinned detective had no idea what to make of it all—she and Dawn had been loving partners for a decade or more. And then one night, everything changed. Thanks to me.

It was Celise’s shock that saved me. Otherwise, she might have shot me and Dawn both in her grief. As it was, she merely collapsed into the kitchen, spreading out on the floor and crying. 

A part of me wanted to give Celise some of my cum, right then and there. My heart went out to her, after all. She was so sad, and I could have made her feel amazing. I could have had her thanking me for doing this to her. The heady thought of that nearly won me over—but enough was enough. I took the giggling, fuck-happy Dawn home with me, hoping perhaps to trance some sense back into her and think some morality back into myself. 

And yet here we were—with Dawn on her knees, just having finished off another dense, sticky load of my cum down her throat.

“You love looking hot for me.”

“I love looking hot for you, Master.”

I don’t know that I’d ever wanted to fuck someone quite so badly as I wanted to fuck Dawn. 

With Mallory, it was all different. She was like my girlfriend—and our initial sexual contact had been entirely her idea. And with Lori, the shift had occurred so gradually, and in the midst of me having constant fuck-sessions with Mallory, that I forgot in some ways to even feel amazed that she wanted me. 

But with Dawn...with Dawn. Oh god, with Dawn.

Her lesbian cunt had been completely untouched by cock before she had mine. Her body never once tasting a man’s sperm. Never once feeling that hot spray of masculinity on her luscious curves. Never feeling a man’s hands slide through her hair, wanting her totally. Loving her for the way she gave up everything to him. No, that honor was mine and mine alone. All mine. 

“You’re mine,” I growled. “All mine.”

“All yours, Master.”

Forever, if I wanted it that way. 

She was my bimbo slave now. All thoughts of being superior or even equal to men gone. Her entire life as a woman’s rights activist totally annihilated under the fury of my mind-shaping cum. And god help me, but it turned me on to make that happen. 

Some part of me said, “Don’t worry. You can change her back whenever you like.”

But a more severe part of me, a more honest part, knew that if I changed her at all it would only be to increase her transformation. How far would I push her? How far could my cum take her?

In the lusty madness of the night, I saw no real reason not to keep trying to find out.

“You are my bimbo slave.”

“I’m your bimbo slave.”

“You know men are superior to women.”

“I know men are superior to women.”

“I’m your Master. Your Daddy. Your God.”

“You’re my Master. My Daddy. My God.”

All of this had been established long ago. It was just hot to see her snooty, superior self taken down to this degree. Completely under my male control. I felt justified, primal. I felt like I was re-establishing the order of how things should be between me and her. 

And the bit about being her Daddy...I couldn’t help myself even there. The incestuous implications of my relationship with Mallory—even though we weren’t related at all—were too hot not to keep deepening with my other pets. 

Mallory’s deep issues with her family had allowed me to, accidentally, take advantage of one of her most serious kinks—that being, sexual attraction to family members. Now, Mallory thought of me as her Master, but also her big brother, and herself as my slave and little sister. She loved it. I couldn’t help but try it out with Dawn as well.

“You love me.”

She stared up at me with worship. “I love you, Master”

“Baby?”

A door clicked shut. Mallory was home.

Fuck. She wasn’t supposed to get done with Lori until morning. I had ordered her in person, and then later in a text, to lick Lori's pussy all night long—still remembering, of course, to tell her to do her morning duties and to come make me breakfast. But...

Man. It was morning. Thin strands of early morning light struggled through the closed shades. I had closed them, of course, to prevent anyone from seeing what I was doing. Shadows crept up along the walls of my apartment. There was nowhere to hide in the kitchen. Not even a blanket or a towel or something to cover the eerily arousing, whited-over look of Dawn’s eyes.

“Master?”

“Baby...Master...?” Dawn echoed softly. 

Shit. Shit. I rushed to the door to try and intercept Mallory before she walked into the kitchen...but too late. My gorgeous girlfriend-turned-loveslave-turned-little sister-turned-even-more-intense-loveslave flipped the lights. She could see everything.

“Is that...is that...”

An incredulous, aroused smile arrived on her face. “Is that Dawn? Holy shit, Master...”

Mallory had apparently gone to the 24-hour gym before arriving here and after fucking Lori’s brains out. I had little doubt about the latter—I had ordered her to do it, after all. 

She wore flashy red sneakers and tall white kneesocks. Thick, beautiful dark hair done up in a gorgeous, long pony tail. Her cloth shorts clung to the sculpted ass that she worked so hard to keep in perfect condition, just for me, and her beautiful, massive tits were displayed incredibly by her teensy blue sports bra. She told me that she liked to go to the gym early and fuck with everyone’s day—to let the guys know who they would never fuck, and the girls know who they ought to look like. Her advantage, she said, was that all she cared about was pleasing one Man...and that singularity of purpose allowed her to make all the sacrifices she needed to keep her already tip-top body in amazing order. 

“Is it Dawn?” Dawn’s voice still so soft and heavy with arousal, repeating Mallory. “Holy shit Master.”

“Hey, what’s wrong with her?”

Mallory walked up to Dawn, snapping her fingers. No response. 

“Dawn, are you okay?”

“Mmmhmm.” She licked her lips.

“Why are her eyes all white like that?”

I grabbed Mallory and roughly escorted her out of the room, trying to ignore Dawn’s soft chants of repetition. The situation was untenable, and no matter what, I didn’t want to fill Dawn’s head with our discord.

Mallory was laughing at the proceedings, turning to try and get a good look at Dawn still. But I took us to the bedroom and shut the door. 

“Master, you know I love the rough stuff, but why can’t we invite Dawn?” She laughed. “You two are roleplaying or something, right? Like with hypnosis? Did you get her high or drunk or something?” She frowned. “No. You don’t like drugs. Lori told me so. So...what...”

Mallory looked at me now with an intensely curious, almost scared expression. She tried to walk past me, back into the kitchen. I grabbed her again.

“I would like to see her again, Master.”

“No. That’s not going to happen.”

“You’re acting really weird, V—” she stuttered, clearly distressed. “Master, I mean. Don’t you trust me? What’s happening?”

“I can’t...” 

I sat down on the bed. Immediately, she slid up on my knees before me, her perfect body crushing against mine. Worried that she had distressed me. God, she was so slender and perfect. I wanted to fuck her rotten right there on the carpet. I was still naked, and my hard-on oozed precum right in front of Mallory’s face. The slow spurting and sliding of sticky, gooey liquid seemed to calm her. She licked her lips, staring at it.

“What if I...sucked you. We can just...forget about...anything...”

With her this distracted, I felt like I could reveal everything. I don’t know why. I could have just as easily have fucked her thoughts away like I had before. I could have made her forget the entire incident. But something—I thought it was my sense of morality at the time—made me tell her the truth.

“I’m controlling her.”

“Of course you are. You’re such a man...”

Her eyes shone, staring at my cock. The precum was too distracting, and she had already been tranced into believing that she loved the thought of me fucking other women—hell, of even seducing women for me. I ripped a sheet from the bed and wiped it away, shuddering slightly. Boundlessly energetic or not, my cockhead was extremely sensitive these days. Then, I held Mallory’s face in my hands, looking at her sternly.

“Listen to me, Sis. I need my baby girl’s attention.”

I knew calling her that, my “little sis,” would really set her on edge. I wasn’t quite so sure about “baby girl,” but it seemed to do the trick.

The thought crossed my mind suddenly that if she had a huge, hard kink for being my little sister, then being my daughter would probably set her off just as much...but I pushed that away. Another time. Maybe.

“Yes, Big Bro. Anything you say.”

“I control Dawn. I control her completely. My cum controls her.”

“Sure. Why wouldn’t it? You’re such a man. You’re—”

“No. Listen. I own her body. Her mind. Her soul. It all belongs to me. My cum is...it’s powerful, somehow. Hypnotic. The women who take it in—taste it, feel it in their pussies, whatever. They go into a trance. And while they’re in that trance, I can tell them anything I want, and they’ll believe it.”

She sat back, her head tilting like a dog trying to figure out the dogs it heard on a television. She looked at my cock, and then back at me.

“Control them. Women. With your...cum...”

Her hand went up to her tits, tweaking a nipple. I could see the soft glistening of arousal developing down her thighs, pushing through the cloth of her tiny shorts. 

“Oh wow, that’s...that’s so wrong. And it’s...it’s pretty hot, wow...”

She pushed back further now, looking at my cock and naked body with equal parts desire and fear. 

“You could make her...make her...make her suck your cock? Oh god, you already did. You already did, and...that's so perfect and...” She shook her head. “Fuck! No. I can’t believe I said that. But fuck, fuck!” A long, irritated and aroused growl emanated from her. “I’m fucking...fucking pissed and turned on and...”

Her eyes went wide suddenly. I knew, right then, she had caught on.

“You did that. To me. Didn’t you?”

I loved her so much. All I wanted was for her to be happy, and to be with me.

“And...and all those thoughts I have about you as my big brother, my Master...oh fuck.” Instantly, a hot, happy flush crept up from her breasts. “God, you made me...made me...”

Imagine the state she’s in. Trained exclusively to trust me, to want me, to adore me. And yet, sensing somewhere out there in the periphery of her consciousness some kind of betrayal. But all those hot, needy feelings I gave her also trap her. Also hide her from the truth. 

I wanted to come clean—to let her know that yes, I had made her want me completely. I had been responsible for her calling me her big brother, even though that was what I did to try and rectify the situation. But even as I did, what would happen to her mind? It was such a fragile thing, as I well knew. So receptive to my commands. Would she be able to take new orders if she knew where they came from? 

“You...did all this? To me? Do I want...” she was breathing hard, face manic. She was smiling and biting her lips and widening her eyes and grabbing at her tits and the rest of her body. “Oh god, Master, Big Bro...Victor...”

Body shaking, face continuing to contort with every manner of strange horrible thought. I knew that some vicious battle was going on in her head. I had to stop it; I had to make her feel good again. I felt such possession of her. Over the past week, I had practically owned every feeling Mallory had. Now that she had negative feelings—sadness, dismay, confusion—all I wanted was to protect her from them.

“Shh,” I said slowly, taking her against me once again. My cock was wet with precum, still, and it slid across her cheek slow. The sensation made her shudder and then calm. “Trust me, okay? You can trust me, love.”

“I...yes, Sir.” 

She gulped. Her breathing started to slow. For nearly two minutes, she clung to my body, just breathing and thinking. 

“I know you think I’m a bastard right now. Evil. I don’t know what to tell you. I only found out about this when you sucked me off for the first time. And since then...” I shrugged. “It went straight to my head. I had never fucked anyone, let alone someone as gorgeous as you.” 

She flushed furiously, simpering and smiling.

I know that inside, she was beaming bright. My Big Bro Master thinks I’m gorgeous!

“And it all just...got out of control. I can’t...justify it, Mallory. You’re all so fucking beautiful. You. Dawn. Lori. I couldn’t...I couldn’t help myself.”

She sighed against my leg. Lightly licking at the precum that had been spread around. “You are a bastard. And you are evil. But I’m fucking in love with you and I can’t bring myself to care. Much.”

“Wow.”

“Right? It doesn’t...it doesn’t even matter that you made me feel this way. And maybe you even made it not matter, what do I know? All I know is that it feels fucking fantastic to obey you and I can’t...I can’t fight it. I don’t...” she breathed hard. “I don't think I even want to. God, I don't know. That seems wrong. I'll want to talk more about this, I think.”

This sudden emotional outpouring exhausted me even more than fucking Dawn all night had. I could hear her in the kitchen, now, calling out for me.

“Master?”  She giggled softly. “May I please you, please?”

“She's awake,” said Mallory. “Out of...your trance.”

“Yes. I need you to take care of her.” 

“What? Come on, Master. What if—”

“The shop is closed today. It's Sunday. So take care of her until tomorrow. Take her back to your place. Sleep with her, whatever. Just keep her calm and under control. This can't go any further anymore.”

Now that the truth was out there for Mallory to know it, I couldn’t take advantage anymore. Just by saying a thing, you let yourself look at it. The words enter the draft of the world, and sometimes you can’t do anything to revise them to your liking.

“Just, take care of Dawn. Keep her calm and happy. Tell her I’m happy with her. Tell her you operate with my full authority. She’ll like that. We’ll talk more later, okay? I’m exhausted.”

Obediently, Mallory nodded. But we were far from done with this.

* * * * * 
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ALMOST, I HAD FALLEN down in the bed to go to sleep—and then came booming knocks, thundering at the door. I expected the worst. Celise, backed up by a cadre of SWAT team members with automatic rifles. At that particular point, I felt like I deserved their bullets. When absolute power corrupts absolutely, it also corrupts your ability to rationalize if you've got a moral bone in your body. At that point, I still had one or two.

Instead, though, surprisingly, it was Wallace Sheffield. He was as large as ever, a small umbrella under one hand like a cane. His suit was tailored and blue, and a small gold chain stretched outward from one suit pocket.

“You live in a wretched little place. Did you actually convince my daughter to join you here?”

I suppose we were past the point of “hello”s at that point. Fair enough.

“Usually, we met at her place.”

Not, I thought bitterly, that anything ever happened there. I had been inside Audrey's luxury condo only once—and even then, for less than two minutes while she finished getting ready. The entirety of our dating life really took place in parks, museums, and at the bookstore. It seemed fun enough at the time, but looking back I could see how empty and lacking in intimacy it was. Especially with what I had now. But when you've never been with a girl before, just hanging out around a true beauty like Audrey seems like a religious experience.

“Do you know,” said Sheffield, pointing to the window down the hall, “there was a boy down that street taken up and thrown into the jail not long ago.”

“Is that right?”

“Oh yes. He tried to steal my cell phone.” He held out the phone, a display prop. “Newest model in its class. Ithingzit whatever. 7G, something like that. I can’t be bothered to keep up. Cost me nothing, of course. Would have cost me nothing to lose it. But it’s the principle, you understand? I let the boy take it. And then I called the cops. Later that night, they found him. Arrested him. Promising boy, apparently. Bright future. A football player for the West Side Chargers. You know them?”

“It’s a high school team.”

“That’s right. He had been talking with scouts. This is what the police told me. He had been talking with scouts when they found him. Lots of noise about him on the internet. College hopeful. University hopeful. A future professional player, worth millions. A bright boy. A promising boy. Fell in with the wrong crowd, and stole the phone to impress them. Isn’t that silly? All for pride.”

“Why are you telling me this? Why are you here?”

He didn't mind my questions. “I had them throw the book at the boy, of course. Teach him a lesson. Principle, as I said. It’s very important, principle. Or principles. I suppose a man can’t have too many, unless they begin to converge on one other. Conflate. You can’t have principles that transpose. They must stand independent, like buildings in a city. Clear paths to each. No broken stairwells of logic inside. You understand?”

“No.”

He looked at me and frowned. Disappointed. His analogy, whatever it was, was quite clear to him. He leaned forward on his umbrella.

“I spoke with my daughter recently.”

“Okay.” Suddenly, I very much didn’t like where this was going. 

“She said she spoke with you.”

“That’s right.”

“I thought you and I had come to an understanding about such matters. You and her talking.”

“She came to me, man. Don’t get pissy because I was just there. She came to my work.”

“And yet you carried on with a conversation with her. One that she left away from feeling rather threatened, as I understand it. Does that bother you—my understanding?”

I shifted. “No.”

“It should. My understanding puts people in jail. People like you. Bright boys. Promising boys. I tossed a child into jail because he stole a replaceable phone from me, Victor. What do you think I’m going to do with you now that you’ve threatened my daughter?”

Well. Shit.

I tried my best not to gulp. Instead, I smiled.

“Look. If she felt threatened, I apologize. That’s not what I intended. I’d be happy to apologize—”

“Yes. Apologize. And quickly. Thoroughly. That will be the one thing that might save you from a jail cell. Or failing that, enough litigation to drown you in debt for the rest of your life. Do it well enough that she tells me about it. That place you work,” he referred clearly to the bookstore, disdain evident, “is done for. No more money. Not from me. And all the power I wield will thrown at it. Inspectors will find faults, day after day, do you understand? I know all of them. That is the beginning of your punishment. I make the calls on the morrow. Fair warning.”

* * * * *
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AFTER SHEFFIELD LEFT, I collapsed into bed. Dreams, or nightmares really, of all the cum-stained faces I had left in my wake flooded every image my brain supplied. 

Even so, I slept. I overslept. I was exhausted from the night’s activities and all the bustle from the Festival in the days prior. I was exhausted from fucking for hours at a time, from filling up Dawn’s body and mind with everything I had ever wanted to give her, from spilling out the truth about the entire dirty situation to Mallory. I was exhausted from the fear of what I had done to the book store that I tried so desperately to save, and I was exhausted from trying to brainstorm some new solution to fix everything once again.

I. Was. Tired.

I slept until late into Sunday evening and found my phone blown up with texts. 

A sampling from Lori:

8:20 AM - I  need you. I love you. Can't stop fingering myself thinking about you.

9:34 AM - When do we fuck? I need your cock in my cunt.

11:40 AM - Please come fill me up?

12:00 PM - Master. I should have been calling you Master. That's what Mallory calls you. And Big Bro.

1:30 PM – I promise I'm not doing any drugs, Master. I promise, Master. I'm not an addict anymore. I'm not. You saved me, Master.

2:20 PM - Please come fuck me, Big Bro?

3:39 PM - Am I in trouble, Master? Did I make you mad? I'm so sorry, Master. 

5:08 PM - I just need your cock so fucking bad, Sir. I love you, Master.

8:15 PM – Please tell me I'm good, Master?

And so on. A lot more than that—all more frequent and urgent. And then from Mallory:

10:42 AM – I told Dawn Master told me to keep her happy and calm, like you said. She asked if she could lick my pussy. That would make her happy and calmest.

11:36 AM – Holy fuck. Mid-thirties lesbian with decades of pussy licking experience.Ughhh.

1:04 PM – I am so fucking pissed at you.

1:06 PM – God I fucking love you. 

2:24 PM – I take it back. I think I love Dawn's tongue more than I love you.

2:24 PM – Kidding. But you know that. You know I can't love anyone more than you. You made it that way. Fuck why is that so hott???? I need Dawn's tongue again.

4:18 PM – I know you're exhausted, but I want you to snuggle me and tell me everything will be okay.

7:22 PM – We need to talk so bad. Seriously. 

9:30 PM – Dawn loves loves loves licking my pussy. Fifth time today.

Who knew that having a mind-controlled harem would require so much upkeep? As entertaining as it was to have a cadre of women unable to resist your desires, I still very much needed them to be able to take care of themselves as well. 

In the darkness of my apartment, my schedule was all screwed up. I was refreshed now, to an extent, but I had to be at work in the morning. Not that I really had to work now—with me basically owning the place, according to the actual owner, and with the store's shutdown imminent as well. But work was where I would start taking steps to resolve everyone's issues.

I knew that if I wanted, I could have Lori over in a heartbeat and solve all her problems with a heavy dose of fucking and cum. But I knew also that the chances that I would control myself—that I would stop from fucking her head even more completely—were rather remote. 

I texted Lori back immediately, telling her everything was fine. She was a perfect slave—she was lovely and beautiful and wonderful. She pleased me greatly. I apologized for being silent, and told her we would fuck, for certain, tomorrow.

A fountain of emojis later, she seemed rather pleased with the news.

I didn't know what exactly to say to Mallory. There was nothing else to say. So I stayed silent and wandered off back to bed, struggling not to call both of them and fuck them until they were competing to see who could get the most pregnant. 

To occupy my mind, I watched the TV—but it was all romantic comedies and sitcoms on. Lesser men than I complaining and whining about the women who didn't want them. I knew I could fuck and own every last woman I saw on the screen, and have them give up their fortunes for another round with my cock. So, that was too much. I pulled out a book instead, and barely read two pages before thankfully, finally, falling to sleep again. This time, I dreamt of nothing.

* * * * *
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WHEN I WOKE MONDAY morning, the apartment was empty. It was easy to believe, for a few moments, that none of it had happened. That it was all some dream. I hadn’t completely ripped apart Dawn’s life. I hadn’t enslaved Mallory or Lori. I was just Victor, again, normal guy, trying to make his way in the world.

I felt equal parts nostalgia and disgust for that life. I don’t know how it all changed or if I could ever get it back; I don’t know why I would ever want it again, even though part of me did.

The illusion broke entirely when I saw my breakfast waiting for me at the small table.

––––––––
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MASTER,

I told Dawn you would want her at the store. I assume that’s true. I dressed her in something acceptable, don’t worry. 

We need to talk.

Your

Mallory

––––––––
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EQUAL PARTS OMINOUS and encouraging, that. She was still calling me “Master,” and still referring to herself as “mine.” But perhaps she wasn’t able to do anything else anymore. The “We Need To Talk” was definitely foreboding. That’s something nobody in any relationship wants to hear. 

I ate breakfast and biked to the store, no idea how I was going to handle the menagerie of problems I had accumulated. Containing the bimbo fuckdoll that Dawn had become; dealing with whatever Mallory might be thinking about the evil mastermind she couldn't help but love; fucking Lori until she was calm again; sidestepping the wreckage that Celise no doubt wanted to bring into my life; and managing, somehow, the atomic bomb of shit that Sheffield wanted to drop.

And, Audrey. Fuck. Can't forget about her...no matter how hard I try, or how many other girls I fuck. I knew that somehow this all centered around her. Getting over her, maybe, or moving past her. Trying to forget that somehow I had let her unearthly beauty just slip through my grasp. Just thinking about her for even an instant made my cock jump.

At the store, my girls were already happily bustling away. Without the Festival still going on, the girls had no real need to keep dressing as hot as possible—but I hadn’t given them an order to stop. So, they dressed as hot as possible.

Mallory had dolled herself up in a tiny, pleated skirt (she knew what she did to me when she wore skirts) and a tight black tanktop that wasn’t anywhere nearly substantial enough to hold in her incredible rack. The globes of her ass were visible every time she bent forward more than ten degrees. The sides of her breasts spilled out from the top, making everything about her look eminently and immediately squeezable and—much more pressing—fuckable. Her boots, tall and dark, wrapped like tight shadows around her knees.

When I walked in to the store, she was just past the counter, arranging all the magazines. She had bent over at the hips to alphabetize the bottom row.

“Good lord,” I said slowly, admiring her red lace panties.

She shuddered at the appreciation evident in my voice and slowly stood up, smiling as she saw me. 

“Good morning, Master.”

“Public, babe. Don’t—”

“It's just Lori and Dawn here, Sir. They certainly won’t mind knowing you’re my Master...considering you're their Master too.”

Lori snuck up behind me, wrapping her arms around my body. She wore, I noticed only slowly, the exact outfit that Mallory had on.

“She's right, Sir. We don't mind at all.” She slid up on my body, kissing my ear. “Will you fuck me soon, Master? Big...B-big Bro?” I could tell she still had trouble with that. But, she wanted to comply, even without being tranced to call me that special name. “I've missed your cock...”

I pushed Lori away slightly. “Yes. But, later. Okay? Master and Mallory need to talk.”

“You know best, Master.” She nodded obediently, those big green eyes fervent with her worship. “Do you like what we're wearing?” 

Her tiny, hot little body twirled around. Mallory came and stood next to her, letting me look them both over. 

“Mallory thought it would be best if her lil' sis dressed like her today. What do you think, Master?”

It was just one more intensely hot sight on top of the deep, submissive love that shone so clearly in their eyes. 

“Is Master here?”

Dawn's voice was almost a squeal, the sort of anticipation and awe that women usually reserved for rockstars. Instead, it was for me.

She wore a tiny white minidress, slits up and down the sides showing off her skin. Fuck, she was gorgeous. Sparkly little rhinestones adorned her yellow heels. Everything about her, from her long blonde hair to her gorgeous face to her huge tits, was made for showing off. She greeted me with a long, hot sizzling kiss.

“I'm so happy to see you, Master. Can I suck you off right away?” She turned to the other girls. “Would you two like to watch?”

Lori nodded, eyes wide. I think she started to pant. Mallory, though, tugged at my arm. It took me a moment to look away from Dawn's body in that dress. 

“I'd like to talk to you? Please?”

I nodded. “Sure. In the back?”

“Ohhh,” said Lori. “Is this about the—”

“Hush, sis.”

Lori clammed up immediately. 

Dawn clasped her hands together. She wore lace gloves with little frills. “Is there anything I can do, Sir?” she breathed.

Her tits nearly popped out of her tiny outfit. God, but I wanted to fuck her again already. Her tinified little mind so perfectly suited now for obeying my will, and my will alone...

Nope. Not the time. “Just...keep helping out customers. Tell Lori I want her at the counter. All right?”

Dawn giggled, a flush of impending orgasm filling her from hearing my multiple commands. “Of course, Sir. Anything you say.”

Curious, I followed Mallory to the back, next to the bathrooms. 

“Is that Dawn's dress?”

“Mine. It's a little small on her.”

“I hadn't noticed...”

Her smile was flirty and challenging. “God, you're a terrible liar.”

The storage area was in the back, where we kept spare books and all sorts of office equipment. Mallory stopped me, putting a hand on my chest. Her face suddenly became very serious.

“Hey, do you remember how you had a date with that hot Asian girl?”

“Oh, shit.”

Shit. Shit. 

God, my one chance with Minjee, who I had lusted after longer than even Audrey, and I blew it entirely. I slept through the date, oh my god. I couldn't believe my bad behavior. Minjee was thoroughly gorgeous. A statuesque Asian whose cheekbones were so severely hot I felt I could fuck them all by themselves. Every part of her was like a sexual organ. 

Though, no. You know what? That was for the best. It was clear that I couldn’t be around any sort of beautiful woman without exerting every possible ounce of my control over them. So, the better for me. The better for her.

“Don’t worry.” Mallory giggled and smiled. “I took care of it.”

“What do you mean, you took care of it?”

“I saw the vials of cum in the fridge this morning as I was making breakfast. I took one. I wanted to...experiment.”

She bit her lip, looking naughty. Looking fucking hot.

When I told her what the truth was last night, some parts of my restrictions on seeing the cum in the fridge must have faded away. At least, that was the only explanation I could think of. 

“She came here to yell at you. And so I offered her some coffee.”

I could already see where this was going. “You didn’t...”

“I did. And now she’s in the back. Waiting for you, Master.”

“Fuck.” I put my head in my hands. 

The last thing I wanted now was more slaves. I knew I had gone overboard with Dawn. Hell, I knew I had gone overboard with Mallory and Lori. And if I needed any proof of that, then here it was. Mallory basically kidnapping Minjee for my amusement.

“I want to see it.” Her eyes were crazed. Warm. “I want to see what you did to me. Lori. Dawn. I want to see it for myself.”

“God, Mallory, I’m really so—”

“No.” She put a finger to my mouth. “This isn’t about apologies. I don’t want to hear that. I want to...” Her countenance melted somewhat. “I want to see it. That’s all. Show me.”

I didn’t feel like I had much of a choice. It was possible, I suppose, that I could have ordered her around some. Tried to turn her on so much from obeying me that she got too aroused to do anything but fuck. 

But then I’d have to trance her again. And I wasn’t sure I could do that. And if I didn’t, then she’d just ask for this again.

“Fine.”

She had placed Minjee behind a tall stack of unsold mysteries. Hidden, just in case anyone unsupervised tried to walk back here. Minjee stood underneath a small caged light, hands at her side, blankly looking forward. Her eyes were white. Totally white. She wore a tiny pale tan dress, sleeveless, with dark green tights on her long legs.

“How much did you give her?” I whispered to Mallory.

She shrugged. “Like...two vials, I think? Some spilled out. I had to work not to swallow it down. I love the taste of your cum.” 

Glassy stare, shudder of pleasure. 

“Fuck,” she said, noticing what had happened. “God, it’s like an itch now. Every time that happens. It’s like ignoring an itch to remember that you’ve done it. It’s so much nicer, so much easier to just...just accept and...”

Alarms rang in my head. I didn’t want her to over-contemplate this. That seemed like a bad episode of a soap opera show waiting to happen—with my beautiful, eager girlfriend suddenly having some split personality that hated me as much as the other half loved me.

I kissed her forward, pulling her tiny waist against my body. “Why don’t I show you what you wanted to see?”

“Yes, Master. Please.”

I turned to Minjee. Stroked her face slightly. She shuddered—and I did too. 

Okay, that was as far as it was going to go, I thought. I'm not going to indulge in this. Just really baseline stuff. Easily reversible. Easily changeable. 

“Minjee,” I said slowly.

“Minjee.”

She smiled warmly.

“You’re not mad at me for missing our date.”

“I’m...not...mad at you for missing the date.”

“You know my time is important.”

“I know your time is important.”

“I am important.”

“You are important.”

“I am important to you.”

“You are important...”

Her lovely, pert lips struggled. I touched her face again, unable to stop myself, stroking softly. She cooed unconsciously into my hand. Right away, Mallory got the idea. Unbidden, she moved her hands to Minjee’s petite breasts, touching her there, sending spikes of pleasure through her slender, statuesque body. I thought of telling her to stop, but that would mean ordering Mallory around. I was stuck between protecting Minjee and protecting Mallory...and I chose Mallory.

“I am important to you,” I said again.

“You are important...” she sighed happily. “To me.”

“You trust me.”

“I trust you.”

“You’re happy to be my friend.”

“I’m happy to be your friend.”

Mallory shifted, her eyes flashing at me. I knew that look. Go further. She would have the same flash when she wanted me to do something rough in bed with her or Lori. To wrap my hands around her throat, to slap her ass while she called me her Big Bro.

“You’re happy to be close to me.”

“I’m happy to be close to you.”

“You’re excited about me.”

“I’m excited about you.”

Letting out a small sound of frustration, Mallory pulled away from her and slid between my body and hers. She kissed at my chin. Trying to turn me on. 

“You’re not doing it right, Master” said Mallory. “I know you’re not. You’re holding back. Make her want you, Sir. I want to see it. I want to see what you’ve done.”

Her hand went to my crotch, stroking intently. Giving me a soft, urgent handjob over my pants.

Fuck. I couldn’t...I couldn’t turn her down. I wanted it myself, and now here was Mallory, the only thing even remotely providing any resistance, and she was urging me on to go even further. Mallory moved to one side, her hand still dedicated on my cock. 

“You find me incredibly attractive.”

“I find you incredibly attractive.”

“You...oh.”

Mallory unbuckled my pants and wrapped her hand around my cock proper. Her strokes were soft, insistent, and perfectly made for my hardness. Her lips brushed against my ear. 

“Take her in deep, Sir,” she whispered, snuggling in close. “Deep. I want to see it. I want to see what you do.”

With her other hand, Mallory started to finger her own cunt through the tiny red lace of her panties.

Jesus God in heaven.

With shivering fingers, I brushed Minjee's beautiful, sculpted face again. Those cheekbones. “You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...I want...”

I put Minjee’s hand up under her slender dress, past her tights, and onto her clit. It was easy to start a few circling motions. She picked it up easy after that, stroking her delicate femininity as I spoke.

“You want to be my girlfriend.”

“I want...to be...your girlfriend.”

The sight of her face, yearning so much and yet with her eyes whited out with my power, was unstoppably arousing.

“You want me more than anything.”

“I want you more than anything.”

“You want to be my lover.”

Mallory's strokes more urgent now. She liked that. I could feel her hips bucking against mine, so close to cumming as she watched my control.

“I want to be your lover.”

“But you know it’s not meant to be.”

A flash of confusion. “I know...it’s not meant to be.”

Somehow, in the midst of the brilliant handjob Mallory dealt out, I had to both convince Mallory that I was truly trying to control Minjee, but also not end this trance session with yet another fuckhappy sex slave to take care of. So far, damage control was not my high point—and I was wary of trying to do any more than I had to do already.

“You know I’m forbidden to you.”

Minjee's voice became excited. “I know I’m forbidden to you.”

Mallory looked at me strangely.

“Trust me,” I whispered in her ear. She shivered and nodded. That command was completely thorough to her being, now, after so many days of inductions. 

Back to Minjee. “You know that propriety forbids our pairing.”

Her mouth fell open slightly. The inner-workings of her mind understood now. She was being placed inside of a Victorian novel. The very sort of story she had centered her life around analyzing for her graduate degree. 

Devious? I suppose so. But effective.

As was Mallory's stroking on my thick, fully hard cock. I was closer and closer to exploding.

“I know that propriety forbids our pairing.”

“You know that you can’t betray the status of either of our houses.”

“I know I can’t betray the status of either of our houses.”

Mallory jerked me faster and faster. I couldn’t keep it all in. It felt too good.

“Our love is...f-forbidden!” I groaned, cumming hard from Mallory’s stroking.

“Our love is forbidden!”

Mallory leaned against me, cumming herself from watching me spill out onto the ground. She moaned in my ear, frantic and hot, “You can do it anyone. You can do it to anyone. My Big Brother can have all the girls. All the girls!”

Both of us calmed down over the next few minutes, kissing and holding each other tight.

Minjee still had a little trance left in her, so I went over a bastardized version of my Four Commandments—Trust, Attraction, Loving my Presence (as opposed to Cock), and easy compliance to my suggestions and thoughts (as opposed to outright gleeful obedience to my will).

Slowly, the trance wore off from Minjee. I zipped my pants back up and led her near to the door, next to the bathroom. She could think, perhaps, that she had just been in there washing up and zoned out. 

When I walked back to Mallory, she still examined my cum on the floor, transfixed by the thick puddle.

“Okay,” said Mallory finally. “Okay.” She took a breath, forcibly turning away from the puddle of cum on the floor. “Now I know what you do.”

And then, no doubt summoning every ounce of will she had, she left me alone with Minjee.

* * * * *
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THE INCIDENT WITH MINJEE needed me to cum more than once to get it out my head. She was so beautiful, and still very much under my control. After I ensured that she woke up from the trance without anyone coming across her dazed form, I rushed out from the back and grabbed Dawn roughly by the arm, pulling her into the office.

“Wheee!” the blonde giggled helplessly, crushing her beautiful form against mine. Her dress rode up her thighs, showing the hot skin beneath. 

Not even bothering to ask her or command her, I pulled her still until she was up underneath her own desk and my pants were down to my ankles. She got the idea. Her mouth wrapped around my cock easily, happily. I could feel her body relaxing as she performed the one task beyond all others she knew she was for—pleasing the Man in her life. Her Daddy. Her God.

It took some doing just to believe that I was already hard again, right after cumming like that. But that was happening more and more lately. One of the other latent changes happening to me after so much exercising of my ability. 

Power thrummed in every atom of my being. Taking Minjee like that. Corrupting Mallory and showing her exactly what I could do to the other women she saw—what I had done to her. Her arousal from it—that fucking orgasm she had—was beyond my wildest dreams. Did she truly want what I wanted? Had I been able to convince her of the glories of conquering another soul?

Or now that she had cum, would she come to her senses, like I had come to my senses after so many orgasms before? Would she leave town and hope for the best, for the brainwashing to lose its effect?

At that moment, with Dawn’s plush, hot lips wrapped around my cock, I didn’t care. I fucked forward into her face with abandon, practically squatting off the chair to gain extra leverage down her throat. She swallowed, her tight esophagus creating a hot suckling motion on the tip of my dick.

I didn’t know how long I would last like that—and then Celise stormed inside. 

“Re-really,” Lori was protesting, grabbing at her arm, “I think he’s busy, so maybe you shouldn’t—”

“Shut up,” said Celise. Her voice was cool, even though her demeanor riveted with agitation. “I want to talk to you, asshole.”

She wore a tight, smart navy suit. Her form was long—everything about her was long. Legs. Arms. Fingers. Neck. Torso. I wanted her. That I fucked her ex's throat right in front of her didn't help matters much.

Somehow, I managed to gain my composure. “Of course. That’s only natural. I should have expected. Please, sit down.”

“I’m not doing anything you say. I have questions for you. And Dawn.”

“Of course. Go right ahead.”

Dawn, oblivious, continued to suck me off beneath the desk. I hadn’t ordered her to stop, after all. At least she had the good sense to quiet down a bit. Her Master was talking, after all. I stuffed her mouth further, trying to make sure she stayed that way.

God, but Celise a truly beautiful woman. Like an Amazon poised for battle, ready to destroy anything in her way. Blood rushed to my head and my cock, thinking of her serving me. 

Thoughts filled my head of being some ancient king with her kneeling before my throne. Adorned in golden, skimpy armor—the silly kind you’d see on the covers of fantasy novels or in Japanese video games. Her cunt pulsing with heat as she imagined all the enemies she could vanquish in my name...

“I asked you a question, Victor.”

I smiled. “Sorry. What was it?”

“When did it start? With you and Dawn?”

“Not that long ago.”

“She said she loved you. She said...” I saw her turn away, her jaw tightening. “She said she had always loved you.”

“It was...” I struggled for a story, and also to hold in my joyful laughter as Dawn plunged deeper on my thick meat. “Ha. It was a surprise to me as well, I’ll tell you that. But when she laid it all out, I felt like I couldn’t do anything but go along with her. She’s...ha. Haha.” I banged the table a little bit. “She’s a firecracker.”

“This is funny to you? I’m funny to you?”

Now that I really, really had to not laugh, I had even more trouble holding it in. “Oh. Ohhh.” I shuddered slightly. Precum gushed out of me. Dawn was sliding slow, now, taking her time. “It’s not funny. Really.”

“She told me...she told me she had something to tell me about you. On Saturday. She was really concerned, it sounded like.”

I shrugged. “That seems natural, given the circumstances.”

“Why was she so...so...” Celise shook her head. “She was acting like she barely knew me. Like...a different person. The look in her eyes, when she looked at you...”

I banged my fist down again, pushing forward. Dawn’s strangled, pleasure-filled murmurs were just almost audible. “The thing to do, Detective, is to just leave all of this alone. There’s no happiness waiting for you down this road.”

Her mouth set. All I could think of was filling it until her eyes were white.

“I’m going to check this story with Dawn.”

“I’ve told her not to talk with you,” I said firmly. “I think it’s for the best. She’s rather...broken up about how it all went down. She doesn’t want to see you right now. I don’t think you ought to see her.”

She sighed and shook her head. “I don’t think I can let that stand.”

She stood up and walked back to the door. Apparently, she thought that was it. But I wouldn't let her have the last word.

“The two of us don’t care much about what you think, Detective. I’m sorry. But that’s the way it is. And you know it’s for the best.”

She stopped at the door. Fuck, but her ass was so tight in those pants. I was getting off from her former lesbian lover sucking me off, my thoughts aroused by the sight of her hot-as-hell body. Maybe I was God. There was no one to tell me I wasn’t...and if there was, I could change their minds.

“I’ve heard Dawn talk about you, you know. Before this.”

“Is that a fact?” I laughed again. So close to cumming now.

I felt untouchable. Giddy.

“She said you were nothing. A nobody. Destined for nothing.”

I leaned harder into Dawn’s mouth, pumping slightly with my hips. Just out of Celise's sight.

“A good story,” I said. “To fool you into thinking nothing was happening.”

“I guess so.”

She stepped out from the office and back into the store. I saw her shaking her head in the stacks, searching for meaning. Just as I thought I was rid of her and the trouble she represented for a while, Mallory appeared again—back from wherever it was she had gone. They stood in my door together—my would-be nemesis and my quandary-riding-slave, both etherial in their beauty. 

“Can I talk with you, Detective?”

Mallory flashed me a wink. She was so pretty, so devious, so conniving and manipulative, that I couldn’t imagine what she had in store for me.

I came down Dawn’s tight, hot bimbo throat. Her gorgeous body orgasmed beneath me, her body shuddering, covered in load after load of my cum. Tranced, eyes totally white, she licked it up automatically, taking long gobs off her fingers in an automatic reaction to its closeness. By the time my thoughts were making sense again, Mallory and Celise were gone. 

It was all very clear, suddenly. What I had to do. The power was mine. It was stupid to deny it so much. I could use it at least to preserve this perfection—Dawn on her knees where she belonged, Mallory cumming as she watched me owning gorgeous women for my nefarious purposes. I could protect that. I could keep it.

“I need you to listen to me, Dawn. I have a very special assignment for you...”

* * * * *
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“IT'S...IT'S JUST THAT, you said you would fuck me today. I know, Master. I know, I'm so sorry for speaking out of turn. I know, b-but...but...b-but it's been all I've needed for like, days now, and I haven't gotten to touch your cock or feel it at all. And Mallory's great, god is she ever, but it's not your cock, and please c-can't I? No? Oh...okay. No, you're right. I am just acting like an addict, aren't I? You don't like that, Master. I know. I'm sorry.”

Later in the afternoon, Lori talked to herself in the bathroom, facing the mirror. She had neglected to close the door all the way, and so I could hear her speaking at length, trying to prepare herself for my “inevitable” rejection of her offer.

As if. I'd fuck Lori seven ways from every day of the week if I had the chance. I had been busy, that was all. She checked her perfect face in the mirror, attending to her make up. Making sure her tiny tanktop pushed up her petite tits in just the perfect manner. Her cleavage, even if not substantial, was incredible. Her breasts pushed against one another just so, meeting like old friends. I really did need to fuck her again. I'd love to hear her call me Daddy...

Minjee had left some time ago—maybe two hours after Dawn's blowjob in the office. She spent the time drinking coffee, pretending to read a book, staring wistfully at me all the while. When I looked back at her, she jerked her gaze away, suddenly finding something very interesting on the wall or in her book. It was fun, I realized, to tease her. I wondered how many girls thought it was fun to tease me like that back in school, when I had been staring wistfully, thinking that we would never be together. 

Lori continued her prostrations in the mirror. 

“I'll call you Big Bro. You...you are my Big Bro. I know you are. Is that good, Master? Big Bro? I want to know what to do. Anything just to please you...”

I would show her exactly how to please me, I decided. 

Just as I was about to rectify the situation once and for all, though, Dawn returned. Her special assignment complete.

I knew it was complete, because Wallace Sheffield followed her in. He looked disheveled, as though Dawn had connived, cajoled, and coerced him into coming here. She better have. It's what I ordered her to do. His suit today was charcoal gray, his tie a bright blue.

“I don’t very much see what this is about,” he said.

“I told you, Wally,” she giggled. “You've got to be here. Okay? It'll all make sense soon.”

“Not a thing about this makes any sense. There's no reason at all for me to be here. But for your sake, I'll stay inside until your employees can see you. They ought to know their boss is a drunk.”

Drinking? A good excuse as any. For a rational mind like Sheffield's, an over-abundance of drink was probably much more likely than any kind of mind-altering spunk coming from the “boy” who threatened his daughter. Probably it was all a very sane progression—Dawn had overworked herself to the point of exhaustion for the Ice Festival, and now she was suffering through some kind of psychotic break.

On the counter, next to the register, as I told Dawn there would be, was a very special cup of coffee that I had prepared for Sheffield. Dawn wasn't exactly very smart anymore—probably somewhere in her brain there was some intelligence somewhere—but she absolutely could obey orders to a tee.

Though, I don't know about that—perhaps it was her vast intelligence that made her such easy prey. She had that much more mental power to completely dedicate to the absolute pleasure of making herself my total slave.

Something to think about later, when I wasn't about to trance a millionaire. 

“Have some coffee, Mister Sheffield,” giggled Dawn, handing him the tainted cup. “Please, won't you?”

She pushed her tits up on one arm. He appeared to be equal parts annoyed and turned on. Who could blame him?

“If I have some, will you tell me what this is all about? Why you're dressed like some two-dollar stripper? Will you let me call an institution on your behalf?”

In her insanely tiny outfit, every motion was elaborate, and so her shrug was as well. “...yes?”

“Fine, then.”

He took a short sip. “There. Now, will...” 

Slowly, he looked at the coffee. Perplexed. Even a bit scared. And then he downed the rest of it quickly as anything, not looking as if he could control himself.

After about ten seconds, his eyes turned absolutely and completely white.

It was a different sensation, owning a male. Before, all my thoughts had been centered more or less around building up a group of women to love me. 

It's no secret to me that men run the world. And I'm not trying to be a dick or discount what women can do. It's just the truth of the situation is that in most places, men are the ones in positions of power—largely because they've always been in those positions of power, and have a very vested interest in that power status quo never changing. 

I bring this up because it was there, watching Wallace become fully tranced with his mind ready for me to shape, that I realized for the first time how much fucking power, real power, I owned. Not just power over women, which was enough. But power over even the richest and most powerful people alive. I approached slow, sliding a hand up Dawn's ass crack. She looked at Wallace's new condition with some vague interest, but clearly was much more interested in doting and adoring me.

“Wallace.”

“Wallace,” he repeated dumbly.

I have to admit, it was a weird thing to be icked out about—letting him taste my cum—but I was, just a bit. Even so, I'd have to get over it. I had to get this under control. This entire situation had to be under my control, or no good would come of it.

Lori then approached, having watched the entire exchange between Dawn and Sheffield from her coffee counter. Her lovely little face was confused. Arms drawn up to her shoulders, questioning. 

“What's happened to him?” she asked.

Muttering, Wallace repeated what she said.

“Hey,” said Lori. “What was that? Was he...what was that?”

I took her by the shoulders and took a firm hold of her. “Go back to your stand, Lori.”

“B-but—”

“Slave.” My voice was firm. “Go. Back. To. Your. Stand. And then later, we'll fuck.”

The promise of my cock in her again was too much to ignore. “Yes, Master.”

Now, back to Sheffield. He had been muttering the commands I said to Lori, not quite tranced enough to believe them already. 

“Wallace, it's very important to listen to me.”

“It's important to listen to you.”

“What I have to say is critical.”

“What you have to say is critical.”

I took a breath. “You don’t want to close the shop.”

“I don’t want...”

It worked better when the girls were aroused. Dawn had re-wrapped herself around my body, kissing at my ear and neck. So, I moved her hand to Wallace's cock, over his pants. She was my whore. I could use her how I like. She seemed displeased at his cock's size and shape—a disappointment which I rather enjoyed—but happy to obey my orders. 

“You don’t want to close the shop,” I said again.

“I don't want...to close the shop.” He sighed happily. Dawn's hand was rather expert at this point.

“In fact, you want to expand it.”

“In fact, I want to expand it.”

“You want to give me money.”

“I want to give you money.”

“You know I'm an extremely responsible young man.”

“I know you're an extremely responsible young man.”

“I'm more than worthy of dating your daughter.”

“You...you are...”

Even now, this gave him trouble. But I could change him. I could change anything I liked about him.

“I have dated your daughter.”

“You've dated my daughter.”

“Audrey has terrific judgment.”

“Audrey has...terrific judgment.”

He struggled with that, but it sunk in.

“If Audrey wants to date me, I must be great as well.”

“If...i-if Audrey wants to date you, you must be great as well.”

“You think I'm absolutely terrific.”

“I...I think you're...”

I gestured for Dawn to increase the strokes on his cock. Her nimble hands pushed through the fabric, grabbing him firmly. His precum stained through the fabric.

“You think I'm absolutely terrific.”

His eye finally stopped bulging. “I think you're absolutely terrific.”

“You love the thought of me being with your daughter.”

“I love the thought of you being with my daughter.”

“You think she and I are a terrific match.”

“I think you and she are a terrific match.”

There. That was enough. I pulled Dawn away, her hands no longer servicing his cock. Wallace seemed to be in extreme discomfort, right on the edge of cumming. I didn't care. Let the man have some blue balls. 

After that, just a few principles: he trusted me; he wanted me to have his money; he had no issues with Audrey's attraction to me. They all went down easy. After twenty minutes, he was as much my toy as anyone else I wanted to control.

Now all I had to do was make sure Audrey was attracted to me.

Wallace Sheffield left an hour later, still somewhat in a haze. Not his normal self at all. I would call him tomorrow, I decided, and put everything to the true test.

My phone buzzed. A short email from Mallory:

Sorry for skipping off work today. Had to sort through a lot. Sorry. See you at home tonight.

I love you, Master.

Your

Mallory

* * * * *
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I ARRIVED HOME TO FIND Mallory at the couch, sitting down with a vial of my cum in her hands. She stared at it curiously, like she held the trigger to a nuclear weapon.

Despite her seriousness, and how bleak this all appeared to be, dinner was still on the table. Quinoa, mango, and black beans, with a salad on the side. 

“Once you’re finished eating, I’d love it if we could talk.”

“Dinner can wait.”

She looked somewhat pained. “O-okay. It’s just...I made it for you...like you said you wanted...”

I took her hand. “Relax. Trust me. It’s fine. It can wait.”

Stress left her immediately—and then immediately returned as she noticed what was happening. 

“Th-that’s what I want to talk about. You saw it, didn’t you? My second-guessing. Am I calming down because you said so? Am I doing it because things are actually okay, or only because you’re saying they’re okay? Is there a difference? Ought there to be? Can’t your word be final about everything? But who are you to decide that sort of thing, besides my Master and Big Brother and the perfect Man and even that is all fucking injected in my head...”

Christ. I really, really had done a number on her. The stress in her voice, the confusion, all that was swimming on top of a sea of terror and arousal, caught up in a cyclone of need. 

“So.” She straightened up slightly. “I need you to do something for me. Okay? And this is the last request I’ll ever ask of you.”

“Anything,” I said, meaning it totally. “Anything you want. I want to do it. I do.”

She licked her lips, one hand sliding on my thigh. “Remove all doubt from me. Remove every last strip of morality...and then I’ll whisper in your ear, stroking your cock, and let you know how perfect it is that you did it. And when you do it to everyone else.”

The air was thick with her words for several moments. I couldn't believe what I had heard. 

“Holy shit. Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“I could...I could go the other way, I think. If you wanted. I could make you how you were...”

“I wasn’t happy, then. Not like the last week. I’ve been smiling from ear to ear constantly. I’ve been feeling fan-fucking-tastic, and absolutely in love with you. Why would I give that up...for anything? For normal?”

“I mean, it’s...it’s what you...what you were. Or are. I don’t know.”

“I don’t want that, anymore. I don’t care if I ever did. I want my thoughts to be controlled by you. I love that. I need it. I crave it. It’s all I fucking want all day long. I just don’t want any more doubts about wanting it. I want my mind, my body, to be your plaything. Totally.”

She was offering me everything. Everything and anything I had ever wanted. It was a difficult thing to process. 

I could just do it anyway—remove this need to obey me. To be controlled by me. Face the consequences.

But I had promised her anything. And she had asked for this. 

Before I put her all the way under, though, there were a few things I needed to know. 

“What did you talk about today with the detective?”

“Celise?”

“Who else? Of course.”

She shrugged. “She wanted something to work on, someone to blame for her ills. I told her that Dawn had leaned on you to help re-finance the store after Sheffield threatened to pull his financial support. I made it seem like the pressure from that was the instigating factor behind Dawn’s ‘affair.’ Someone to blame who was even more to blame than you. Like you know, in movies, when a bad guy kills the good guy’s family, but really it was the other bad guy, the money bad guy, who made the whole thing happen?” She shrugged. “People like narratives. You doing what you did to Minjee gave me the idea. So...I put her to looking into Sheffield’s finances. There was bound to be something dirty there anyway.”

“And looking through all that would distract her for a while.”

“Months, maybe. He’s been in business for a long time. I thought it was good enough to get her out of our hair until we figured out everything we wanted to do. With each other. For each other.” Her hands clasped around mine.

“That’ll have to change,” I said, frowning. “I mean, good work. For sure. But...I just had Sheffield agreeing to donate most of his fortune this afternoon.”

“Fuck.” Her eyes lit up in awe. “You really just...you control anyone you want, don’t you?”

“I guess so.”

“And you want me, right?”

“Of course I do, Mallory. I love you. I think I’d love you without all this. I was certainly ready to, before it all started. I just...didn’t expect to have hypnotic cum.”

She giggled. “I’m glad you do, though. And I want...I want it to be okay that I want that. Like I said.”

“I know. I’ll make it happen.”

“And...and one last thing, okay?”

“Sure. Anything you want.”

“I think I’ll always have hang ups about you and Audrey. I want you...I want you to get rid of them, okay? Make me not worry about her. Make me know...that you love me more than her.”

“I do love you. More than her. More than anyone.”

Small orgasmic pleasure trickled through her body. “F-fuck,” she moaned, her pussy pushing hard against my thigh. “Don’t...do that. No, god, what am I saying? Do that all the time. But...please. Make me know it. Better than I know anything, even. Make me know that. Okay?”

She had just the one vial in her hand. For what she was asking, I wanted to leave no room for doubt. I owed that to her. I loved her. I got up and returned with two more vials.

“To really take you down.”

She shivered with arousal. “Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

Popping open all three, she downed them at the same time. The cum oozed past her lips, taking effect right away. Less than a minute later, she was blank-eyed, staring at me with infinite, white-eyed patience. I stripped down, and then stripped her. The both of us naked, in front of one another on the couch.

“You love me, Mallory.”

Her voice so warm. “I love you, Master.”

“You love that I control you.”

“I love that you control me.”

“You love that I control others.”

“I love that you control others.”

“You're happy that I fucked your mind.”

“I'm happy that you fucked my mind.”

“You've always, always wanted me to own you like I do.”

“I've always, always wanted you to own me like you do.”

“You know it's perfect and right for me to own others like I own you.”

“I know that it's perfect and right for you to own others like you own me.”

Simple enough. That was done. I arranged her hands now; one on the nipples, the other on her clit. Reinforcing all the pleasure.

“I am your Master.”

“You are my Master.”

“I am your Big Bro.”

“You are my Big Bro, Master.”

“I am your Daddy.”

“You are my Daddy, Big Bro.”

“I am every male to you. All others are just imitations.”

“You are every male to me. All others are just imitations, Daddy.”

“I am your God.”

“You are my God, Daddy.”

My cock throbbed, but I had to hold myself back. This couldn't become another Dawn situation. I loved Mallory's devious mind.

“But you are my Priestess. My Queen.”

“I am your Priestess. Your Queen.”

“You’ll give me caution and guidance for my rule.”

“I’ll provide caution and guidance for you rule, Master.”

“You know others won’t understand how right I am.”

“I know other won’t understand how right you are, Master”

“Discretion is our protection.”

“Discretion is our protection, Master.”

There. At least I’d have another voice in my head, now. I couldn’t very well hypnotize myself to keep what I was doing under control, but hypnotizing Mallory to be the cool voice of reason was close enough. 

This is what I had wanted all along. When I told Mallory originally about what I was doing—this is exactly what I truly wanted. I thought it was morality, trying to admit my guilt. But this was the truth, now. I wanted a partner. I wanted someone to enjoy this power with. I wanted someone who would assuage all feelings of guilt, all doubts, all misgivings. I wanted a dark seductress stroking my cock cooing in my ear as I handed out order after order to an ever-growing harem of perfectly proportioned fertile fucksluts, entirely obsessed with pleasing their Daddy, Master, and God.

And I didn't want her to have any doubts about her status for me. I moved her hand off her clit onto my cock—which was fully hard at that point. She stroked me automatically. I was already incredibly close to cumming.

“You’re better than Audrey.”

“I’m better than Audrey, Master”

Fuck. Fuck, that got me hot. Thinking of her knowing herself as better than a girl I thought was unmatched in beauty. Even just that little bit was enough to make her hotter than Audrey all by itself.

“You're sexier than Audrey.”

“I'm sexier than Audrey, Master.”

“You know I love you more than her.”

“I know you love me more than her, Master.”

My precum oozed over her hand. Fingers slid tight and fast around my throbbing shaft.

“You know I love you more than anyone.”

“I know you love me more than anyone, Daddy.”

“You know you’re better than them because you’re at my side.”

“I know I’m better than them because I'm at your side, Daddy.”

“You’re my slavemaker. My perfect pet.”

“I’m your slavemaker. Your perfect pet, Master”

I was going to cum. God, I needed to hear her say it again.

“You love me more than anyone. You'll never leave. You'll always be mine.”

“I love you more than anyone, Master. I'll never leave! I'll always be yours, Daddy!”

Groaning, shuddering, holding Mallory tight, I came all over her torso and thighs. My jizz shooting fast and long across her body. It was the thickest, hottest load I had shot all day, in a day full of hot, thick loads. 

I just huffed and moaned my love for her in her ear, my cock surging slightly as she repeated. When finally she came to, after maybe an hour of this tranced sort of shuffling and cuddling, she licked her lips, looking down at herself.

“Oh my. You really do love putting me under, don't you?” She took up a long swipe of my cum on her fingers, holding it up in front of her mouth. “Want to go for another round?”

* * * * *
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I FUCKED MALLORY TO exhaustion.

Naked, I was in the kitchen. My form had gotten rather ripped over the past week. Not only of it could be attributed purely to the nonstop exercise I was getting from my cycle of women, could it? And how was I  fueling all this cum? I didn't feel like I had been eating more...

Was I getting stronger? My body changing to match the alpha vibes my cum instilled in women?

The door knocked. Frantic.

Jesus. Aren't I done with people knocking at my fucking door yet?

It was Lori. Still wearing the tight, tiny outfit from today. She had been crying. At the end of the day at work, I had put off fucking her once more, too wrapped up with what Mallory might have wanted. It seems like it was one time too many. 

“I—I need to talk to you.” She put her hands on the door, as if she thought I meant to close it on her. “I know you said to go home, but I—b-but I...I...you also said we would fuck, and I wasn't sure if that meant I should come to you, and—a-and...”

“Shh, baby girl.”

I really, truly, had not been taking care of her well. I had a lot to learn about being a Master. I took her into my arms, her body so tiny and slender, and kissed the top of her head. 

Soon, we were sitting next to one another in the living room, where Mallory had begged me not even three hours before to be my eternal fuckslave. 

Lori frowned, crossing her arms. “I know...I feel like I know I’m not supposed to think about this, which is weird enough, but like, just a week ago, none of this was true. I wasn’t...I mean...”

She put her hands on her head. “I wasn’t in love with you, you know? And neither was Mallory. And Dawn...Dawn! Fuck, look at her just today! What happened to her? She’s some...some bimbo and you and Mallory are acting like it’s no big deal when it is. It is a big deal. And there was that Asian girl just trying to hide and stalk you, another beautiful girl by the way, who you seem to collect like fucking flies on molasses, and—and...fuck, like a harem...and...”

As she spoke, her hands had drifted up around her tits, squeezing them intently. She didn’t know it, but everything she complained about I had also hard-wired to turn her on. There was obviously some disconnect, though—something I had missed, something essential that she needed to understand before this was all truly okay. 

Just a few days ago I would have made her suck my cock until she felt good about the entire situation.

Hell, just a few days ago, I did make her suck my cock until she felt good about the entire situation. 

Now it was different. 

What the fuck is up with morality anyway? It’s like some terrible sobriety, only coming around when your body magically gets tired of the beautiful high you had been riding. A part of me knew that if I had my druthers, I’d forget about whether this was good or evil right away. I’d simply take Lori into the bedroom with Mallory, put her on her knees, and have her obediently suckle on my cock until everything that was happening not only was unobjectionable, but desirable. 

I had just done that with Mallory, after all.

If I could do that, if I was the one man in three and a half billion who could make that happen, why shouldn’t I? 

“Lori...”

“No. Don’t...don’t talk. Every time you talk, it gets all...all twisted together, somehow. I can’t explain it.” 

“Trust me, babe.”

It was all I had to say. Three words. Each of them localized to the exact pleasure center of her brain. Softly, her lips parted. A moan escaped.

Do you see how difficult it is to behave? When it’s just that simple? Three words. That’s all. That’s how thin a barrier I had created for myself to get away with whatever misbehaving I wanted to do in front of Lori. 

“T-trust...you.”

“You love me, don’t you babe?”

Her big, beautiful green eyes became wide and low. “Y-yes, Master.”

“And you trust me. I know that.”

“Yes, Master. Of course I do. It’s j-just that—”

“And you want Minjee to fuck me. Don’t you?”

“Well, yes, of course I do. Who wouldn’t? B-but—”

“Then you don’t need to be confused by anything at all. You trust me. You love me. Minjee wants to fuck me. You want her to fuck me. It’s all normal as anything, babe.”

She had been mouthing my words after I said them. Trust you. Love you. Wants to fuck you. 

“Y-yes, Master.”

Before, I would have walked away feeling in control. Better about myself. But now I felt impossibly dirty. Impossible to clean. I could easily deal with this in a responsible, adult way. But the fundamental problem was that I just didn't want to, anymore.

“Yes, Sir?”

“Bend over, now. Onto the coffee table there. Do it, like a good slave.”

“But I...”

She was already pushing herself on top of the table. “I had so many questions...I...”

“Shut up.”

And she did. I was hard, and her cunt was wet. I stripped off her panties and pulled her shirt up. Already naked, I entered her totally bare, holstering myself into her virgin-tight young cunt with ease. 

It would have been easy, probably, to make the fucking last for a long time. Give her a good show of it. But she would cum on command, and so that meant the only really important orgasm was mine and mine alone. And as soon as I exploded in her, I would make her believe absolutely that the only time she had ever had a sexual thought in her life was because of me.

Why not be a God? It felt fucking good.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned. “Oh god, Master. M-Master. B-Big Bro! It's so good. It's s-so so good!”

I knew it was. I had trained her to love it.  I fucked her. Furious and hard. Spitefully, even. How dare she ask me questions. How dare she even think of it? 

My orgasm was not quite as impressive as those earlier in the night. Mallory had taken most of my quality loads. But still, my spunk sprayed into Lori's quivering canal, her body shaking with urgent, fierce bliss as she called out my title again and again. 

And instantly, her body still calming from all that bliss, she was tranced as deeply as she had ever been.

My mind was full of possibility. I may have just cum, but my desire was as strong as it had ever been. In a strange way, I knew I was riding that high of corruption again, but I didn't care. I only wanted to follow the rabbit hole down.

If I could deepen Mallory's convictions by screwing with her deepest held kinks and thoughts about family, about doing what strong men told her to do, then I could probably do it with Lori too. Only, Lori's real kink had never been family or sex. It had been smoking pot.

I took her face in my hands.

“You're my slave,” I told her. “You're my little sister. My daughter.”

“I'm your slave,” she nodded. “Your little sister. Your daughter.”

“I'm your Master. Your Big Bro. Your Daddy.”

“You're my Master. My Big Bro. My Daddy.”

“I'm the Man. And the Man always knows what's best.”

“You're the Man. And the Man always knows what's best.”

“You're not addicted to weed.”

“I'm not addicted to weed.”

“But you are an addict.”

“I...I am an addict.”

“You're addicted to my cock.”

“I'm addicted to your cock.”

“You need to fuck it. Suck it. Taste my cum.”

“I need to fuck it, suck it, and taste your cum.”

“You're an addict, and you don't care.”

“I'm an addict, and I don't care.”

“You don't have any of the power, and you don't care.”

“I don't have any of the power, and I don't care.”

“You're addicted to my cock.”

“I'm addicted to your cock.”

Then repetitions until the trance began to fade. I was so heady with arousal, still, that I didn't have time to think all the way through what I had done. I walked away, back into the kitchen. I wanted to talk to Mallory. I wanted her to tell me that it was okay what I had just done. I knew it wasn't, but I wanted it to be. 

When I finally decided to wake Mallory up and have her assuage my guilt, Lori was there in the doorway. She had followed after me on her hands and knees. Hearing me pace on the kitchen floor, perhaps.

“Can I...” she saw my cock, mostly hard again. “Can I suck it before I fall asleep? Just...just one good hit, please?”

Her naked body was shivering with hot sweat. Every muscle defined, her tits so perky, the nipples fully erect in the dim light.

Of course I let her suck me. I was a good drug dealer. Had to keep her coming back around for more.

* * * * *
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I AWOKE TO FIND MALLORY and Lori gone. 

Of course, I felt immediate remorse about what I had done to Lori. Outright replacing her addictions. Any ethical high ground I might have claimed by cleansing her of her reliance on drugs earlier had been washed out completely now. 

I really, truly just had no morals when I was turned on. And more and more, I was turned on all the fucking time. And in all honesty, I was struggling to find out how not to be turned on, when I knew at the press of a few buttons on my phone, I could have a cum-starved beauty on her knees within the hour.

After eating the breakfast, so masterfully arranged for me as always, I opened the fridge for a drink. But inside, something was wrong. The little storage cooler with all the cum I had stockpiled over the past several days was gone. There were over four dozen there available. 

The lust and power-fueled madness of the night before started to come back to me

I’d called Mallory my slavemaker. My perfect pet.

What if she decided to walk around the city, pulling stray women into alleys and filling their gullets with my cum? How pretty was pretty enough for her to decide that a woman should serve me? I’d put down no ground rules, no commands for engagement. I didn’t say she could only take women at my say-so. I just said it should turn her on, that she would be happy doing it.

Stupid, stupid. How could I be so stupid?

And what if...oh, fuck.

What if she started going after the women who were already in my life? 

If there was anyone who she could easily identify as “pretty enough” to be a hot slave for Mallory's DaddyMaster, it was Audrey.

I called Mallory, texted furiously—no response. No response either from Lori, or from Dawn.

Shit.

I had to call Audrey. Besides the threat she was under, she was really the only woman left in my life—the only person left in my life—who I knew with any intimacy. I had to confess to someone. I needed someone to know this incredible shame I had. I thought emptying myself into Mallory—making her my slavemaker as it were—would relieve me. But it didn't. It had only made everything worse. 

I dialed the number.

“Audrey?”

“Who is this?”

She had deleted me out of her phone. Typical.

“It’s me, Audrey. It’s Victor.”

“I don’t know any Victors,” she said, voice hard. “Wrong number. Bye bye.”

I called again—and then again, and again. 

Finally she picked up.

“Listen, I don’t want to talk to you anymore. So cut this out, or I’m telling my Dad, and he’s going to—”

“Just listen for two minutes, okay? Just two minutes and that’s it. Okay? Please?”

She huffed. “Fine. But you better be apologizing.”

“I am. I do. I apologize. Really, I do. It was wrong of me to say what I did. Really, totally wrong. I see that now. You were right. About everything, in fact.”

“Everything?” Even she seemed surprised.

“More or less.” I knocked my fist against the wall. Every admission was excruciating. I still had terribly justifiable feelings of being above her, better than her, good enough to own her...but I swallowed those down. That was just pride talking. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I have to tell you what’s happening, okay? With all the women. Like you guessed. It's not drugs, but it's sort of like that. It's close enough. It’s gotten...it’s gotten really out of control. I need your help. I don’t know who else to talk to.”

“I don’t know why you’d choose me. I’m tempted to go to the cops.”

“Okay. Yeah.” I sighed. “Yes. Sure. Do that. But, just hear me out first, okay?”

I could almost hear her set her beautiful jaw. “Fine.”

“It’s...a little weird. Unbelievable, even.”

“Everything about this has been unbelievable. Lay it on me, Victor.”

“It’s just—”

“Wait.”

There was a knocking at her door. I could hear her shuffling and getting up to see who it was. 

“I have to call you back, all right? It’s Mallory. I’ll call you when we’re done talking, okay? Let me see if I can talk some sense into her first.”

“No!” Panic shot through me. “You can’t—”

But she had already hung up.

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck shit and fuck again. Mallory was going to...she would...

I didn’t know what she would do.

No. Fear left me. Certainty came over me, gripping my cock like a mistress and rising it slowly. I knew exactly what Mallory would do. And it turned me on more than I knew anything else could.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NOTHING I could do now to stop Mallory. All the pieces were in place how she liked them. And I knew, without even much internal scavenging, that those were all pieces I had set in motion long ago. What Mallory was doing was simply locking my fate in place.

Still, though, I had to try and see if I could lessen the spiral somewhat.

Again, I called Lori—no response. 

Then Dawn again—no response. 

I even called Minjee—and again, no response. 

This was bad, truly bad. Mallory had them all now, for what—I had no idea.

I had every idea. And they were all inevitably bankrupt of any decency or morality.

So, I walked down to Audrey’s apartment. Her father had bought her the nicest condo in the nicest building in the downtown area. It was his way of keeping her under his thumb while still giving her “independence.”

But of course, independence given to you is no real freedom at all. With all the control I’ve garnered, I know that any liberty you’ve got is the kind you earn—a right that’s given to you is no right at all. Nothing to be trusted. If someone can give it to you, they can take it away.

And there was this justification in my head—that if I could take away all the thoughts of these women and replace them with my own, then they were made to be taken away anyway. It was so easy for me. How could it not be right to own them like I did?

I rang the doorbell. Already, I knew stepping in there would be selling my soul to the devil, entirely. Giving myself over to the twisted, foul side of me that only knew how to corrupt and fuck and own.

And I knew it was, somehow, the most true part of me. I gave in. I didn’t want to fight anymore. Every time that I fought, it only got worse.

I just wanted what I had earned.

Mallory greeted me at the door in sparkling white lingerie. A lace bra cupping her magnificent breasts, presenting them to me in all their glory. The second I stepped through the door, she pulled me in for a tight, sizzling hot kiss. Her tiny waist felt so perfect, wrapped as it was by my strong fingers. One long leg wrapped around my thigh, pulling me in closer and closer. Her stockings sparkled around her thighs. 

“I’m so happy to see you, Daddy!”

As she clapped her hands, her heels clicked fetchingly on the floor. 

“Are...are you?”

“Of course I am. I’ve got so much to show you. Here...”

She started pulling me into the apartment, but I stopped her. Immediately, she moaned and slid in for another kiss.

Audrey's condo was immense. Tall ceilings. Marble floors in the hallways, wooden floors in the living room. Fine art posted on the walls, impressionist paintings of parks and birds everywhere. There was a long stairway in the middle of the living room that led up into what appeared to be some sort of screening room. I could see, down the hallway, the immense bedroom and the enormous bed inside. 

“Mmm,” Mallory's fingers trailed along my face. “Master is so horny, already, hmm? Should I suck my beautiful Big Brother off before I show him his gift?”

Fuck. The way she so effortlessly and naturally switched between calling me her Master, her Daddy, and her Big Brother—the way it all made such perfect sense to her that I was her Male, her everything-that-was-masculine, got me worked up in a hurry. 

“No,” I shook my head. “I just...what did you do, Mallory?”

“I could tell you.” She tugged my hand. “Or I can show you. It’s quicker that way.”

Resigned to my doom, I followed her further in. 

What I saw there, I certainly wasn’t expecting. 

Every woman I had lusted after over the past several days—or weeks, even. Months. They were all there. Deep in trance, fingering their cunts beautifully. 

Lori.

Dawn.

Minjee.

Audrey.

And...Celise?

Oh fuck.

All of them were on their knees, and had headphones on. A small recorder in one hand, the other hand rubbing intently on their individual clits. Lori and Dawn were completely naked—no doubt some signifier to Mallory of their heightened status for being my slaves before the others. Celise wore the same suit she had on the day before, though it was torn in places. I thought, perhaps, that there must have been some sort of struggle. Mallory maybe needing to “encourage” my ownership on the detective.

Minjee was wearing brief, normal underwear. White panties, a white bra. On a lesser body, it might have looked plain. On her, it looked mouthwatering. 

Audrey's incredible, chestnut-haired frame was contained only in a slender silk nighty. Purple. She had heels on, too. Had she been dressed like that before, or had Mallory insisted she wear it before I arrived? Either way was perfectly hot.

Each of the girls whispered softly in unison. I leaned forward, next to Audrey's beautiful half-naked body, trying to make out what it was.

“Victor is always right.” And then a slight pause, listening. “I trust Victor completely.” Another pause, and so on. “Victor is my Master. Victor is my Daddy. Victor is the perfect Man. Obeying Victor is pleasure.” All orders I had heard before—given directly to Mallory. There were fifteen or twenty other sentences like this, all shades of my four commandments. Her work was good, thorough—if a bit sloppy and circular. And toward the end of the chain, she had added some other, newer thoughts:

“I’ll think actively on how to better please Master. I’ll pay attention and suggest new ways to bring him pleasure. A good slave is an intelligent slave.”

That might just help out Dawn with her little bimbo-ized problem. Maybe. If it didn’t, I wasn’t sure I cared. And then, there were other orders—and these really caught my ear:

“Mallory is my perfect Big Sister. She’s my perfect Mommy. I’ll do anything she says. She always knows what Victor wants. I know she’s a better slave than I am. Being a good slave is all that’s important to me. Mallory knows just how to obey Victor perfectly.”

Fuck, fuck, and fuck again. That was...was...just so brilliantly fucking hot. 

“You’re brainwashing them with your voice.”

Mallory nodded, sliding her head on my shoulder. She sighed there, happily, as if we were watching puppies play in a park. 

Or seeing our daughters do something grown up for the first time—going to prom or driving off to college.

“Our little girls are going to be so perfect for you, Daddy. I made sure of it. I paid attention. I thought of all the ways I’m your perfect, loving slave, and made sure they lived up to every last command I knew I lived for.” 

This was too much. I leaned into her loving, slave body, sliding my hands into her hair. I had to look away from the collection of slaves, but instead Mallory took up my gaze.s

“I feel so guilty, Mallory.”

“For what?” She was genuinely confused. Like I had asked her how I didn’t understand why water was wet.

“For all of this. For making you this way. For making you make them this way.”

I said this already knowing how she would react. I knew what she would say in response.

When all the people in your life have programmed responses that you created, and all you can do is respond to the people around you—have you made yourself as programmed as they are?

I didn’t care. I wanted to hear what I knew she would say.

“It’s perfect for you to own them, Master. Look at you.” Her eyes glowed with hot pleasure, sliding up and down my body. She pushed my jacket off, and it slid down to the ground behind me. She unbuckled my pants, pushing them down, her fingers once again wrapping around my cock where she knew they belonged. “I need you. I’ve never seen a more perfect man, Daddy. They belong to you.” She turned now, stroking my cock with heated urgency. “They all belong to you. Every last girl. It’s right that they do. You’ve earned them. You deserve them. And they need you, Daddy.” Her voice became a plaintive, sexy whine. “They need their Daddy. They need their Big Brother’s cock. You’re so perfect. So, so perfect. Please don’t say you feel bad about it. Take it back, Daddy, please? We need you in charge of us. We need it, Master.”

“I...” Slowly, I nodded, shuddering as her strokes became slow and easy again. “You’re right. I misspoke, that’s all. I deserve this.” I straightened up, kissing her softly. “I deserve you.”

Her breasts crushed against me. “They’ll be out of it for...another good fifteen minutes or so...”

Her tall, sexy high-heeled toe made a little circle in the ground. This total beauty suddenly was shy, unsure, and completely needy. 

“Did I do it right, Master?” A little tear formed at one eye, threatening her perfect make-up. “I thought you would love it...I thought...” she gulped. “I thought you would love me...better than Audrey. I know she’s super pretty, but I am too, and she would never do this for you, so I thought...I thought...” her voice became tiny, barely a whisper. “I thought we could be together forever if I could just show you how badly I wanted you to be my Daddy.”

There is only so much a man can take. I pushed Mallory down to the ground and ripped off her panties. 

She was my love. My everything. She was absolutely the most perfect woman in the world. I needed her. Needed her body to feel mine, needed to fill her up.

My cock drove into her cunt, and I looked directly into her beautiful eyes as we made love—I feel—for the first time ever. My strokes were slow but steady, hands running up and down her delicate white lingerie. Her body was so tight, so perfectly formed. My lips brushed against her neck, up and down her breasts, all along her shoulders and chin. 

And all the while, her voice was plaintive, orgasmic, urging me on.

“Oh yes, Master, please...please, please, do it, Daddy! Give me your babies n-now...now, please!”

She was making me lose all control, even though I had as much as I did because of her.

“I love you,” I whispered in her ear. “You above all others. You first. Always. Always.”
“Oh Master,” she moaned. “I love you! I love you!”
You can make the argument that I made her feel all those emotions. That she was only, in some ways, parroting what I had commanded her to. In that moment, I can tell you—it didn’t matter. She said what she truly felt. She expressed what she was actually feeling. And if there was some feeling behind the actual one, something that never came to the surface, that was not ever realized in any form—conscious or subconscious—doesn’t that make it more of a fantasy that what I had created?

I think so.

Again and again, I espoused my love for her—and she for me—and she came vibrantly underneath my body. Her every last moment with my cock inside of her leaving her quaking with orgasm.

When I came, it was on top of her taut belly. I didn’t want to risk trancing away any further explanations. She reached to slide her hands through the cum, probably to lick it up, and I swatted her hand away.

“Not now.”

She pouted, but said, “Of course, Master.”

* * * * *
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OUR BACKS WERE AGAINST the nearby leather couch and I pulled my darling in next to me, her stocking-clad legs sliding over mine. Her heels were still on. Gently, perhaps unconsciously, she started to slide her hand up and down my cock as I looked at her perfect outfit and the women beyond. They were just beginning to come out of their trance.

“How long have you had them like that?”

She shrugged. 

“I suppose it’s been over an hour, now.”

“Over an hour?” I was rather shocked. Even Dawn, who I'd mindfucked more than anyone, had only been in without re-upping for about forty minutes. “But how...how many vials did you give them?”

“About six each.”

Holy fuck. For Celise and Audrey, who had never touched my cum before, that would no doubt have been enough to re-warp their entire warp core. But for the others, well. It was something of overkill.

It was a good thing Mallory had instructed them to be so perfectly obedient.

“How did...”

“...Celise get here?” Mallory finished.

Always, she could anticipate me. My true partner. My perfect slave.

“I called her, naturally. Told her that Audrey was scared and ready to tell her everything that had happened. And when she got here, I offered her a drink, and...” she shrugged. “The rest was pie easy. Though she did struggle going down. I think she had figured it out at the end.”

“And Minjee?”

She snorted. “I told her I had a deep secret about your past that I couldn’t possibly reveal to her under any circumstances. She showed up right after Celise. Out of breath, really. I think she had been following me anyway, trying to root out how I got you and she didn’t.”

Deep secrets. Hidden pasts. Obsessing with past lovers. That sounded rather like a Victorian novel, all right. 

As the minutes passed with Mallory gently adoring and stroking my cock, we watched as my harem girls came out of their trances. I was going to take what I wanted from them, each of them. 

Dawn and Lori, I was already quite sure of. They didn't need to espouse their devotion in the slightest. I wanted the new girls—the novelty of them. I deserved it. I approached Celise first. She looked up at me with empty, happy worship in her eyes, just like all of them did. 

“You look like you have something to say.” I smiled. “Go ahead.”

“It was wrong to think I was ever a lesbian,” Celise said, nodding and grabbing at my thighs. Her eyes burning at my cock. “All along, all I truly was being was a servant to your cock, just in waiting. That’s why other so-called men didn’t satisfy me. It wasn’t because I don’t crave cock. It’s not because I don’t need it every second of my life. It’s just because the only cock I needed was yours. The only man who was truly worthy of feeling me was you. Always, always you. Dawn was right to leave me for you...and I should have left her the second I saw you. I should have known.” She turned away, almost tearful. But then she smiled brightly, staring back up at me with those gorgeous dark eyes. “But I know now. And you’ll let me suck you...won’t you?”

Indulging just a bit, I let my cockhead slip into her mouth. Only the tip, though. She moaned urgently, and then pouted as I pulled it out and patted her on the head.

“Soon.”

Minjee was next.

“Go on,” I said to the dark-haired beauty. “Say it all. Reveal yourself to me.”

“This is all so very dark and forbidden,” she said, smiling serenely. “Will you trap me deep in your world of secrets and lies? I'll probably have to live some double life from now on, won't I? A slave at home, a good girl abroad...but a slave at home,” she clutched herself, her pussy twitching. “Oh god. It sounds so good!”

In some ways, the combination of mine and Mallory's brainwashing had transformed Minjee into something of a cliché. We'd have to work on that—or otherwise she really would need a double-life. People didn't like clichés. They exposed them for what they were. Just like with Celise, I briefly dipped my cock into Minjee's mouth—but I took it out once again. Because who I truly wanted was Audrey. 

It had always, all of this really, been about Audrey. For making her understand that she was wrong. That she never, ever should have hurt me like she did. 

“You have a lot of explaining to do.”

Mallory, high on her tall heels, leaning against my shoulder, nodded. “She does, Master. She hurt you. She should pay for it.”

“It was all my fault, Master,” Audrey nodded. “All of it. You were never to be doubted. I should have stayed with you. Loved you.” She looked at Mallory, stroking her long stocking-clad leg admiringly. “But now you have a better best bitch...I’ll only ever be second best, at best.”

“Does that turn you on, Master?” Mallory moaned in my ear. “I know you took me first for a reason. It’s that we are supposed to be this way, supposed to be together. Supposed to be helping each other like this. Making me want you as my brother, my Daddy, my Master...and knowing how perfect it is forever after to make other hot babes you want to want to serve you just like all of them.”

Precum spurted out of my cock. All the girls moaned in unison at the sight, even Mallory. I watched as they each surged forward slightly, but then restrained themselves. 

After a moment, my cock pulsed with the understanding of why they hadn’t licked it all up, despite their obvious need for it.

It was because I hadn’t ordered them to lick it up.

There were so many women I could fuck—and would. I would have every last one of them. I would get them all pregnant—breed them how I wanted. 

“Minjee.” I gestured, wanting her at my feet. “Audrey. Celise.”

The pussies I hadn’t had yet. The ones that were aching to be filled for the first time by my cock. 

Of the three—hell, of all six beauties—Audrey held the most sway in my mind. Every last inch of her was young and perfect. Celise’s body was hard and athletic, an ebony sculpture of hard-working gym fitness. And Minjee was like some gorgeous porcelain doll, her dark hair shining like glass. 

But Audrey was...Audrey. The girl who could be a model except she was paid better by her dad. The girl who fucked up my entire brain just by letting me hang out with her for a few months—and never once going past second base. And even then, it had all been incidental—a nipple touch here, a touch of her slight, perky tits there. 

I took Celise first, Minjee right next to her. I took her mouth, shoving myself in roughly, not caring if it was strange for her to be fully tasting the first cock that had ever entered her mouth. And then I pulled out, leaving her gasping and drooling, her face stupefied with lust, and then shoved myself into Minjee. Again, the same—no doubt the first cock inside her. Minjee had been too good for any man before I came along. 

“You watch,” I said to Audrey. “Dawn, Lori...prepare her.”

Audrey sat on the thick rug, pulling Dawn and Lori up under her arms. They licked at her nipples, Dawn's fingers circling her clit while Lori's fucked her hot, sopping wet pussy. 

Mallory naturally found her place at my side. While I alternated between fucking Celise and Minjee's mouths, she assisted by either making out with the girl left out—no doubt tasting my potent precum on the way—or gathering up their hair as handles to ram their heads down on my shaft to deliver the most brutal fucking possible.

Audrey came, again and again, from Dawn and Lori's attentions—but most especially to watching her new MasterDaddy fuck her sisters. I watched her pussy convulsing wildly, ceaselessly. All of us operating in a perfect engine of lust. 

On my own will, I came down Celise's throat, spurting and spasming. She nearly choked on it, but of course was only trying to swallow all she could. Then, when her eyes were whitened through and she had collapsed to the floor in a happy mess, I grabbed Minjee and slammed her mouth all the way down to my hips. I unleashed the remainder of my thick, dense load down her throat. Every last warm, hot, dripping gob of goo shoved inside of her body. Her eyes whitened, her body quivering with bliss as she fell aside. On automatic, she and Celise wrapped around one another, sharing the leftover trance-inducing taste of my cum between their mouths. 

“Fuck,” Mallory moaned. “Fuck. Master. God...”

Finally, I approached Audrey.

“Are you a virgin, Audrey? Have you ever had a cock before?”

She nodded happily. Her eyes trying to process my cock. It was still hard, even after all that cumming. 

“I am, Master. Yours...I've never. Not ever. Had one. It will be yours. Only yours.”

I pushed Lori and Dawn away, and instead they shifted back to have their tits pillowing Audrey's head. Dawn's did the brunt of the work, of course, but it was still a hot visual.

I wasn't interested in a nice long lovemaking session like I had been with Mallory. I wanted brutal. I wanted ownership. I wanted Audrey pregnant and then pregnant again. 

Pulling her legs up and crushing them to her chest, I shoved my cock into her orgasm-laden, dripping cunt. All of my weight driven down on her body.

I wanted a rut. Nothing more, and nothing less. 

“Oh my god, oh my god.” Audrey's eyes rolled back in her head. She tried to shift her head, but Dawn and Lori's tits were right there. Her tongue slid over their nipples, inducing shivers of pleasure in each. I fucked her harder, my cock pumping furiously in and out of her tiny slit.

“Fuck her, Master!” Mallory moaned. “Oh god, fuck your slave!”

“Our slave,” I corrected, grunting harshly.

“Y-yes!” Mallory's grin widened. “Fuck our slave. Fuck our slave! Give her your fucking seed! Get her pregnant, oh my god! Fuck that virgin pussy so good!”

I wanted a rut. I wanted her pregnant and mine, and I wanted it as soon as possible. I had so many slavecunts to fuck. So much to own. I wanted to leave no doubt in Audrey's tranced little mind that no matter how long she had run from me, she belonged to me now. No longer my ex. No longer anything but my perfect little fuckslut. 

Hot pleasure soared through my bones. I was going to unload. My cock, so huge and throbbing, had never felt more right at any time in my life. 

“Do it,” Audrey moaned. “Do it, Master, please! Daddy, please! Take me! Take me back! I was so wrong. I need it! I need your cock. I was so wrong. I was so, so wrong, please! Please fuck me, Master! Please cum in me!”

I could only comply. My cum spurted out into her fertile young body. They all came with me—Mallory, Dawn, Lori, and Audrey. Minjee and Celise were too tranced to even notice what was happening. But the collective moaning and screaming of our orgasm filled the condo. I felt like the earth had moved. Even minutes after the initial orgasm had subsided, I was still inside Audrey, kissing her beautiful tranced face, spurting out little after-loads into her already overstuffed cunt. 

Half the girls were now tranced or well on their way, cleaning up the remainder of my cum from the other babes. Mallory diligently licked at my cum from Audrey's cunt. They all snuggled in around me, but I wasn't done yet. They would all have a ride from me tonight, and every night, if I could help it.

* * * * *
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IT’S AMAZING WHAT A few million dollars and the sexiest women in the city can do for a bookstore’s success. East Side Pages has opened up three more locations in the city, and is looking to set up a region-wide presence in the quad-state area. Nobody seems to mind much that ninety-five percent of my employees were women.

After a few months, I toned down the sluttified apparel of my employees, at Mallory’s suggestion. They didn’t need to look like sluts, really. They looked hot no matter what they wore.

And in a way it was hotter for me. In their hot clubwear, they were clearly unattainable by even the most hung, hunky of jocks that arrived. When they dressed down in tight jeans and tees, flirty dresses and skirts and brightly colored tights, they seemed all the more attainable—but they were still hopelessly out of reach for anyone who showed the slightest interest.

This didn’t stop my girls from leading them on, of course. Daddy needs lots of money to take care of his dolls. It was nothing for their focused morality to justify extorting married men (and women) out of their hard-earned cash.

In a few months, Mallory will be setting up a new modeling business for us. All the girls will have to pass a very particular interview process. First, they have to clear Mallory’s exacting screening standards...and only after they’re found hot enough to get through that will they get to sit down and have a drink with me.

Who knows? If I find a lady hot enough, I may even let her in on the secret the way I did Mallory. A Man like me deserves more than one Priestess. More than one Queen. Her initial attitude won’t matter much. I can shape that however I like. 

It's all under my control.

# # #
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Bimbo Office – Takeover
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Happily slurping Miles’s Cock behind the desk of his office, Delilah conveniently realized a Perfect Truth.

Her big, perfect young 36D tits spilled out of her blouse, leaking urgent hot milk all over her Master’s lap, so that she was constantly coating his manly length with her saliva, her milk, and licking up his precum and endless stream of cum. His Cock had no refractory period, no need for rest. Her body was tight, gorgeous, and completely owned by Him. She dressed for Him; strutted for Him; sucked for Him and Him alone.

Miles had The Cock, and The Cock was all that mattered to her.

These Perfect Truths revealed themselves to her fairly often when she sucked Miles off. This only made sense to her; he was her God, after all, and Gods were full of Truths.

And Cum. Her God filled her with Truth and especially cum all the time. Glorious, sticky, warm, yummy cum that made her cum and drilled all her spare braincells to bits until she was a brainless babbling bimbo babe who wasn’t good for anything but fucking, sucking, and serving. 

Just like she liked it. 

The Perfect Truth she realized then, on her knees in her Master’s office, was this:

There’s dick, which was kind of lame, and then there’s Cock—which is mindblowing, important, and necessary for happiness.

Only her boss Miles had Cock. 

And Delilah didn’t a fuck about dick her whole life; she hadn’t even hardly had a boyfriend. 

But now? Now, she Lived for Cock...and that meant she lived for her Master. 

She happily sucked up and then back down, moaning and urging her leaking tits all over his thighs, realizing that this was her salary now. That cumshots down her throat were bonuses. That her wages were basically just pretty clothes and jewelry to wear so she would be fucked more. 

Her tight young body urged against his knees, heavy tits sliding into muscular man thighs, as she willingly choked herself harder on his Cock. She needed him to understand just how badly she needed him, needed the Cock—how badly she needed to serve.

It hadn’t always been this way. In fact, just a week ago, her life had been much different...but Delilah was delighted that it had come to this. 

* * * * *
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DELILAH WASN’T SURE how it had come to this but she was mad as hell about it. Not for the first time, she stood dumbstruck in a pair of tall heels that she was barely comfortable in, making copies. 

Ivy League educated. Interned for years. Expert in web campaigning. Reads a new political strategy book every week. Somehow—here. Making copies for pretty much her worst enemy.

Somehow, despite all her terribly hard work for nearly a year of her life, she had been somehow positioned as the “office manager”—a role which meant in this particularly small office she was a glorified secretary—for a man she absolutely loathed. 

And by “loathed” she meant all kinds of things—hated, despised, held in complete contempt, would prefer to murder, and so on. She held regular fantasies about his death. Most of them involved stampedes by various zoo animals. 

In fact, Miles Abram was pretty much the definition of a man she hated. A chauvinist bully who treated other people in his life like disposable objects and somehow got away with it all because he was just...somehow...lucky! It drove her insane. 

To top it all off—he had her job somehow. After a virulent campaign fraught with drama, he was the councilman for St. Gilbert’s 3rd District. 

That job by all rights was supposed to be hers. And somehow, here she was, in front of the copying machine and making fliers for some town meeting that he wouldn't even bothering showing up for. 

That Delilah should have his job was no idle exaggeration. Being the campaign manager for Barbara Clayton—a progressive female candidate who had won the nomination, who had all but won the office—Delilah had worked her tail off for a year. She canvassed, she made phonecalls, she organized polls and managed interns and arranged interviews. She had done everything. 

When Barbara dropped out suddenly a mere three weeks before the date of the vote, citing a sudden illness, she should have by all rights thrown all her support Delilah’s way. 

And Delilah was a shoo-in as a candidate as well. She was educated, with a graduate’s degree in Political Science from Berkeley. She was friendly, with a famously good rapport with the press and local communities. And she was good-looking to boot, with the kind of body that showed she tried and the kind of face that was pretty but didn’t put people off from being too severe or that implied that she was an airhead. 

Sophisticated, smart, and looking both; she would have been a home run.

Instead—instead!—Miles Abram came back from some weird vacation in South America after missing more than half the campaign and insisted to Barbara that he’s the man for the job. 

And even worse, Barbara listened! She loved the idea! She seemed to love Miles, actually—like, in an intimate fashion. Those long soulful looks. The way she giggled and played with her hair. The strange moaning sounds that Delilah had heard when Barbara visited Miles’s office (which used to be Barbara’s office). 

The only reason Delilah adamantly refused to believe Barbara was romantically involved with him was that she knew to a certainty Barbara played solely for the other team—meaning she had seen Barbara hit on girls at bars when they had gone out with each other after long days of campaigning.

Now Delilah stood, dressed smartly in her last-day-of-work outfit, a modest and respectable brown skirted suit with a brief jacket and cream-colored button-up blouse, taking a breath at the copy machine and mentally preparing to enter Miles’s office.

“You going to do it or what?” Mona chided her. 

Mona was their intern. The real secretary of the office, who barely even needed to have a job since Delilah and the industrious Bonnie—in the middle of rearranging their entire list of donors by gender, height, and weight for some weird Miles-related reason—were more than capable of handling every last part of the work the district needed. 

Which was lucky, because it didn’t seem like Miles himself did any work outside of long cigar-smoking sessions with the other councilmen. 

“Of course I am,” said Delilah. “I’m just preparing. It’s important to be prepared. To know arguments and—”

“Counter-arguments, yes. You said.” 

Mona’s brief foray into interests of life outside of her phone receded and her attention snapped back, fingers shimmying along her screen. She played some game where you built a castle and a town and defended it from multi-colored walking rocks.

The only reason Mona had this job at all was because she planned to return to college come January when the semester rolled around again, and she wanted the PoliSci credit and the blip of political service on her CV. She didn’t care about St. Gilbert, or Miles, or Delilah, or anything really outside of mindlessly scrolling on her phone every day. She was young and blonde and very pretty and every day she put up with more and more from advances from Miles and his Overwhelming Cock.

Delilah paused. Hand on the knob. Her fingers slowly but urgently tugged at the hard roundness. A soft moan escape her plush lips.

That was funny. 

Overwhelming...Cock?

Why had she...thought that? Why were her cheeks flushed all of a sudden?

Delilah pushed the thought aside—you know, like taking that Cock and just adjusting it to one side so You can moan His name like He likes—and opened the door, feeling suddenly weak.

This happened every time she stepped into the office. The sudden heat of her cheeks. The confusion. The heat between her legs—urgent, needy, empty heat, the kind of sopping wet heat that needed something hard and strong and thick to fill her up right away. 

Animal heat. 

Moaning heat.

Mindless, empty, bimbo-headed heat. 

This wasn’t her first attempt at quitting. 

The first was right after the inauguration—the same night, in fact. But she hadn’t been strong enough; her meek knocks at the door hadn’t been loud enough to break Miles from his revelry, and when she peeked inside she saw him clearly receiving a blowjob from some beautiful blonde.

The sounds stuck with her. The moans. She was getting off from sucking him. The way she practically whinnied, like a pleased horse gallivanting in the country.  

By the strangest coincidence, the blonde wore the same exact dark blue skirt and blood-red heels that Barbara had been wearing. Delilah wanted to tell her about the amazing coincidence, but hadn’t been able to find her anywhere at the party. 

The blowjob incident only solidified in Delilah’s mind that Miles wasn’t worth working for. All that labor for some pig who would receive oral sex where he worked? That’s not what Delilah went to six years of schooling for.

But as much as she hated to admit it, the incident stuck with her in all the wrong ways. A stronger woman might have stormed in, blown apart the entire “celebration,” demanded something—justice, a payoff to keep quiet, a transfer to a different posting, something! Instead, Delilah felt awash with the naked wet heat of the moment, even a bit, well...understanding. 

Miles had accomplished something really hard; he had been elected! He was important now. Even if he didn’t deserve it...he had done it. Didn’t that deserve her respect? Shouldn’t she let this sleeping dog lie? 

Going after him might hurt her career, after all. Nothing mattered to Delilah more than her career.

Of course, none of that explained the hot, vibrantly orgasmic dreams she had that night, dreaming of cheering on the girl sucking him off. 

Or being the girl sucking him off. 

Or begging to be the girl or even one of many girls sucking him off.

Before Miles had returned from his trip to South America, Delilah wouldn’t have considered herself a very sexual being. She had her self-imposed mandatory orgasm about once a month just to keep all the engines running how they should so that in case she met a man she liked, she wouldn’t be some frigid sex-abhorring bitch. She had to think of the future, after all.

But ever since seeing/hearing/smelling that fantastically long painfully urgent sexy-as-fuck blowjob from the suspiciously Barbara-like blonde, Delilah’s sex drive had become a sex overdrive. 

First, by herself in her bed, fingers moving tentatively and purely as an exploration experiment, she just came to thinking of a handsome man receiving a blowjob in an office.

That was really nice. It was innocent. The handsome man could have been anyone. The blowjob could have come from anyone. It didn't have to be Miles. It didn't have to be her.

Then, glistening, moaning, heated, wet, she came thinking of her giving a blowjob in an office. She imagined a dark billionaire with hidden passions that only she could unlock. That got her going really well.

But then, sweating, tossing, turning, she came thinking of sucking off Miles in the office. It hadn’t started that way, this fantasy—it had been the billionaire. But then she imagined Miles’s handsome face just for a second, and her pleasure intensified a hundredfold, her fingers sinking so fucking deep into her needy cunt and her clit feeling like it had caught fire...

Then, barely able to form words, she imagined asking to suck him off. In the middle of an office day—just sliding into his office wearing nothing but a smile and a pair of sexy fuck-me heels and asking pretty please, sir, can I suck your cock just how you like?

And then after that, asking to cum again. Asking to please slide her hot, sexy, high-educated lips around the slick hard knob of his sensational cock until her brain was so thoroughly fucked that she could barely walk, until every first and last thought on her gorgeous manager-turned-secretary mind was please, Daddy, let me suck it more?

And all of that was just the night after the inauguration. Last Tuesday. 

She took the day off to think. Determined to set her brain right. Instead with all the free time she came three times as much as she had the night before, barely taking ten steps from her bed—seemingly satiated entirely by orgasms—and regularly had to clench a pillow between her teeth to keep from moaning Miles’s perfect name too many times. 

The next day, Thursday, she dedicated herself to the cause. She got her mind right with a cold shower. She had a heavy dose of caffeine with a double espresso dumped into her usual coffee from the cafe down the street. Wearing her strictest, blackest outfit, she marched right into his office, fired up her finger to the air, gathered her breath—and then looked at his handsome face and completely melted and asked if he would like her to get him some coffee.

He would. And he told her that she looked rather smart in her outfit; that it really showed off her figure. 

The chauvinist pig. Like she cared about what he thought! 

And clearly he was being dishonest anyway; Delilah had worn a dozen other outfits that had shown off her figure better, and she spent the following Friday and Monday showing him just that. Monday night, cunt dripping as she casually picked out the next day’s outfit, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. 

Slightly hunched over in her underwear. Her svelte thighs slick from juices accumulated since her drive home where she went over and over again all the different ways Miles had spoken to her. His voice was so sexy. 

Everything about him was so. Sexy. Delilah didn’t understand it. Before his trip to the tombs in South America, he had been a decent enough fellow. Ignorable. Nobody she would have really bothered with. He had been beneath her in the office! A little older than her, but still not as educated, with only a Bachelor’s, and at some nowhere school she hadn’t even heard of. 

A forgettable sort with a forgettable face. 

When he came back, though, he had changed. Delilah wouldn’t have recognized him as Miles unless he had said it was him. His thin hair had filled out and was now a shining gold mass perfectly styled on top of his head. His jawline had broadened; his body had filled out so that every inch of him thrummed with high-intensity muscle; his blue eyes were brighter and almost hypnotic to look at. 

His voice stuck in her head; his smell fucked up her sense of direction and definitely her sense of right and wrong; and his Cock—which she had no prior information on—was nearly always visible in his tight form-fitting trousers as a massive never-soft bulge. 

Delilah’s mouth had become like some kind of reverse punchline to a joke. Mouth waters all you want, just add Thought of Cock. 

So—there. Seeing herself in the mirror. Fingers halfway into her cunt, seven different outfits on the bed as she tried to determine which would garner her the most compliments from Miles, she had an epiphany: something was wrong.

He was wrong.

He had changed her. 

He had...had convinced her somehow. Changed her. Changed Barbara, even!

She had to get out of there. No two weeks notice; no need for a recommendation. Just in, out, goodbye. 

She would tell him in person, though. She owed him that much. 

Owing him turned her on; she had to cum about it. She slid her fingers up her red-hot pussy and moaned his perfect name and begged him to fuck her and begged him to fuck up her mind about leaving and begged him to make her suck his beautiful gorgeous massive Cock and thought about him starting a ledger of Blowjobs Owed—Times She Turned Him On in the red and Blowjobs in the black. 

After two hours of seven quick dreamy orgasms, her mind was made up—she had to leave. 

Today was Tuesday. One week—one week since Miles had been elected. One week since her life had become some kind of weird vociferous fuck-dream that began and ended and punctuated every day with high-pitched moans and loving orgasmic screams dedicated entirely to her new boss. 

But no longer! Not today! She was powered up like never before. 

Steeling herself, Delilah grabbed the knob—Knob—and walked in, trying to hold her breath. 

Inside, Miles sat behind his desk, feet up, relaxed. Like he was waiting for her to come in. 

Oh god, she thought suddenly—what if he was? What if this—her rejection of him—was all part of his plan? What if it was all a way to bring him pleasure, to see her squirm and have all these misgivings?

She powered through anyway, storming right up to his desk and politely sitting down. 

“Oh, hey babe,” he said. Casual. In control. “No coffee this morning?”

“No!” she nearly screamed. So much willpower expended all at once. “No, no coffee, not now, and not ever again!” 

To his credit, Miles looked a bit taken aback. He put up his hands in surrender. “Listen, Delilah...”

“I’m quitting,” she said. “As of...” 

Say right now. Say right now or you don’t mean it!

“As of right. Now.” She had to force the words out. “I’m done. Right after this conversation. I’m out of here and you’re not seeing me anymore.”

His feet came down entirely now. He leaned forward on his desk. It was a powerful pose; shoulder muscles popping, biceps swelling against his shirt. 

“This is disturbing news, Delilah.” He shook his head. “We really need you. The office won’t work without you here.”

Invisible tendrils tugged so hard at Delilah that she nearly fell to her knees. “Th-that’s...too bad.” 

He stared openly at the curve of her breasts. Mindlessly, her hand went to the blouse and unbuttoned the top two buttons. By the time she realized what she was doing, she would have felt foolish to undo it, calling even more attention to her tits if she buttoned it all up again. Well—she wouldn’t! He would get this tiny substantial peak of her glorious cleavage and that was all!

“It really is,” he agreed. “You’re spectacular. I know I joke with you some and boss you around, call you babe and stuff, but I really value you, Delilah. As a co-worker. We wouldn’t have won the campaign without you.”

“You’re damn right.”

“I know it.” He sighed. “I should have been more upfront with you about my plans. I’ve got so much to do, so much to say...so much we should accomplish. But you’re so intimidating...I didn’t know how to bring it up with you. I think I was afraid of being outclassed.”

She twirled her hair and counted it an astronomical success when she suppressed the giggle that came along with it; nothing could stop her smile, though. “Outclassed? By me?”

“Sure. I mean, I know you’re leaving at the end of the day and everything, but honestly, nobody at this office can do what you do. Especially not me. I mean, look. We’ve got Bonnie. She can run numbers all day, in her sleep practically, but she’s got no mind for strategy. And Mona is...well. She’s not really ever “here,” is she?”

Delilah, feeling the compliment in his words swell, felt her brain get strangely fuzzy. He said end of the day. But she had said right now. Hadn’t she?

Well, it would only be an extra few hours. And it would be awfully fair of her to deliver him some kind of strategy plan. And she was looking so fine in this outfit, and didn’t she want his eyes on her just a little more? And...and...

“Delilah?” Miles snapped his fingers. “Are you okay?”

Something had happened. Time had been lost. Her fingers were halfway buried into her snatch through the front of her skirt. Very quickly she checked—eyes darting everywhere—he hadn’t seen. Impossible for him to see unless he had been leaning all the way forward on his desk. He had a big desk just like big, powerful men deserved. 

And Miles was a big, powerful man who deserved everything he wanted. She moaned slightly, looking at the office clock.

Fifteen minutes had passed. 

What?

How?

She felt crazy. Then she thought about how clock sounded a lot like Cock and she giggled, sliding back, her fingers reaching again toward the insides of her hot thighs...

Miles snapped fingers. “Babe? You all right?”

She stood up shakily, not sure of what to think. 

“Y-yes,” she said. Her body felt she had cum at least once. Her brain felt like it was awash in that warm soggy post-orgasm glow, and her thighs felt slick; her pussy moist. Another button had come undone on her blouse. A little drool ran down her lips and chin to the top of her tits; shiny and sparkling. She left it there. It would call too much attention to wipe it away now.

“So. You’ll have that plan for me at the end of the day, right?”

“Yes, sir. Of course, boss.”

She began to walk out, barely cognizant of extra-sexualized sway she added to her hips. Just as she touched the knob, a thought occurred to her. 

Knob.

Like a Cock.

Like HIS Cock.

Touching His Knob.

Touching His Cock.

Cock. Cock. Cock. Oh fuck, I need Cock so fucking bad...

“Really,” she said, “i-if you want me to do a good job of it, I’ll need more than just today.”

Miles sounded chipper. “How long do you need?”

“Why don’t you just count this as my two weeks notice? That way...”

I have plenty of time to still finangle my way into sucking Your Beautiful Big Fucking Cock.

“...that way I can do it right.”

“Sure. Two weeks sounds fair. Thanks, babe.”

Babe. 

She moaned. “Yes, Sir.”

She capitalized the S on purpose; knowing what it meant for her to do that. What she was doing to her own brain.

“And you’ll have that coffee in just a few, right?”

“Of course, Sir. Coming right up. I’m so sorry you’ve had to wait.”

Delilah walked out and saw Mona with an eyebrow raised. 

“So. Are you done?”

She could give an answer later. Delilah rushed to the bathroom, fingers already sliding down to her searing-hot cunt before she even locked herself into a stall.

* * * * *
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THE LEVEL OF HIS CONTROL over her was mysterious and unquestionable. 

Towards the end of the day, after her seventh or eighth cum in the stall—counting was so hard when her braincells were popped every second by the puncturing thought of Cock—Delilah became convinced again that she would either have to leave the office to preserve her mind or she would become a sex-obsessed fuckdoll eager to deliver herself to Miles as a personalized office sexpet.

Before, she had only considered the first part of that equation—she had to leave.

But what if she stayed by choice? It would still be her choice, wouldn’t it? Why not make that choice while she still could?

What if she stopped giving a fuck that she cared so much about Cock? 

Didn’t it feel good to obsess about his Cock?

Wouldn’t it feel good in her mouth? In her cunt?

One incident drove this home for her in a way she would not have expected.

She was at her desk, fingers toying with an erect nipple through her largely unbuttoned blouse—she kept giggling, thinking of how it was “unbluttoned”—and imagining Miles’s Cock. 

She wasn’t getting any work done. Instead she was closing her eyes in her small cubicle, leaning forward into her fingers—which was fine, because she wasn’t fingering herself at her desk, she was just letting her hungry cunt and needy clit slide against her fingers—and imagining the shape of his Cock. 

The size of it. The taste of it. 

She knew the smell already—it filled her nostrils, filled every breath she took. His musk stuck to her clothes, followed her home, stalked her in the bedroom and shower no matter how much she bathed and fucked herself silly in the shower and moaned his name. 

She rather liked it; it was masculine and smoky, a bit like cedar and campfires, and it crowded her tongue and filled up the fast-emptying contents of her brain. 

People began to file into his office—several in one hour, as a matter of fact. Bonnie must have arranged them to come in while Delilah was on one of her frequent bathroom cum breaks. 

Bonnie, who Delilah actually had a silent understanding with now. Bonnie, the married older woman with the massive tits who had been coming into work clearly wearing corsets underneath her skimpy blouses for the last week. 

Bonnie, who had been there in the bathroom three times already when Delilah stepped out from a needy, moan-filled cum session, who winked at Delilah and nodded with understanding. 

Bonnie, who Delilah had seen googling “How to divorce your husband and leave him with nothing but the clothes on his back.” 

Bonnie had short auburn hair that grew by inches every day over the last week and, while over forty, seemed to be getting younger by the day. 

Not young enough.

The thought was strange but it was pressing—it found a hot spot in Delilah’s mind and rubbed there like her fingers on her slick button clit. 

Not young enough to be a good Sexcretary for Miles.

Ungh. 

All his servant girls ought to be pretty and young and already that way and tight tight tight their cunts need to be soooo tight and she's NOT good enough. 

“Ungh.”

Now Delilah was actually vocalizing her moans.

The first person to file into Miles’s office was actually his old girlfriend, Lily. She was a hard-nosed journalist with an emphasis on social justice in the workplace. 

Delilah admired her—and not just the gorgeous thrill of her devastating cheekbones or her lovely jet black hair or the way her blue eyes sparkled. Though of course Delilah did admire all that because lately all she saw when she saw women was their aesthetic qualities—how much they would or would not please Miles’s Cock. 

A lot of time was spent for Delilah hoping she pleased Miles’s Cock. Despite all her promises of quitting, she had several packages of expensive high-end clothing arriving at her house that afternoon, ordered in a cum-fueled haze over the weekend while she imagined herself dressing up and giving the Cock its own personal fashion show. 

Delilah admired Lily for her articulate arguments and the poignant, timely nature of her articles, which had first run in the St. Gilbert Gazette and then regularly found wider circulation in the larger, national papers. 

Lily had managed to bring down four different CEOs in the last year, all of whom now faced life-crippling charges of sexual harassment, blackmail, and embezzlement (as these women were often used by the CEOs to hide them immorally-gained funds). 

Lily went into Miles’s office clearly furious—a house of fire. Mona, who was supposed to be his gatekeeper, for god’s sake, didn’t even call Miles to let him know that she was coming in. 

Delilah would have to fix that; there was no use in being an office manager of an unmanaged office, by god, and even if she was only going to have this job for another two weeks, she wasn’t the kind of person who would just do a job poorly. 

No, no Sir. It was do a job right or not do it at all. 

Fifteen minutes later, Lily left the office with a kind of glassy look on her face. She had a tape recorder in one hand that she mumbled into incoherently. Her beautiful lips a bit slack. Thick hair disheveled and let loose out of her ponytail. Tugging and tearing at her stuffy sweater and loose blue jeans as if they were somehow unsatisfactory, unpleasant. 

Delilah logged this away, filing it delicately into a file marked “Miles's Cock Runs Women's Lives and Isn't That Hot?” 

It was clear that Lily had been affected by him the same way that Delilah had. Maybe even worse for Lily because she actually had seen his Cock before—and now it was more powerful than ever.

The next visit was from a pair of detectives. They had questions for Delilah. She was Near-Cum, a state that she had started to acquaint with more blissful than any other save for Cumming Itself. Edging had become something between a pastime and a hobby for Delilah in the past twenty-four hours and she found it difficult to believe she would ever want to do anything else ever again with her life. 

She was young and beautiful and sexy as hell; why not edge all the time, even at work? Why not do it when grumpy detectives wanted to ask you questions? 

She was not, needless to say, purely in her right mind. 

Both detectives were women. They stood uncomfortably at the front of Delilah's cubicle, clearly aware that Delilah touched herself. If her urgent crotch-thrusting motions weren't enough evidence, there was the trickle of sweat on her brow, her shuddering breath, the dilation of her eyes, the flush on her cheekbones...

Delilah had kind of lost her touch on subtle.

All Delilah could see was that one was clearly Worthy of the Cock and the other was Not. This was based on physical appearance only. She sized them up, rated them, and cataloged the information away for future use. 

“My name is Detective Grant,” said the first. She was blonde, with strong feminine features and bright blue eyes. “This is my partner, Detective Primm.”

Delilah only bothered to look at Grant. She was rather beautiful, in a severe way. Primm was beneath her notice entirely, and Delilah didn’t bother trying to hide it. Shows her for not being Worthy of the Cock. 

They asked her, while she barely hid her arousal thinking of the One Cock that had started to rule her entire life, about the death of some local millionaire who had apparently left all her inheritance to Miles.

“Her inheritance?” Delilah asked. “A lady millionaire?”

“An heiress herself,” said Primm. 

Still Delilah didn’t look her way. 

There were an awful lot of women, Delilah thought, circulating in Miles’s life. Like he had arranged it for himself. Like some kind of giant game to amuse himself. So...powerful. So strong. So much potential worship for His Cock. She moaned softly.

“Are you all right?” Grant asked her. 

“I...yes.” Delilah was sweating; her entire body flushed. The Near-Cum taking over. She kept licking her lips, thinking of them sliding over the Cock. “I...I’m not feeling entirely well. A fever. I probably shouldn’t have come—” CumCumCum “Ungh.” She gulped. “Arrived to work today.”

“I see,” said Grant. “He hasn’t been spending any money, lately?”

Delilah shook her head, barely cognizant of the rest of the questions. No, no displays of wealth. No flagrant spending or debts that he owed. She watched the two of them, disappointed and clearly creeped out by her stilted, moaning tones walk into his, His Office...and then, ten minutes later, walk out like Lily had. 

Glassy. 

Dazed.

Blank.

Especially the blonde. Especially Grant. The Worthy One. The uglier one looked out of it—Grant looked straight-up mindfucked.

That was hot. 

This was when Delilah's revelation came:

He had done that to her, too. 

He had mindfucked Delilah. 

For a week now at least, maybe longer. 

She thought of Mona, who seemed bored but otherwise unaffected. Dressing in smart, lovely outfits but nothing more scandalous than a normal teenager might wear to work—short skirts and tights, calf boots with a slight heel, tight sweaters on a thin frame. 

Nothing like Bonnie and her marvelously aggressive series of corsets, building an arsenal of ever-growing cleavage that seemed like it could contain the entire city of St. Gilbert. Nothing like the silk and leather and lace Delilah had arriving that afternoon. 

She thought, in her cubicle, looking at Mona from behind her own desk, of taking Mona into Miles’s office by the arms. Pushing her down onto her knees. Holding her down. Holding her down for Him. Making her look at His Cock. Making her watch as Miles did his thing—whatever he did to fuck up a girl's mind. Begging him to do it. 

Maybe Mona would struggle in her grip. Probably she would. Try to squirm away, threaten to call the police. But Delilah would hold her tight regardless—hold her while Miles took out his Perfect Cock. Delilah would hold her the whole time—hold her down and not let her go while Miles did whatever he wanted. While his stiff, erect, perfect Cock shoved against Mona’s unwilling, resisting f-f-face a-a-and—

“Holy Fuck,” Delilah moaned, opening her eyes, about to cum. “Holy Fuck, Miles...!” 

She moaned, bucking, legs thrashing, and barely contained a scream as an earth-shattering cum delivered itself. Like a lightning strike down her body, from her crown to her toes, electric current shattering every nerve and neuron. She whimpered, tearing up as she held in her exclamation, as pleasure annihilated the vestiges of her resistance to Cock.

Mona looked right at her from across the office, confusion and embarrassment in her eyes. And beyond, in the desk just behind her, Bonnie looked at her with understanding and gratitude, like—“oh shit, we can cum at our desks now?” 

Delilah staggered—still not having finished cumming, slick juices making her thighs hot—up to her feet. It had all become so perfectly clear in her head. Crystal. Like she was in a glass display case in a collection just for Him. 

Ungh.

At first she thought she was running to the bathroom once again. But, she took a hard right turn and steered directly out the door, back home.

* * * * * 
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“IT’S NOT LIKE YOU DON’T have a choice,” she said to her gorgeous, dolled-up reflection. “Because you really do. You can either serve his Majestic, Eternal, Perfect Cock, or you can be miserable for the rest of your life.”

She was alone at home in front of her mirror. She had dressed herself up for him—exclusively for him—entirely in new, way too expensive clothes. 

Her entire adult life, Delilah had saved money. She was a frugal spender, and even went so far as to curtail restaurants and groceries when doing so would have put her overbudget for her monthly gasoline bill. Being a public servant paid, but it didn’t pay well, and a career full of internships and a hell of a lot of student loan debt meant she had quite a while to go before she would be spending with any kind of comfort. 

So why—why why why why why—had she spent over three grand on pretty clothes to make Miles happy when she had all-but-decided to quit?

Was it because now, standing in front of the mirror wearing a Yves Saint Laurent silk blouse, Stella McCartney Blazer, and leather Balmain mini-skirt with hard rock silver buckles, she truly understood what it meant to be a Trophy?

Was it because with four-inch Casadei heels on her feet—the kind with those gnarly-hot silver metallic blade stilettos—she knew what power a man must feel to have someone who looked like her in an outfit like this utterly supplicating herself before him?

The silk blouse tugged at her tits, which felt like they had grown somehow in the last hour. Her hair, already long and dark chestnut and beautiful, looked shinier than ever. The tight pull of the skirt delivered an achingly gorgeous view of her thighs. 

“I'm so pretty,” she said to herself, kind of stunned.

As she watched her reflection, something sensational happened. She watched herself come alive. Strutting towards the surface of the mirror. Giggling and laughing at her. 

“You really are pretty,” her reflection said.

“I...I am?”

“That's why he wants you.”

She didn't stop to think that it was crazy in the deep cray-cray way to talk to herself like this. It made perfect sense—her mind was splitting apart, so why not have her actual appearance do it too?

“He wants me...”

She moaned. Thinking of him wanting her hadn't quite crossed her mind with all of her wanting him. But she really wanted him to want her. 

“You will be miserable without him, you know,” her reflection said. “Without Knowing.”

“Knowing what?”

Talking to her reflection would have seemed ludicrous a week ago. Doubly so if the reflection motherfucking talked back. Now it seemed perfectly normal in the orgasm-overloaded spaces of Delilah’s brain. Her thoughts flowed like slow, sweet syrup.

“Knowing his Cock. Knowing the Taste of it. The Feel of it in your pussy. You need it, don’t you, baby? You Need. That. Cock. It’s okay. It’s just us. Just me and...well, me. Say it. Say you Need That Cock.”

“I...” Delilah whimpered. She whispered, “I Need That Cock.”

“That’s right. You do. Didn’t that feel good?”

It so fucking did. Delilah nodded.

“Good girl. You’ve been looking at this all wrong, sweetheart. But I can help you.”

“You can?”

“That’s right. Just let me be in charge. He doesn’t want some serious-brained mindfucked sweetie who’s so stupid she can’t even tell that he’s brainwiped half this fucking city already into sucking his Cock whenever he wants, probably. He wants an accomplice.”

“Accomplice?”

“A partner in crime. A confidant. Someone to share with. Someone to fuck up girls with him. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

Delilah’s fingers were stuffed inside her pussy, thumb skillfully maneuvering around her clit. She had “forgotten” to put on the I.D. Sarrieri panties she bought. 

“Do you get it? We’re the fucking first victims of his, stupid. A Man like Him?” Mirror-Delilah bit her lower lip and moaned; she was fingering herself too. How odd... “Even if he doesn’t get away with it—and he probably will, did you see him fuck up those detectives?—he always, always gets his first victims! That's how these power games go on! That’s how these things work. If anyone's going to stop him, and like, I completely fucking doubt they will because he's super smart and a real fucking hunk, it's going to be someone waaaay down the line. So we’re fucked, my dear. Completely. Why not actually get fucked while we’re being fucked? Why not lean into this a little? Why not just...forget to mind?”

“Forget...”

“That’s it. Just don’t mind. Just be a bad. Fucking. Girl. For Daddy.”

“Oh. Oh fuck.”

“I know. I know, sweetie. Daddy left, didn’t he? He left because you weren’t bad enough and neither was Mommy. Daddy wanted to do whatever he wanted but Mommy wouldn't let him and it fucked. You. Up. But you can be bad now, can’t you? You can be bad for your new Daddy, can’t you?”

This was central for Delilah. This was a complete insurrection; all her values, all her fighting, all her efforts to prove what a self-sustaining woman she was centered around her need to never need Daddy again. 

But now she could have a Daddy.

Now Daddy would fuck her if she begged him nice enough...

“Oh fuck.” Delilah’s need to cum was tangible, like a third-party in the room with her and her. “Oh fuck, oh Daddy...”

“Give in. Say you don’t care. Say you want it. Tell me...” her reflection pushed against the glass. Her erect nipples sighing into themselves. Delilah’s breath fogged the mirror. “Tell me you want Daddy to fuck up everyone and everything he wants.”

Delilah did; everything changed.

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER SHE WAS back at work; it was after hours, but Miles’s light was on and she knew he was still there. 

She stopped in the bathroom on the way there, already a bit nostalgic for the cums she’d had earlier. But she knew, already, that all her cums would be office cums from now on. 

She hardly recognized herself in the bathroom mirror.

When the day began—when the madness of actually trying to quit this dream job where she could suckleslurpworship the Cock of the Man she Worshiped All. Day. Long had taken hold of her—Delilah had classified as “Truly Pretty.”

She was the kind of girl that men saw and dreamed about taking home to Mom. The kind of girl who, in jeans and a jersey, could melt a heart at a local sportsball game. The kind of girl that got hit on at bars if she wasn’t alone, who looked hot enough for men to want to see her naked but friendly enough to make them think they actually could get with her. 

Now, though?

Now, Delilah categorized only as “Spectacular.” “Surface of the Sun Hot.” “Mind-Meltingly Gorgeous.”

Delilah looked at her reflection and saw looking back at her a being who existed Purely to Make Cocks Painfully Hard and Loved everything about it. 

Miles’s Cock was magic and she was completely and utterly right to Worship it. Its magic had stuck to her, infiltrated her, corrupted her, changed her. She was so fucking glad she had submitted to it; its power was so overwhelming that the thought of actually trying to stand up to it—or it even thinking that she was trying such a foolish idea—filled her with dread.

But she didn’t have to be filled with dread. All she had to be filled with from now on for the rest of her gorgeous, cock-pleasing life was Cock, Cock, Cock. 

She wore the same outfit as before; but now she fucking rocked it. Her body’s exaggerated proportions were now what clothing designers drew as ideal; she might as well have been a pair of tits on sticks. Her legs had grown several inches, long thighs leading into supple calves that balanced so easily in her ultra-high heels that she might have been practicing gymnastics in them for her entire life.

She had, for funsies, done a few cartwheels in the parking lot in her six-inch heels. There was ice on the ground; she had no trouble with balance whatsoever.

Abdomen muscles had grown and hardened, gifting her with an utterly flat fatless belly that displayed the latest in crushing hip and pelvic bone aesthetics. Her clavicles pushed forward and together, almost forming their own kind of understated, shiny cleavage above the hefty display of her brilliant new tits.

And what tits they were. Her breasts, formerly perfectly respectable B cups, had jiggled their way into blouse-spilling D cups that felt like even more would be on the way soon. They felt full of milk; Delilah hoped they were. 

She had a fervent, feverish fantasy of sucking Miles’s Cock with milk spilling out of her tits and covering his Cock with her saliva and tit milk at the same time so that some other Favored soul—Mona perhaps—would be able to lick up all her sweet liquids off Daddy’s amazingly hard Perfect Eternal Cock. 

Her face and hair had changed also; they took her from the “Possible Porn Star” potential of her new rocking bod to “Goddess on Earth” status. Her bafflingly beautiful blue eyes blazed like twin neophyte suns; her cheekbones sported such devastating curvature that they send reverberations through the spacetime continuum and probably gave ancient sculptors second thoughts about their masterpieces. 

The thick line of her hair rose inches above her head, adding more height onto her already considerable frame, and all of silky smooth chestnut mane was free of tangles and soft as liquid. It draped down to the curve of her tight, bubble-butt. Every part of her screamed delightful femininity. 

Delilah bit a lip, looking at herself, needing to cum just from her own reflection, and then strutted off toward Miles office. On the way, she sent a text that she had written earlier, smiling at the gift she was about to give herself and Miles. 

Polite knocking at Miles’s door and then waiting to be told to Enter. It was Important—so Important—to follow directions. 

Especially from Him.

“Yes?” she heard his voice. “Come on in.”

She entered, heart swelling when she saw him. He sat at his desk, examining a stack of print-outs. Warm, fresh heat gathering in the underside of her throat, needing to taste him there, to feel His Bulge pushing her flesh around as it pleased. 

Ungh. 

“Delilah?” he asked, in that thrilling, hot, low voice of his. “What’s this about? Say, you look sharp, babe.”

Ungh again. The compliment drove all conscious thought out of her like horses before a chariot.

Halfway to his desk, she felt an uncontrollable urge to drop to her knees. Down she went, crawling the rest of the way, hips swaying, drool gathering in her mouth and spilling down her lips. Hands ripping at her blouse, tearing it away until the other thing left on her tight torso was her delectably hot push-up bra. 

That blouse had cost more than half a month's paycheck. She didn't care. Only him looking at her tits mattered. 

“Damn,” he said. “Look. At. You.”

Yes. Look at me look at me want me want me LOOK at Me, Daddy please!

Quickly she poured her arms and head into his lap. Moaning. Cooing against his shaft. Lips rubbing against the outline of his bulge beneath his pants. Her Near-Cum High took over the preciously small real estate of her mind, crowding all rationality and logical function. She existed as a Sexual Engine, a being of pure heat and need. 

“Please don’t fire me, Sir,” she moaned. “I Know you were going to.”

He took her head in his hand, stroking her. Petting her like a kitten. She purred and giggled and bit her lip and stared up at him with eager blue eyes. 

“You were the one who threatened to quit, Delilah.”

“And you would have fired me for it!” She stared up at him like she knew that she should. Good girls stared up at Men; Men with Cocks like Miles were so fucking important. “Please. Don’t.”

Her lips continued to press firmly against his bulge, pushing up and down. Her tongue tasting his precum as it soaked through his pants. It barely registered with her that she turned him on—Miles was always Turned On; his Cock was Always On. It was The Cock; it was Hard and Ready, always. 

“You want to keep your job now?”

“Please.” 

He began to unzip. The smell of the source of his musk—his MuskSource, his Source, His Cock, The Cock—unraveled her. She came immediately, legs thrashing against his desk, mouth pressing firmly against bulge and thigh and knee as she moaned his name and came. 

The orgasm felt like it lasted for hours, her reality unwrapping itself as she stared up at Miles and felt urgent dark cosmic forces of worship, love, and adoration sinking ever deeper into her soul. She felt like she was flying with only the fact of His Cock keeping her on the ground. 

After several days of this unending pleasure, her body and brain rewiring themselves to His Circuitry, she realized he had only just reached the bottom point of his zipper, and only just began to unleash His Cock from their container in his pants. 

Several cums passed; it might have been ten thousand years in Delilah’s newly fucked up world. Time became a kind of rumor that she had heard about in grade school; something better to forget all understanding of. She felt decades fly by in seconds. 

A drop of hot, needy drool fell from her lips to the top of her perfect heavy tits over the period of centuries. And all that time, looking at His Cock, his Beautifully Hard Cock, its veins and girth and length overwhelming her gentle, soft, impossibly servile mind. 

“Please,” she said again, surprising herself with the familiarity of her voice. It felt like her own voice should be a stranger; she had not heard herself in so very long. “I...don’t care.”

“Don’t care about what?” he asked. 

“About what you’re doing.”

“What do you mean?”

A ripple of displeasure was present in his voice; she had to assuage it.

“With the others. I saw them. I see you. I see...everything. I’m the office manager. With Bonnie. With Lily. All of them. I think it’s hot. You’re fucking up our minds. I don’t care, Sir. I want it. I want You to.”

His Cock dragged against her cheek; Delilah moaned.

“This...this is not something I expected.”

“Huh?”

“You liking it. You being...into this. You always seemed like such a stuck-up bitch.”

“Y-you...you’re powerful,” she explained. “You’re clearly going to win. Just...don’t leave me behind.” Her lips dared to kiss the shaft—The Shaft of The Cock. He didn’t push her away. Didn’t make her stop. She dared for more, tasting him, loving him, licking him. “Let me win with you. Please.”

Thick hands cycled through her sensational mane of hair. “You want to be mine, huh?”

“I so fucking do...” She licked up and down the length of his shaft. “It’s just...why haven’t you done any work on Mona?”

He tsked. A sore subject. “It’s that fucking phone of hers,” he said. “I can’t get this to work unless her focus is on me.”

“I can help you with that.”

That really elevated his interested. He grabbed her by the hair now, lifting her off her knees and pressing her face firmly against His Cock. 

“You can?” His voice choked with arousal. “You want to?”

“Fuck yes, Sir. Fuck yeah, Daddy.” Another hard grab and push—he liked that, liked being called that. Good. That was so fucking good. “I’ll bring her in here. I’ll fucking throw her phone away. I’ll hold her down for you and let you do whatever you want. We’ll force it on her, Daddy. We’ll do it together. Fuck her mind up for You until she’s slobbering for Your Cock like a good girl and doesn’t know the difference between—mmmph!”

She couldn’t say anymore because he shoved his Cock into her surprised, utterly willing mouth. She slurped him down with complete eagerness. It was so fucking good. Her entire body had rearranged itself to take Him. Her esophagus sucked down hard on his Cock head, all her being rolled up into pleasing His Cock. 

He jammed harder and harder into her. She noticed him standing up to fuck her face harder. She was just an object to him; just a hot toy for him to use. That was so good. 

Thick, heavy hands clung to her pretty, empty skull. Using her. Abusing her. Her hands clasped onto the muscular cheeks of his ass and held on for dear life. 

“God,” he said. “I never thought you'd go for this. And fuck you're so good...”

She was good. She was good for Daddy. Delilah was so blisteringly happy. She kept cumming, over and over. A puddle of her lust gathered around her knees. 

He had no reason to hold back and Delilah didn't want him to. It felt like he had been holding himself in all day long. 

“God,” he said. “Fuck. You're going to make me..gonna make me...”

Delilah moaned with eager need. She was going to make Daddy cum!

“Y-yeah, babe,” he grunted. “Gonna come right down your filthy little throat.

His blast coated her mouth, her tongue, her throat, her esophagus. Heavy white seed sprayed deep into her stomach and filled her with his blessed, salty warmth. She came, again and again she came, thinking only of His Pleasure, His Cock, His Blessed Presence, and what a fucking lucky good girl she was. 

Then he kept going. Still hard. Delilah moaned with surprise and eagerness. 

“Gonna...fuck.” He groaned. “I’m gonna fucking fill you up, babe.”

She was so enchanted with the idea that when the knock on his door came, it surprised her. Even though she knew who it was; even though she had invited who it was.

Well, invited was a liberal term. She had threatened Mona with termination of her college credit if she didn’t show up immediately. 

“Mr. Abram?” she heard Mona's voice. All she saw was Miles's crotch and Cock, though. “What’s going on? Delilah texted me and told me to come right away, but I don’t see her anywhere, and...”

Delilah overheard Mona’s slow, breathy inhalations as she loudly, slurpily, removed herself from her new Master’s Cock. 

Mona sounded confused. “What’s going on?”

Delilah stood up from behind Miles’s desk, wiping her mouth and adjusting her bra-less titties. Somewhere in the fray they had been lost. Her heavy tits leaked milk. Delilah was so happy; she was hoping they would leak milk. Now she truly looked as fertile as she felt. God—soon Miles would be able to fuck babies into her belly. Ungh. 

“Oh my god!” 

Mona shrieked and began to back up, hands looking for the door. 

“Calm down,” said Miles. “Come here. Delilah was just helping me with something. Look at this.”

“Look at...what...?”

He had his Cock out, obviously. He held the lamp over it; let Mona get a good look. How hard it was. How long and thick. The bulging girth of it. The heavy veins, the massive balls underneath. The glean and glistening of Delilah’s saliva running up and down his Godlike length.

“Look at it, Mona.”

“I don't want...don't want to...Cock...”

“That's right,” said Miles. “Look at my big fucking Cock, baby.”

“It...it’s so big,” Mona whispered. Like she was in church. “So pretty.”

Delilah stepped behind her to lock the door, just in case. Her willingness to hold Mona down were no idle words; a big part of her was really fucking turned on by the thought of that being necessary. 

But seeing Mona looking at Master’s Cock, she knew that the wheels had already started turning in Mona’s head. Like the presence of Miles’s Cock had already laid out all the groundwork of seduction and all she had needed was a shove in the right direction. 

Delilah could shove as well as anyone. She kissed Mona’s ear and neck, sliding her hand around the pretty young blonde’s body. 

“So big,” she whispered in Mona's ears. “So pretty.”

“Delilah?”

“Kneel for him.”

Mona struggled down, tried to get up. “N-no. No. I don’t want to...oh fuck. He’s so big...”

Miles came closer. Delilah snatched up a big handful of Mona’s hair and held it out for Miles to take. She watched his Cock spurt lovingly from this action of devotion. The hot liquid landed on Mona’s thigh. She slid it up with a finger, face full of interest, and sniffed.

“Oh god.” Like she was in a restaurant inhaling her favorite dish. “Oh. Fuck.”

Delilah grabbed her, spread her legs apart with her own, and positioned her to be spread eagle before Miles. They sat down like that—Delilah with her legs spread open wide, holding Mona tight against herself. Mona pressed backward into Delilah's heavy tits and heavenly body.

“W-Wait,” said Mona as Miles came down on the ground with them. “I’m not sure. I-I-I oh fuck, You have to put that in me, please, please...”

It was all he needed to hear. His Cockhead pressed hard against her entrance and then shoved inside. 

“Oh my god wait,” Mona started. “Oh my god I'm a virgin please oh god don't stop keep going yeah yeah yeah...!”

He wrapped one arm around Mona and the other around Delilah. His Cock—already slick from his precum and Delilah's saliva—easily slid inside of Mona's dripping hot wet virgin cunt. 

They formed a hot fuck sandwich very quickly. Delilah tugged him further inside of Mona and begged him to keep going faster, harder, deeper into the teen beauty. Milk sprouted from her heavy tits, slathering all over Mona's back. Meanwhile, Mona couldn't get enough of his impregnating cock in her belly. 

“Yes!” She looked deep into his eyes, experiencing that long mindfuck for the first time. “Yes, please keep going! Fuck me harder!”

Delilah badly wanted to be fucked by Miles. She lived for it now. But her pussy’s needs weren’t as great as Miles’s Cock, not as great as His Cock’s needs. He was more important, always. 

Miles bent them both over and buried them underneath his massive manly musculature and His Big Cock. He drove into Mona relentlessly, fucking her bare pussy with all he had.

“Fuck me, Sir,” Mona begged him. “Fuck me good, please!” 

“Yeah, Daddy,” Delilah moaned in his ear. All that milk dripping down Mona's body, making her shiny and wet. “Fuck her. Fuck her so good. Fuck her pregnant.”

Two brilliantly gorgeous beauties begging for his cum. Begging for him to cum in one girl. Begging him to be the man he knew he deserved to be. 

It was too much for him; he could only stand to not empty himself for so long, and with Delilah begging on top of everything else, he had to release. 

Groaning, groping Mona’s body up and down, he came. 

A flood of his virile seed—so soon after emptying into Delilah—delivered into Mona's tight young fertile body. She moaned with orgasmic pleasure—and so did Delilah. All three of them cumming at the same time and all for the same reason—for Miles's pleasure. 

He had arrived into the next stage of his ascension. He was becoming something much more than a simple man.

Delilah was delighted with this. She could sense it as well as Miles. Mona seemed completely spent by being fucked and cumming, but Delilah still needed more. 

She pushed herself on top of Mona’s gorgeous body, spreading her legs—needing that unprotected Cock. “Daddy...will you fuck me next?”

He smiled and nodded and kissed her deeply.

As he pushed her down next to Mona, the blonde already obediently cooing and kissing Delilah, all Delilah could think of was how much they really needed a third beauty to worship Master with them. 

All she could think of was how much her Master deserved.

# # #
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Bimbo Office: New Girl
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“Please? I promise I’ll be good at it. I promise You’ll like it. Please, Sir? Please, Master?”

His former ex-girlfriend knelt down before him, begging to suck his Cock. Her knees pushed anxiously together, pressing into the floor. Every part of her hot young body did everything it could to make herself presentable, desirable, fuckable. 

Just a few months ago, she had broken his heart. Left him because he would “never make anything” of himself. 

Now he was a city councilman. Now he ran an office. Now he had two other gorgeous mindfucked office fuckpets aching and eager to obey his every last command. They were docked on either arm, tits rubbing up and down his biceps, whispering dirty thoughts into his ears with his ex on her knees. 

“Make her beg more, Master,” said Delilah, on one arm. She had masterminded this whole affair. 

“Make her beg for an hour.” This was hot blonde Mona, her hand skillfully stroking her Master's Cock already. “Make her watch me suck you off instead.”

Lily, his ex-girlfriend, was desperate for a command from him. She would cum the second he told her to suck him off. That was the power he held over her. 

Any part of her that had broken up with him—her new Master—had been erased. Forgotten completely. If you suggested to her now that she had done something like that, she would have completely denied the possibility. If she saw video of it, she would have broken down in tears, wondering what could have caused such a terrible circumstance. 

“Please.” Lily clutched her hands together. Praying to him. Her cunt vibrating in heat because of his nearness.

He owned her—mind, body, and soul.

She would beg for his forgiveness. She would continue to beg to suck his Cock. She would beg to be his slave. 

And all because Delilah had taken the initiative—because she wanted to be Miles’s Perfect Slave. His Top Bitch. His Number One Girl. 

Miles nodded at Delilah, and with his approval, Delilah guided Lily’s willing, pretty mouth onto his Cock. The office filled with feminine moans. All three beauties were all so turned on by his Cock. Whenever it was Hard, they were Happy. 

Delilah came from watching this mindfucked girl’s mouth become violated on his amazingly hard shaft. Lily came—as she knew she would—by following orders. Their orgasms matched, crescendoing together, their bodies vibrating and writhing in wet, hot, dripping unison. All of them grinding, moaning, pressing into their Master and whispering how much they needed and loved him and only him. 

Delilah looked at the man she loved—the Only Man Alive to Her—and thought of how strange and hot it was that all this was set into motion only the day before. 

* * * * *
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THE MORNING OF THE day before, Delilah sat on top of the desk, legs crossed, looking down at Mona. Conversely, Mona sat in a chair looking up at Delilah with open, blank eyes. It was obvious that Mona was hypnotized by Delilah’s gorgeous gaze, her entire beautiful visage. To Mona, Delilah was all that was woman, and it was easy to see why. 

Though they were at the office, Delilah could have easily been on the red carpet somewhere in her tiny Valentino dress and red-hot five-inch heel Gucci ankle boots. The boots were soft calf leather with a silver chain sliding from the outside in. 

They smelled like money. Their boss—their Master—Miles mindfucked anyone and everyone he wanted, and so he had a lot of disposable income. That meant Delilah had a pretty much endless bank account to spend on pretty, expensive clothes. 

With a body like hers—tall, leggy, busty, achingly thin, effortlessly fit, with gorgeous long hair and a face that could stop air flight traffic—she felt she deserved a new pretty outfit for pretty much every single day she was alive. 

Miles was all too happy to bankroll this. 

“Anyway,” the gorgeous Delilah said to Mona, who stared up at her blankly and with no small amount of adoration, “you don’t really need college.”

Mona wore a tiny plaid tan skirt and mega-hot Balenciaga thigh-high knife boots. 

“Don’t need college.”

Her voice was empty, like her head.

“Not like you need Master’s Cock.”

Mona blushed, biting her lower lip. Her legs spread automatically, as if she were programmed (which she was) to open her legs and touch herself at the merest mention of her object of worship—Miles’s Cock. 

Miles was their boss, but he was much more than that. Delilah and Mona both interchangeably referred to him as their Master, their Owner, their God, their King, and their Daddy, depending on the level of their arousal and how many times their tight, toned, tit-heavy bodies had been wracked to bits by cunt-shaking orgasms that day. 

Usually, the more orgasms they had meant the more they would run the terms together, so by the end of the day, proclaiming him as their DaddyGodKing was perfectly within the realm of possibility.

“Master’s...Cock.” Mona’s smile was gorgeous.

In fact, everything about Mona was gorgeous. Miles had taken care of that—about Mona’s appearance and Delilah’s too. 

Before he took over their lives, they had both already been more than a little attractive, both rather inundated with offers from eager men whenever they ventured out into the world. 

Now, however, they were both certified stunners, the kind that looked like they had walked straight off of magazine covers. Their hair was thick—Delilah's deep chestnut brown and Mona's blond—and long and impossibly shiny. Their skin bloomed with healthy vibrancy, free of any blemishes or marks. Their tits bounced happily without bras. Their abdomens were tight; their bellies were flat; their faces were lush and lustful and their eyes bright and empty of any thought save Obeying and Worshiping Master. 

Delilah wasn’t sure how it had all worked, how her body had changed. She didn’t need to be sure—all she needed to do was Worship Cock. But why that was, and how that was, were more than a bit beyond her to put together. 

From the best she could tell, Miles went to some ancient tomb in South America as a normal twenty-something and came back with the confidence, body, and Cock of a God. 

It only made sense, then, that something had happened in that tomb. He had been inhabited by some spirit of masculinity, or made some kind of offering, or cast some ancient spell...

In the final accounting, it didn’t matter. All that really mattered to Delilah these days was that she was gorgeous, that she adored Miles, that she adored His Cock, that she got to go to sleep with her lovely young mouth wrapped around its massive girth and got to wake up with hot cum in her belly and more of his Cock to suck (usually with Mona’s gorgeous face right there with her so that the two of them could start their hours with long, easy, soulful make-out sessions on top of Master’s Cock). 

“That’s right,” Delilah said to Mona. “If you go to college, think of all that time you won’t spend worshiping Him. Think about that. That’s called opportunity cost. You’ll miss out on blowjobs, babe. Lots of blowjobs.”

“So many...blowjobs.”

Mona, drooling now, looked up at her and repeated dumbly what she said; this was happening kind of a lot lately. Like Delilah had the same kind of influence that Miles had over her, to a lesser degree. 

Mona’s brain seemed to drain right out of her ears whenever she and Miles were alone in the room together. One day, he had experimented and convinced her that her name was actually Marlene instead of Mona; later he tired of it and switched it back. It so thoroughly fucked with Mona's reality that she had asked Delilah just yesterday when they thought they would see that cutie Marlene again. 

“You’ll quit college. For Master.”

Mona nodded. “I’ll quit for Master.”

“You don’t need to go.”

“I don’t need to go.”

“You don’t want to go.”

“I don’t want to go.”

But the point remained that the influence Delilah held over Mona—and the point to which Delilah was able to think for herself and not feel so Cock-cravingly overwhelmed that she couldn’t even add two and two together—was a gift from Miles to exclusively Delilah. 

The other women he fucked didn’t seem to share this privilege: the ability to think independently. And Miles fucked a lot of women. Even Bonnie—the official office secretary, who Miles didn’t fuck at all—was getting so stupid she couldn’t even put together the office coffee without YouTube tutorials every morning. 

Delilah felt rather proud of that, actually. The corrupting, body-altering influence of Miles’s Cock meant that Bonnie got hotter every day. The once-attractive fifty year-old now looked like she was barely pushing thirty, if that, with tits that seemed to grow with every passing hour. Yet Delilah’s cruel streak, activated for no other reason than that Bonnie wasn’t naturally young like herself and Mona, meant that she didn’t want to see Miles fuck Bonnie. 

And so he didn’t—because Delilah whispered in his ear about how fun it was to make Bonnie suffer for his Cock only to never have it, how sexy it was to make Delilah flaunt what she had and what Bonnie wouldn't get, how cruelly hot it was to visibly fuck Mona from his office while Delilah stood by the blinds and made sure Bonnie watched. 

And all that time he got harder and harder because Delilah stroked him beautifully and said he deserved more. Deserved younger. Deserved hotter. She whispered heat into his ear about the hot fucking casting call she was going to hold for models to come to his office exclusively to pick the hottest women in the city to Serve. His. Cock.

She meant every word, of course. The casting call would be next week. Preparations were already underway. 

“Repeat it back to me, Mona.” Delilah smiled, slowly uncrossing her legs. “All of it. And I’ll let you lick me.”

Delilah didn’t wear panties, of course. They just got in the way. Miles fucked her at work at least three times a day, and that was only if he wasn’t out most of the day fucking up lives of other influentials in the city. He’d be mayor soon, and then governor, and then President. He’d need a wife—someone stately, serene, gorgeous. A perfect aching dark fuckpet to whisper hot evil things in his ear and tell him everything he wanted to know so that his rule could be perfect and absolute. 

She thought of all kinds of dark and wicked acts for him. Delilah wanted to hold his Cock while he ordered drone strikes; to moan and beg and suck him off during a state of the union address. Anything at all that he wanted, that would make him feel powerful, she wanted to give him. 

There wasn’t a doubt in Delilah’s mind—she was the wife he deserved, even without a ring on her finger. 

Mona looked at Delilah’s pussy—her stately, serene, gorgeous pussy—and the drool that had begun to develop formed a slow line from her lips down to her chin. 

“Nnnng.” She moaned, leaning forward.

Delilah put a long finger on her forehead, holding Mona back. “Nuh ah ah. Repeat it back. All of it.”

“Y-yes, Mistress. You are my Mistress, Mistress. I am your slave. Miles comes first. He always Comes First. But otherwise I belong to You. I’ll do what You say. I Worship You. You are a Goddess. I’ll do anything You say. I’ll quit college. I don’t need it. It just gets in the way of blowjobs. I don’t want to go.”

This was out in the open, right in view of the foyer of the office where visitors came. Bonnie sat at the front desk, obediently looking forward, not even allowed to touch herself. Lips quivering. Breath shaking and hot. 

Bonnie wanted to touch her clit desperately. Delilah had taken care of that, had told her, “You want to touch yourself desperately all the time. When I'm around. When Miles's around. When we're not around. All you want to do is finger yourself stupid and cum.”

She also told Bonnie she wasn’t allowed to do just that except at the very end of the day before bed. 

So as Mona came forward, her soft wet teenage tongue sliding up Delilah’s pussy, earnestly searching for her clit and finding it after only a few probing licks, Delilah moaned extra loud. Letting Bonnie know what she was missing. 

They had gotten to work at about 7 that morning; Miles liked to start early. 

It was now 7:15 AM. 

Delilah had a wonderful feeling about today. 

* * * * * 
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AT 8:15 AM, DELILAH’S wonderful feeling had turned into a bad one. 

After Mona finished licking Delilah’s pussy, bringing her to the absolute peak of feminine excitement (which was only so much, as the difference between a Mona-Delivered Orgasm and a Cock-Delivered Orgasm was like that between atomic fusion and an atomic bomb—and the difference between an orgasm Delilah had from Sucking Cock [which she had every thirty seconds or so while Sucking Cock, without fail] and Miles Fucking Her with His Cock was like that between a hydrogen bomb and a full-on supernova), she and Mona knelt down onto the office floor and crawled their way into Miles’s office.

He was prepared for them, as always. Legs spread apart a bit, just barely a crack of room between his shin and the edge of the desk so that their tight, young heated bodies would have to press against him to get into position. The silk of their blouses and dresses pushing to one side. Their tall heels clicking together. Their silly young bodies giggling with delight as he played with them using his feet and shins like he might a pair of kittens. All the while the heady scent of his arousal filling their noses, their rapidly dissolving brains. 

There underneath his desk, they sucked their Master’s Cock for a beautiful thirty minutes. Sparkling pink tongues sliding up and down the length of his shaft, small long-fingered hands adoring his heavy balls. Their sexy plush mouths creating a pleasant vacuum effect from interlocking on the head from either side, the two beauties madly making out on top of his Cock. They were nearly as turned on by each other as they were by him.

The whole time his precum leaking down. Every lick made them high, brainless. Every taste annihilated thoughts and memories of life before Miles, replaced with memories of only servitude. Delilah knew, for example, that she hadn't sucked Miles's Cock in college—that they hadn't even gone to the same college—but all the same her brain provided her with regular images of her in a small dorm room wearing designer underwear and giving her young God a glorious blowjob while he played video games. Another memory where she manipulated a cadre of nerds into writing term papers for her and for Miles so that the two of them could go off on a ski trip together and fuck by fire light for a hot four-day weekend in the mountains. 

All unreal, all completely based entirely in fictions Delilah wasn't even reading. And yet slowly these dim recollections became full-on flashbacks until they were fully-fledged back story, hard anchor points which Delilah began to wrap her life, philosophy, and understanding around. 

Miles wasn't just her lover; he was her only lover. He was the first Cock she had ever tasted, the only one she had ever wanted. Sucking him off in the morning at work was a long continuation of a dynasty of servitude that had begun with her own sexual awakening which, more and more, felt like it pre-dated even her college years. 

Had she been a high school cheerleader, being drilled into a locker underneath the stadium by Miles?

It made a lot of sense...but had it really happened?

Did it even fucking matter, if it was what she believed now?

Delilah and Mona once upon a time had a lot non-Miles related brain cells, folds in their brain that had nothing to do with kneeling and sucking cock. Mona even knew Calculus at one point.

Now the only thing she calculated was how long Delilah would hog all of Miles’s cum when he finally erupted. The answer was as much as Delilah wanted. 

When her Master came, Delilah's lips wrapped exclusively around his cock, sucking and surging down and up, knowing that her Master’s Cock was extra sensitive when he came and it was important that his sensation neither stop nor become too intense. She moaned rapturously, feeling his hot seed spray straight into her stomach, filling her with a warmth only rivaled by when he came into her cunt directly. 

When most of his orgasm had passed, and only the small after-spurts remained, Delilah allowed Mona to have her share. This was just mere cups compared to the hot gallon of cum Delilah took in, but nonetheless Mona swallowed them down with zeal and gratitude. 

As they cooed and slowly marveled at His Impressive, Still-Hard Shaft and the unending stream of precum that flowed from it like a fountain, the two beauties talked and moaned to each other. Their soft, silky, lilting voices became interchangeable; they both thought the same things. 

“His Cock is so wonderful.”

“His Cock is the best.”

“We’re so Lucky.”

“You’re so pretty.”

“I know. You’re so pretty. That’s why we get to adore him like this.”

“It’s so fucking easy for us. I love sucking his Cock so much. He’s a God. He is God.”

Now it was time to be a little mean; Master liked that.

“We’re so much prettier than Bonnie. She’ll never get to be back here with us.”

His Cock twitched so hard precum splashed wildly onto Delilah's heavy tits.

“What a stupid cunt. I bet we could get her to believe he’ll actually let her suck him off today. We should make her think so and then beg to suck Daddy off in front of her.”

“He’ll let us. He always lets us.”

This kind of talk made Miles heated—them talking about their superiority, their arrogance, their vanity. If in this world, these two unattainably hot beauties cared about themselves first and foremost, how sexy they were, how hot they made each other, how no one else could touch how pretty they were—then it meant all the more if the One Thing uniting their personalities was that they needed, worshiped, obeyed, and adored His Cock. 

That was Power. Owning their Vanity. Owning their Arrogance. 

Delilah loved being this object of Power for him. 

She rode that buzz all the way out of the office, fully planning on implementing her little “Mock the Cunt” plan with Mona. She exited Miles’s space how she always did—crawling half the distance to the door, then slowly moving upward ass-first in an elaborate yoga-like pose so he could see how wet he’d left her cunt. 

For other women, it would have been difficult to move so gracefully in the tall platform heels that Delilah sported—for her, it was natural as breathing. The folds of her brain that had formally been devoted to useless things like shame or traffic laws were now wired entirely for showing off for Daddy. 

But, outside the office, her plans changed. 

The richest man in the city, Pedro Paolo had arrived in the office and spoke in low tones with Bonnie. Clearly trying to make an appointment and bully Bonnie. Pedro looked like if a fire hydrant had spray-painted itself tan and ran a jewelry conglomerate. Stocky, classless, but obviously rolling in dough.

More importantly, he walked into the office with his wife, Helena Paolo—who was hands-down the most beautiful woman Delilah had seen in her entire life. 

She was exactly the kind of gorgeous that Delilah was. She was tall and tight, her body ridiculously toned, every part of her tiny in all the right ways. Her breasts were heavy and perfect, twin tear drops of fuck-me flesh, with a massive elaborate wave of jet black hair framing an angelic face. 

All that gorgeousness—and she hadn't even met Miles yet. 

Miles, who made Delilah into a living sexdoll, who had made Mona into a walking wet dream, who had somehow de-aged Bonnie without even fucking her. 

What would he do to someone like Helena Paolo?

Delilah’s good feeling evaporated, replaced with sudden fear. It wasn’t hard to pinpoint the exact nature of the bad feeling; after her recent conversion from erstwhile appreciator to full-blown worshiper of the One and Only Cock on Earth, she had hardly experienced any bad feelings at all. 

In fact, most of her feelings had been orgasmic. Those that hadn’t been orgasmic could easily be categorized as heat, giggles, or sneering superiority to other women and “men” she came across who didn’t measure up to the exacting standards of her Master’s Amazing Cock. 

This was the first woman that Delilah had ever seen in her entire life who had made her feel ignorable. One look at Helena—and how Helena looked around at the office—and it was clear that she gave negative fucks about anyone present. That included Delilah.

Little more than a week had passed since Delilah had transformed into the perfect office fuckpet of Miles Abram.. Delilah had spent that week sucking his cock, being fucked, cleaning and cooking for Miles at his apartment in the skimpiest lingerie possible, and cheering Miles on while he fucked and mindfucked the dead sexy Mona. 

“Now see here,” said Pedro. “You’re going to let me in there, now. I don’t have time to waste. I’m not going to spend any more of it talking to some bimbo who’s talking to me about a meeting he’s having. Those two—” he pointed at Delilah and Mona, “are not critical to this city’s planning! Don’t lie to me.”

His wife seemed to be rather amused with his blow-up. He stormed past Bonnie, who protested meekly, knees wildly pressing together to hold in what Delilah assumed was several hours worth of needing to cum. 

Helena followed after him, eventually, clearly bored. She looked used to being bored with him. Delilah gulped as the door clicked shut behind her; that gorgeous bitch was about to become really unbored, that was for sure.

“Who was that?” Mona asked. 

“Pedro Paolo is the richest man in the entire city,” Bonnie explained. “His wife is some model fresh on the scene. I think they married out of the country; she was too young for a marriage here until just a few months ago.”

“She’s eighteen?” Delilah asked, incredulous.

“Yes.”

Delilah shook her head. “She looks so...put together.” 

Bonnie shrugged. “Some girls get all the luck.”

Mona giggled. “Especially when they’re not old shoes like you, Bonnie.”

As upset as Delilah was, it made her heart melt to hear Mona tearing down Bonnie like that. Obedient. Sneering. Arrogant. Just like Master wanted her. 

That Helena was eighteen threw Delilah for a loop. She had that kind of timeless beauty that some true once-in-a-lifetime stunners had that meant their real age was hard to place. Classic beauty in the cheekbones and nose and exotic in the eyes and lips. Delilah’s pussy was on fire just from thinking about her.

And now that girl—that complete stunner, that bombshell—was alone in the office with Miles. Miles, her Master. Her King. Her Daddy. Her God—her God who she so badly wanted to be Officially Attached to, to be His Wife, His Accomplice. 

His Dark Partner. 

And he was alone in an office with the most beautiful woman Delilah had ever seen, and Miles’s entire deal was making beautiful women realize how badly they needed to Worship. His. Cock.

From inside the office, she heard shouting for a little bit. Then the shouting died out. Then she heard the deep, rumbling tones of Miles’s voice. He was such a fucking man—he could turn anyone over to his side. After about fifteen minutes, the couple walked out.

Pedro, who had seemed like some barely-containable bear earlier, now looked tame as a young puppy. His eyes big, brow heavy with sweat, his face slack and empty. He looked like he might have a stroke. That would make Delilah really hot—to watch someone die who Miles had essentially killed. She would love that; she would cheer him on. 

Anyone who he said had to go just had to go, and that was that. 

As they walked out, Helena deliberately distanced herself from Pedro, going so far as to slap his hand away at one point. Miles’s influence already working on her heavily. 

She strutted deliberately, this sexiest woman on earth, this complete and utter goddess come to life, doing her best to make Miles look at her as she walked away. She turned, smiled, and played with her hair, biting one lip with obviously heated need. 

Delilah looked, and Miles definitely looked. 

He definitely liked what he saw as Helena exited the office. 

Delilah could smell his precum gathering in a hot puddle beneath his desk; the presence of it made her own orgasmic need begin to build. Daddy would need a fuck, soon—but he’d only be thinking of Helena while it happened. 

Strategic, Delilah pulled in Mona and pushed her toward Miles. Mona obediently, automatically dropped to her knees in the office. The same precum scent hitting her harder than it hit Delilah. 

“What’s this about, babe?”

She didn’t answer, pure intent on her mind. 

Delilah bent Mona over on the desk and spread her legs wide. Skirt slid up, tits crushed on the mahogany. Cooing, moaning, she took Miles’s Cock and slid it up inside Mona’s cunt and gave out a soft throat cheer at the penetration. 

Miles—in the middle of being all-but-autopiloted into fucking the mindfucked pussy of a gorgeous nineteen year-old blonde who would win any beauty contest this side of the Mississippi—barely seemed to register. He was still staring at the invisible trail that Helena had left in his office.

“Daddy?”

“Yeah, babe.” He was distant; his mind in the clouds. Fucking Mona like someone else might play on their phone. 

“Daddy, do You want to fuck?”

His hands came down on Mona’s tiny waist. She was so thin his thumbs touched while his digits flexed on the desk. 

“Yeah,” he said. “Fuck...fuck yeah.”

Just as Delilah had suspected, he fucked Mona different. She had seen him fuck Mona for being Mona. She had even seen him fuck Mona for thinking of Delilah, when she was making him hot about all the minds she wanted to fuck up for her DaddyGodMaster—and she so certainly did. 

But this was more brutal. More urgent. More needy and fast. He could hold off from coming for as long as he wanted. Sometimes he did just to make Delilah into a drooling, brainless, ditzy mess for a few hours because he liked to show off his power that way. She loved that too. 

But now he fucked Mona hard. Every thrust powerful. A piston from a heavy engine. 

“That Helena sure was something, wasn’t she?”

His voice was guttural and low. 

“Y-Yes, Sir.”

Delilah felt jealousy spiking; she couldn’t control it. 

It wasn’t that she didn’t want Miles to fuck Helena. She did. She really did.

She just didn’t want Helena to take her place. The Favored Place. The Wife Place. The Accomplice Place. The Confidant Place. 

That was what was terrifying. That was what made Delilah decide what to do next. 

“Helena,” he said again, fucking Mona harder. “Helena...Helena...”

Delilah resisted; she Knew what he wanted. But she held out, not saying unless he Ordered—

“Say her name,” he said. “Say You want me to fuck her.”

The violation was immediate and earth-shattering, and made all the stranger and hotter because she couldn’t say no and because Miles said it she didn’t want to say no and she in fact felt pure unrivaled sweaty heat from complying.

“Helena!” she moaned in his ear. “Fuck this cunt like You’ll fuck Helena, Daddy. You’ll fuck Helena. You’ll fuck her so good. Oh fuck her, Master, Please?”

He didn’t last long after that. It was too much. This gorgeous hot dolled-up mindfucked super-beauty begging him to fuck Helena—the Helena who had just fucked up his world and turned his every need upside down.

She watched him from behind, cumming herself, head clearing just slightly as the pleasure escaped her. She watched his hips slowly power down, his big hands running down Mona's tight yummy body, watched Mona's own body unravel itself from the hyper-pleasured yogic clench that his fucking had powered her into. 

Delilah loved Miles too much to let him go to Helena. She had to be the Dark Partner, the Confidant, the Evil Accomplice.

There was something she had in her back pocket, something she had been thinking about for a while now. 

At the end of last week, Miles’s old girlfriend Lily had come to visit and it had clearly thrown Miles for a loop. He even sometimes moaned her name while Delilah sucked his Cock.

Well. Delilah would see what Lily thought about becoming Miles’s mindless fucktoy forever. Then who would deserve to be his Accomplice? 

Delilah. Delilah, and not Helena.

* * * * *
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FOR THE BRIEFEST OF moments, Delilah had second thoughts. 

She was considering all manner of terrible actions. Things that could get her arrested or worse—taken away from the Cock. She tried to go for a walk outside to clear her head.

Her heels clicked against the hard marble of the office and then resounded pleasantly on the concrete outside. 

In the fresh air, away from the heavy musk of the office, always filled with so many pleasant and escalating smells—Cock, Cunt, Milk, Cum—her head began to clear. She decided she would go to her car and go to the lingerie shop. Nothing would make her feel better than knowing she could look good in a pair of skimpy, barely-there underwear—and, to make it all even better, she could shame the other clerks for not looking as hot as her or recruit one of them for Master's Cock. 

Then, she would suck Daddy’s Cock all night long and beg him to make her his wife. 

He wouldn’t go back on his word; he was too much of a man for that. So, if she could just convince him that way...then she didn’t need to do the insane thing that was brewing in her head. 

“Oh, ma’am?”

The voice was clearly Helena’s. Delilah hadn’t heard it yet, but no other woman could produce a voice that simultaneously clear, sexy, sultry, and vulnerable like she had. There was an accent to it, something exotic and European that automatically made Delilah's blood boil with desire.

Delilah turned to see—as she suspected—Helena approaching her. 

“Hi. I’m Helena Paolo.” 

She held out a hand. Delilah practiced all her available willpower and simply looked at it. A beautiful woman making an offer like that really was hard to resist; Delilah had some impression of the effect she herself must have had on other people for the first time in a long time. 

“I know who you are.”

Helena slowly put her hand down. She even made that look graceful, like she had never intended to have it out to begin with.

“Miles Abram...he’s your boss, is that right?”

“That’s right.”

Helena bit her lower lip. “He’s really...something. Isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“He’s like...I’ve never met a man like that.”

“No.” Delilah crossed her arms. “You haven’t.”

“Is he attached?” 

Delilah took a second to answer, and then Helena filled that hesitation. 

“No. No, of course not. A man like that? Even if he’s fucking someone...it’s not exclusive. He’s fucking whoever he wants, huh? He’s probably fucking you.” Helena seemed to see her for the first time. “God. Oh, yeah. He is fucking you, isn’t he? Wow. How could he not? You’re hot. Is he good?”

Try as she might, Delilah couldn't scowl. Helena was just too fucking pretty, and Delilah was ingrained to treat all pretty little things like they belonged to Master already—which was probably true in this case. 

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

Helena's look said that she very much could believe her. That she wanted to believe her.

Delilah got the distinct impression that Helena was testing her—finding out if she were friend or foe. That this was a woman who was used to other women being catty to her because of the way she looked. That she valued loyalty and consistency above all else. And Delilah, if she were to make an enemy now, was going to make one for life.

She could also make an ally—similarly for life. But Delilah knew if she did that, if she let Helena in, then that would mean letting Helena take control. Already—smelling Miles’s musk on the exotic beauty—Delilah wanted to lick her. Touch her. Finger her and even beg her to lick Delilah’s pussy. 

Helena continued. “I can...is it okay to tell you?”

No! No No No! You fucking bitch!

“Yes.” Delilah smiled her best charming smile. “Of course.”

“I can feel him still. Like...against my skull. I can like...I can almost feel his Cock...like it’s fucking the folds of my brain.” She licked her lips, a flush creeping down her gorgeous pale white neck. “That sounds like a little fucked up, I know. But I just can’t...shake it. It only feels like it’s getting stronger. Like time-release heroin or something.”

It would have been easy to hug Helena. To bring her in. To make her drink Delilah's hot titty-milk and rap with her about the glories of serving Miles's amazing Cock.

Instead, Delilah sneered. “It sounds like you’ve got a lot to think about.”

Delilah began to walk away.

Helena tried to hurry after her, but Delilah rushed into her car. She thought she heard a plea in Helena’s voice.

“Talking about it just makes it hotter,” she said.

Delilah got in her car.

“Don’t you feel it too?”

Buckled her seat belt. Turned the key; the car roared to life. 

“Tell me you feel it too!”

Zooming out of the parking lot, Delilah smacked hard against a curb. 

The scariest thing about Helena was how lived-in her luxury felt; the way her aura screamed her privilege. Like she was born in it—which she very probably was. 

When Delilah was transformed, she had been incredibly pretty. Then she became spectacular—and that was, she suspected, only because she had embraced the change.

But Helena? Helena was already spectacularly gorgeous. The only area at all where Delilah had her beat was tit-size, and Delilah suspected heavily that would change the longer Miles’s influence worked on her. 

The episode only strengthened Delilah’s resolve. Prison be damned, she had to risk it. 

For the love of her Master, she had to kidnap and mindfuck his old girlfriend. 

* * * * * 
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BY NECESSITY, THEIR plan was simple. Mona was too stupid these days to follow a complicated plan, and Delilah was too elsewise furious with Helena’s intrusion in her life to come up with anything intricate. They worked with all the subtlety of a sledgehammer. 

Luckily, Lily was already fairly mindfucked and distracted from meeting Miles the week before. His influence didn't wane; it only grew. It was either fucking you up or fuckin you up more. 

Ungh. That was what Delilah LOVED about her Man.  

At 5 PM, Delilah sent a text to Lily: I’ll tell you everything you want to know about Miles. Meet me tonight, 7 PM.

Lily had been trying now for some time to get Delilah to turn on her boss. There was a similar problem with those cops that kept stopping by. They knew something was up about Miles. They knew he was guilty. They knew that all his good luck and great circumstances couldn’t be explained away like he kept doing. 

But when it came to crunch time—to actually calculate that he had all these gorgeous women in his office bending over backwards to please him, and how did that all make sense...something blocked their understanding.

Maybe it was just the surrealist horror of it all—maybe they didn’t want to admit that anyone could be as clearly powerful as he was and get away with it. Maybe they were just too practical and didn’t want to imagine any kind of supernatural explanation. 

Or maybe—and this was Delilah’s favorite explanation—they simply weren’t Worthy to Understand the True Extent of His Glory like she was. 

She had figured it out, after all. She had discovered that worshiping Miles’s Cock was the Way and the Truth, the One Path toward enlightenment. She was, so far, his only fucktoy who had discovered that on her own. 

As far as she knew, anyway. As long as he hadn’t made her think that was what happened—which she decided was hot anyway. 

But that was why she had to protect her spot against Helena. She had to let him know that she valued being a fucktoy who brought him home other hot fucktoys to adore him. Didn’t He Deserve That?

She thought of His Cock. Beautiful, Thick, Glorious, Long. Drenched in precum and saliva. Ungh. 

Yes. He did. 

She sent Lily the details with her apartment’s address. She lived in a neighborhood with lots of trees and a bar on the corner. Her apartment, one of three in the building, had turned into what was essentially now a giant closet and laundry room now that Delilah spent most of her days and nights with Miles. He liked his quarters clean, though—no piles of cum-stained clothes, no ultra-soaked panties, no milk-scented lingerie push-up bras. 

So all that kind of clothing found a residence in Delilah’s apartment. She had been meaning to get Mona or maybe even Bonnie onto cleaning it up and organizing for her. It’s also where Delilah directed all her new packages of clothing, which were now as regular as the mail itself. She had spent upward of six figures of Miles's insane influx of money on new clothes since becoming Miles’s fuckdoll full-time. 

It was important that she understand how little her money meant. He'd made her close down her bank accounts. She was completely dependent on her Man. 

Once she mentioned casually that she would pay for a pair of Louboutin heels; she thought that would please him. Afterward, Miles didn’t let her suck His Cock for a whole three hours. 

She learned her lesson—she didn’t pay. Ever. 

She got the message, and even took her famous initiative: the following morning, she produced paperwork to liquidate all her holdings and transfer it over into his possession. It was a mere drop in the bucket compared to the kind of cash he had around, but symbolically, it pleased him. She got to suck him off then for three hours. 

Delilah remembered these things as she waited for Lily to arrive, sitting in the darkness of the apartment and idly touching her clit. She toyed with the special surprise she had waiting for Lily, enjoying its amazing vibrations. Everywhere around her were boxes and bags of new clothes and piles of fuck-stained outfits. Mona was with her, in hiding, as planned.

Finally, at 7 o'clock sharp, Lily knocked at the door. 

“It's open!”

Lily stepped inside. “Hello?”

“In here!” called Delilah.

Lily hovered toward the doorway. Delilah could intuit how she was feeling. All the boxes she saw. The heavy scent of cum. The heat of Delilah and Mona’s pussies working overdrive. Delilah could see her perfectly, but Lily couldn't see them. 

“I...I’d like it better if I could see you,” said Lily. “If you could come out into the light.”

“Of course,” said Delilah. “Just a second, though! Come on inside.”

Delilah had been specific in her instructions. Mona knew exactly what to do. 

The door slammed shut as Lily came inside. Behind it was Mona; stalking her like a villain in a horror movie. Lily yelped and turned. Before she knew what was happening, Delilah and Mona were on her, taking her, dragging her to the chair already arranged in the living room. 

They ignored Lily’s screams. It was easier than Delilah thought it might have been. Master’s cum made strong and resilient to the cries of other women; how fucking fun. It felt so good to hold Lily down against her will. 

Quickly they had her tied up; they used soft restraining ropes Delilah had bought from a boutique bondage shop, so her skin wouldn’t chafe. The ropes would hold, though; it wasn’t a kink if you could just get out of them. 

They hadn't hurt Lily at all; they had just restrained her. Delilah wouldn't have been surprised, in fact, if Lily hadn't gone along with it a little bit.

Master's cum had changed Delilah's body in so many surprising ways. She could smell Lily's arousal now. Some part of her, however small, wanted this to happen.

Once she was arranged and sitting and blubbering trying to get out of it, Delilah sat on her lap. 

“Stop,” Lily blubbered. “J-just stop. Whatever you want, you can have it, I don’t care. Just d-don’t tie me up like this fuck you’re pretty...”

Lily squirmed tremendously while Mona wrapped her ankles up in more of the same rope. She whimpered, staring down Delilah’s blouse into her amazing cleavage. Delilah stroked her face and nodded, softly kissing Lily's forehead, pushing long fingers through her hair. 

She was really pretty, Lily. Bright green eyes. Dark hair. She looked like a princess on the cover of those old racy fantasy novels, only dressed up like a modern reporter in a smart Henley sweater and tight leggings. Delilah toyed with her heavy tits in the sweater and Lily moaned and tittered helplessly.

If Delilah didn’t know better—and she certainly didn’t—she would say that Lily had something of a hidden kink for being tied up like this. And certainly, everyone had a kink for Delilah sitting in their lap. She was a fucking gorgeous woman, after all. 

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” said Delilah. “Mona and I are trying to do something nice for Master.”

“M-Master?”

Lily seemed dazed already. Maybe it was the panties Mona had grabbed, soaked in Master’s cum, that she had tied together in a necklace and placed around Lily’s neck. Delilah felt her cunt on fire from their proximity, and she had a tolerance for it. It must have been frying Lily’s brain like nothing else could. 

“You know, Miles? The One Male? The True God of this Earth? The fucking fantastically big-Cocked Alpha who you broke up with because you’re a stupid bitch?”

“I...I didn’t...what? He didn’t have a...c-cock?” Her voice slurred.

“He does now. And he knows how to use it. And you’re going to know how to please it.” Delilah took out her special surprise from her own cunt, slick with her juices and heavy with her scent. “This is a vibrating egg. It goes in your pussy and I can control it remotely.”

Lily gulped. “Y-you can't. This is wrong.”

“Is it really? Do you think that way? Truly?”

Lily seemed lost in Delilah's eyes. “Truly?”

“Yes. You feel that way. Truly.”

“I feel that way,” Lily moaned. Her lips grasping for Delilah's. “Truly.”

“You truly want to do what I say.”

“I truly want to do what you say.”

Delilah's body flooded with power—the power to make others compelled to obey her. All this power, and it was all for Miles. 

“Do you want to know what it feels like?”

“What it feels like? I...yes. I...I don’t know.”

“Do you want to kiss me?”

Lily nodded eagerly. “Yes. Very much.”

“Of course you do, sweetie. I’m the prettiest girl you’ve ever seen, aren’t I? No one is prettier than me.”

“No one.”

“You want me to be your hot kissing girlfriend, don’t you?”

“Mmmph. Yes. I want to kiss you so bad...”

Delilah leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. Lily kept moaning. 

“...prettiest...girl...kissing girlfriend...”

“You want more than kisses from me. Don’t you? You want me to make you cum?”

“I...I...I’ve never...not with a girl...”

Delilah pushed her tits up into Lily's face. She shoved them so that the cum-stained panties were right on top of them; Lily had to experience both to experience one. 

“You want me to touch your pussy? Someone as pretty as me? You want me to lick you? To kiss you all over?”

“Y-yes.”

Delilah leaned in and kissed her softly and slowly. Mona mewed from her kneeling position, clasping Delilah's leg and rubbing up and down. Lily's lips were soft and tasted like strawberries. Her tongue searched inside of Delilah's, softly fruity, probing and needy. 

Finally, Delilah pulled away. 

“Did that feel good?”

Lily nodded, nudging forward. “M-more, please. You’re so pretty. Every time I see you, all I can think of is sex. Fuck, you’re so pretty...”

“Ask for the vibrator and we can kiss again.”

Lily's will was gone now. She nodded desperately. “Please. Please, put it in me.”

“Good girl. Mona?”

Mona inserted the vibrator into Lily’s waiting, willing pussy. 

Right away, Delilah giggled, kissed Lily briefly on the mouth, and stood up.

“Wait...” said Lily, mouth searching after Delilah. “I don’t understand. Where you go? I wanna....I want it, I want itttt...”

Like a little girl. Soon she would be Daddy’s little girl, forever. Just like He Deserved.

The vibrator had an app on Delilah’s phone so that she could control the pulses. She toyed with it a bit now. Turning it up and watching Lily squirm. Turning it down and watching her pant. Pulsing up, pulsing down. 

“F-fuck!” Lily moaned. 

Delilah stripped down naked. Taking her time. Keeping her heels on, but everything else gone. She brought Mona over to her pussy, bundled up her hair, and slid Mona's pretty face against one slick thigh. 

“You want some of this?”

“Y-yes!” Lily’s tongue searched forward, licking phantom cunt. “Please!”

“You have to watch, first. Get it right. You have to watch very carefully.”

Mona went to work. Delilah pulsed the vibrator in time with Mona’s careful, perfect licks. The pleasure between all three of them syncing up. 

“Watch, Lily.”

“...watch...”

“Are you watching?”

“...watching. Yes...”

Mona's skillful tongue continued on as Delilah dripped all down her chin.

“We’re going to fuck up your mind, Lily.”

“Fuck up...my mind...?”

Delilah was triumphant. “We’re going to fuck up your mind. We’re going to make you a fuckdoll for Master. We’re going to make you beg to apologize to him. Beg to suck his cock. Beg to be his brainless bimbo barbie babe. We’re going to fuck. You. Up.”

Lily whimpered. 

“Do you want that? Do you want his Cock?”

“I...I don’t know...”

“Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to be a special hot fuck sister with Mona and me?”

“Y-yes. Fuck yes...I want your pussy so bad...”

Delilah flipped through her phone and cast to the television—a massive wide screen on one wall that Miles had paid for—a video Mona had taken days before of Miles fucking Delilah. Delilah vamping for the camera—smiling, winking, moaning, playing it up. She hadn't known it was for this, but it all made sense now. Technology was so brilliant these days.

“Oh, god,” said Lily. “That’s you. He’s...fucking you.”

Delilah grabbed the last piece of the puzzle, moving herself and Mona out of Lily's field of view. The only light source in the room was the wide screen; everything else was in darkness. Like a fucked-up erotic dream being beamed into Lily's head. 

“Fuck yeah he is. He's probably getting me pregnant. Look at my fucking titties leaking all over him. God, he makes me so turned on. Watching him fuck me is going to fuck you up, Lily.”

“Oh god...no...my brain...I can't...think...”

Her tits leaked now, hot milk ready to drink. She leaned forward and re-positioned until she could drip some down Lily’s face, starting at the side of her forehead. It would slide slowly all the way into her mouth. It smelled delicious.

“Yeah. It’s all we’re going to do until your little brain is as fucked as mine. Oh, and there’s this too.”

The last piece of the puzzle was a pair of headphones, already playing mindfuck audios recorded by Delilah. She placed them on Lily's head and then—finally knowing she was finished—shoved Mona into her pussy and sat back on the couch. Watching her handiwork. Watching Master fuck her. Watching herself fuck Lily's mind with Master fucking her. 

Ungh.  

Lily tried to protest a little longer. Weakly. 

“No. Please no...n-no. No, I don’t want this. I don’t want...”

The audio had been recorded by Delilah that afternoon. It was a simple loop of about thirty seconds that she spliced with her words and a recording of Mona’s voice while she fingered herself to multiple orgasms. 

Serve Him.

Obey Him.

Worship Him.

Love Him.

Serve Cock.

Obey Cock.

Worship Cock.

Love Cock. 

And so on.

The whole time, Mona obediently and dutifully licked Delilah's pussy. Delilah came again and again and again, looking at her own beautiful face cumming to her Master's Cock inside of her. She felt like she was high and she probably was—Miles's Cock was a drug and she was the number one addict. Eventually, Lily’s pleas for help died down. 

“You did it, Mistress,” Mona said to Delilah. “You really fucked her up for Master.”

Delilah had. 

Lily had stopped resisting entirely. She huffed cum-stained panties, whimpered and orgasmed, and moaned out just one word: 

Cock.

Cock.

Cock.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH dressed like she thought Miles’s Ideal Wife would dress. 

She had on a stunning white Tom Ford dress and a blistering pair of Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. The dress dipped deep into her cleavage, a long narrow V-shape, and did nothing to hide the outrageous curves that being Miles's bimbo fuckslave had offered her. 

As Miles entered the office, Delilah was already there waiting for him. She lit up to meet him, wrapping her legs around his waist and kissing him madly. 

“Hey babe,” he said, squeezing her ass. “You look great today.”

The compliment immediately made her cum as all compliments from Master did. His Approval was so important. She moaned and bit a lip, trying to concentrate.

“Master,” said Delilah. “I have a gift for you.”

He smiled at her. “I know. It’s about that time, isn’t it?”

Obviously he had the wrong idea right away. What other kind of gift could she mean, after all? It was about 8 AM and every morning for more than a week, 8 AM meant Delilah adored her MasterGod’s Cock. It took all of Delilah’s available willpower to stop him from unbuckling his pants. 

“N-no,” she stuttered. Smiling. Nervous. “Please. Let me show you.”

She snapped her fingers, and as planned, Lily entered the office.

They planned it so Lily wore a slightly hotter version of the same outfit she had worn when she broke up with Miles: a sexy pink skirt, black skintight thigh-high boots with skyscraper heels, and a dark brown over-sized sweater that highlighted how small and fuckable her frame was.

“H-hello, Master,” said Lily.

Miles looked taken aback; the outfit was doing its work. 

“What's this about?” he asked.

Delilah nodded at his ex. “What do you have to say for yourself, Lily?”

Lily gulped. “I-I know we were like, um, dating at some point? I forget all the details. I forget things all the time now. Mistress Delilah tells me I’m going to forget my entire life soon.”

Miles looked at her. “Mistress Delilah, huh?”

“You love it. Shut up.”

He smacked her on the ass. “It’s hot as fuck. Good work.”

Lily had a velvet collar around her neck. Delilah tugged at it.

“Keep going, slave.”

Lily nodded, looking up at Miles with big eyes. “I should never have broken up with You, Sir.”

“That’s fucking right.” Delilah couldn't help herself. She kissed Miles's neck, bit his shoulder.

“I should have never said things were over,” Lily continued. “I should have begged You every day to stay on Your side, at Your side, loving You. I should have begged to be yours all the time.”

Miles's Cock was out. Right away, Delilah began stroking it. Loving Him. Supporting him in this difficult time. Hot milk began to pour from her tits, wetting down her clothes. He paused to look at Delilah—the look was loving, paternal, longing. He was really impressed with her.

“What else?” said Miles.

“Please...let me be Your slave?” Miles's Cock pulsed in Delilah's hand. “Let me be Yours? Let me belong to You, please? I worship You. I-I don’t understand it, but You’re God to me. I feel like You always have been God to me...

Miles looked at Delilah, eyebrow raised. Her body trembled with his approval.

“You used something on her,” he said.

“I used lots of things. Audio. Visual. Scents. Everything I could think of.”

“Wow. Delilah...this goes above and beyond.”

Delilah was so fucking wet. She needed him to cum.

“Fuck her mouth, babe. Fuck your ex's mouth. Take what you deserve.”

He didn't need much encouragement. Delilah shoved Lily down to her knees and pushed her forward up into his Cock. A moment's hesitation, and then independent reporter Lily was lost forever, and bimbo fuckslave secretary Lily was born, moaning over Master's Cock and weeping in gratitude. 

“Th-thank you, Daddy!” she whimpered. “Thank you, Master! Thank you SO much!”

Some of her words were hard to make out. Her tongue waggled up and down his Cock. Her form was more enthusiastic than precise; Delilah would have to fix that soon. 

One aspect of Delilah’s new life was that her senses were sharper than ever. Her body had been, at this point, after taking in so much of the Holy Nectar that was Her God’s Cum, rebuilt entirely from the ground up. 

So when Helena arrived outside to spy on them, she heard her outside. She had little doubt that Miles knew about it too—or at least knew someone was there. But Lily’s lush mouth around His Cock was enough to distract him.

And of course Helena showing up was all part of the plan—all part of Delilah establishing her control. She was the one who had told Helena to be there, who had strategically emptied the office of the other girls so that Helena could watch in privacy. It was all timed perfectly.

She knew that outside, Helena—perfectly hot stoic Helena—was already fingering her cunt to what she was watching. Delilah put her hand on the back of Lily's head and started stroking the beauty's face up and down her Master's Cock. Delilah's tits, so heavy and wet already, spilled milk down Miles's side as Lily pleasured him.

This is what I do, she wanted to scream. This is what I do to other women whenever the fuck I want. You better stay clear or I'll do it to you, too. I'll erase your mind until you're my fucking living fleshlight to use on my Master's Cock.

“Fuck,” said Miles again. “Delilah. This is so good, babe.”

“Good enough for a wife?” Delilah asked.

“A wife?” he laughed a little. “Are you serious?”

He demurred, but his Cock leapt. Lily squealed as her body lifted off the ground from his pulsating hardness.

Delilah straightened. Her hand pumped Lily’s face up and down his Cock. Droplets of her milk splattered sexily on Lily's face.

“That’s what I want, Miles. You didn’t have to leave me with so much of my mind, did you? Mona’s lucky if she has a sentence that’s more than ten words. Lily is certainly just as mindfucked...”

“I’ll remind you that you fucked up Lily.”

He fucked her mouth harder, matching his thrusts with Delilah's measured strokes.

“But that’s my point, don’t you see? If you wanted, I’d be a brainless, drooling mess all the time.”

He smiled cockily. “You’re a brainless drooling mess whenever I want, doll.”

Her cunt vibrated. She really wanted to be a bimbo fuckdoll for him whenever he wanted. 

“I know. But you also decided to make that not happen. When you could have. That’s a message. What you decide and what you don’t decide are equally important. You let me keep my mind so I could do things like this for you.”

She moved Lily’s mouth more urgently up and down now. Lily sounded low on air. Delilah didn't care. 

Miles grunted, clearly impressed with Lily's efforts. “You’ve got me at a bit of a disadvantage, doll.”

“It’s only fair,” said Delilah. “You have me at a disadvantage all the time, don’t you? The way you fuck with my mind. With all our minds. You could be behind all of this, even me bringing Lily to you.”

“It never occurred to me, actually.” His breath catching. “But it’s hot as fuck.”

“Please? I’ll be a perfect wife. I can’t cook or clean very well, but I’ll make sure Lily can, and anyone else we need I’ll make sure to enslave for you, and...”

He caught her and kissed her passionately. His fire surprised her. Her milk spilled down their torsos.

“I’ve gotta cum,” he groaned. He pushed Lily to one side. She collapsed, exhausted from the double-fuck she experienced. “I want to fuck my fiance.”

Delilah was on him in a minute. Her cunt so slick and ready; his entire foot-plus Cock slid up into her with complete ease and right away she was cumming. “D-do you mean it?”

“Fuck.” He slammed her up and down his cock. Using her the same way they used Lily’s head. Lily’s hot saliva making his cock even slicker inside of her cunt. “Yes. You’ll be my wife. I’ll buy you a ring tomorrow.”

“S-say it again, Master?” she begged him. Knowing Helena was listening, watching. “Say it loud?”

“You'll be my wife,” he slammed into her.  

Every thrust into her cunt broke Delilah's mind apart and put it back together again. Her heavy tits bounced underneath him, more milk spreading all over the office.

“You'll be my wife.”

The massive Cock he sported bulged her belly. Long ago her insides had rearranged to make room. She was so fucking fertile and unprotected that she knew she'd be pregnant from him soon enough. She felt like she ovulated constantly.

“You'll be my wife.”

Delilah screamed his name—all his titles. Miles, Master, King, Daddy, God!

“You'll be my wife.”

Delilah held on for dear life; he had never been so worked up before. His hot load was on its way. 

Cum in me please. Cum in me, cum in me, cum in me, oh god cum in meeee

“You'll be my wife.”

He emptied himself entirely into her hot willing fertile cunt. She begged him on, legs squeezing while he drained completely into her body. Underneath them, Lily licked up the leftovers.

Outside, she could hear Helena’s moans as she came. No doubt equal parts anguish and adoration—knowing that Delilah would be ahead of her forever, now. 

Delilah smiled, whispering loving thoughts to her husband-to-be. 

Everything was going according to plan.

# # #
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They were in a honeymoon suite in the most expensive hotel on the planet. Five body-perfect girls knelt before him, whispering pleas and begging to be his. 

Each one had spectacularly huge tits, tiny waists, wide fertile hips, and gorgeous faces. All had long hair and sparkling young skin and fresh tight cunts that would stay tight and hot and permanently wet. Their gorgeous, hefty breasts spilled over with milk that lubricated their caresses and kisses. Each loved their Master completely. Each needed him more than anyone else. 

They all loved each other, these girls; they were a sisterhood of service and devotion to their living God and his Holy Cock. Each one wore nothing but lingerie, diamonds, and heels. Each one had enough hot jewelry on them to fund small third-world countries for months. 

Each of them could break the hearts of billionaires around the globe and fuck up the global economy just with a few winks and some carefully positioned smiles. The only thing more important to any of them than each other was His Cock. 

But only one of them really Deserved His Cock. The one in the middle. Helena. In the bright white bridal lingerie.

And so the Master chose Helena, because he always chose Helena, and she spread her legs wide and urged him in. 

“Oh Master, thank you,” she moaned. She could bring down nations in seconds with a plea like that, and she used all her wiles and all her beauty and all her ability just to make her Master Hard. 

“You're so fucking big,” and he was. “You're so fucking strong,” and he really was. 

He was so strong that when the rest of the girls climbed onto him, pushed against his body and Helena's and pressed them together like one living symbiotic groupfuck-hug, he barely noticed their weight. All he did was look into Helena's perfect face and groan and kiss her hard and make her fertile, tight body shiver with delight from the enormous width and length of his gigantic GodCock filling her up to get her pregnant.

Just to Helena's right, wearing bright red silk lingerie, was Delilah, who had worked tirelessly to make this all happen—whether she knew it or not. 

You see, not so long ago, Delilah thought she would be his bride—the lucky, lucky, luckiest girl who received all his cum first.

But he hadn't married Delilah; he'd married someone even better. Someone even hotter. And Delilah was quickly forgetting that she had ever wanted it any other way.

* * * * *
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SOME WEEKS PRIOR, DELILAH marinated in the certainty that nothing would ever change the fact that Miles would marry Delilah. It was the only way she wanted things to be, and her Master in his generosity had given that certainty to her.

Another model, the seventh one that day, strutted down the stone runway in the middle of Miles’s newly refurbished office. 

The model—her name was Alexandra, per her sheet—was tall and beautiful and thin. She wore black lingerie and a pair of gorgeous heels with gold buckles. Her dark hair was made up perfectly. The heels snapped sharply as she strutted, stroke a pose, and smiled right at Miles. 

He smiled right back. There was a lot to smile about. Delilah had taken care of that; she wanted Miles to always have a reason to smile. He didn’t always have to, but she always wanted him to be able to smile. To have something pretty to look at to remind him of how great and powerful he was, all the fantastic delicious power he held.

At his feet, between his legs, was his ex-girlfriend Lily. Her heels clacked too, but against the inside of his desk as she softly sucked his Cock while he watched the models walk. 

Delilah sat next to him wearing a stunning Gucci blazer. Very professional. Her lack of a top inside of the blazer was probably less professional, but no one was complaining—Delilah looked absolutely stunning in whatever she wore and most of the time very quickly hypnotized others into doing her bidding with about thirty seconds of eye contact and toying with her gorgeous long hair and heavy tits, which pressed heavily against the smooth silk fabric of the blazer. 

She leaned over and touched the clipboard in Miles’s hands with one long perfectly manicured finger. Whispering in his ear. An observer, like the model Alexandra, might think that she was conferring privately with him about the performance they had just seen. 

In fact, Delilah had leaned over to surreptitiously hold Lily’s head down on Miles’s Cock, slowly making her gag and choke.

“I love that sound,” she said to her fiance, in reference to the choking sounds that Lily made. “Do I have to let her off Your Cock this time?”

Lily began to lose consciousness. Her automatic nervous system kicked in, making her body thrash. Delilah’s grip was like iron; Miles had made her strong. He had to, otherwise the sheer bulk of his immensely muscular, powerful body would crush her during one of their marathon fuck sessions. 

“Maybe I can just keep her there while You drink up this hot teen thing on the runway, Master,” Delilah suggested. Her tongue lashed softly, quickly, against his ear. Her voice was a dark whisper containing all the dark cosmic urgency of stars collapsing into black holes. She was his dark partner, his Accomplice, and she loved it that way. “Maybe she can just choke until we replace her.”

Miles shifted, groaning inaudibly, and came into Lily’s throat, but then he was always cumming. His refractory period didn’t exist anymore. He came whenever he wanted—and Delilah made sure he wanted to cum a lot.

“That’s enough,” he said, gently. Delilah relaxed her grip on Lily, who swallowed as much as cum as possible while still continuing to suck Miles down. 

And then Miles said louder: “That’s enough. Thank you.”

The model Alexandra’s smile turned slowly into a look of confusion. “Are you talking to me?”

“Yes. We’re not interested.”

“But...” she looked truly puzzled. “But I’m...but...I can...I smell it. The c-c-Cock. I would...”

She took a tentative step forward. Delilah stood up immediately, towering over her from several feet away and in heels both more expensive and taller. 

“Stop. Right. There.”

If she came any closer, Delilah would fuck her up. And not just physically, either—psychologically. She’d make her wish she wasn’t born. She had already targeted every area of imperfection that Alexandra possessed—every hint of flab, every wrinkle, every split end in her hair. 

It was all well and good to want Miles’s Cock. Every girl wanted that. But he had given this bitch an order. And if she didn't obey, Delilah was all too happy to use her own Cock-Gifted Beauty to destroy her mind. 

“I..um...” Alexandra curtsied wildly, tears brimming in her eyes. “I-I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm just...I'm sorry.”

Alexandra looked like she was going to become sick. Delilah felt warm inside, watching Alexandra's entire psyche march to the precipice of sanity. She wanted to watch it jump, wanted to watch Alexandra go insane from the need for what Delilah had daily, nightly. What she was guaranteed thanks to the heavy, gaudy, massively expensive ring on her finger.

“Next!” Delilah called.

It took the carpenters, masons, and handymen about three days to do all the work of completely refurbishing the office. Originally, they had estimated a couple of months, but then Delilah had smiled and flirted with them, and then Bonnie had given them “secret” blowjobs for every day ahead of schedule they finished, and so with lots of overtime and lots of extra contractors (money was never an issue for the Abram office), the work was completed in record time. 

Their office now had a completely revamped look. The only office with walls was Miles’s—everything else was one long open-floor plan. He could see everyone—which meant he could see his girls. The ceilings had been extended upward, pipes and vents now visibly jutting through the high beams. New, sparkling marble flooring clicked happily when met with the hard-striking ends of expensive designer heels. 

And outside the newly revamped office was a long line of beautiful young women—the most gorgeous in the tri-state area. This was who had answered the modeling casting call with extravagant promises of payment that Delilah had no intention of following through on.

The only payment they needed—that anyone needed—was the chance for Cock. It was impossible for her to consider that someone might not think that was good enough. 

Alexandra shuffled off, demoralized and with tears beginning to stream. Seeing her like that made Delilah wet. The girls waiting outside saw Alexandra leave, sobbing, and every single one of them squared their jaws and straightened their shoulders. Desperate to hold their resolve; desperate to make the best of this opportunity. From the moment they entered the office, it was no longer about money—it was about Cock. 

They could smell it. They could taste it in the air. And they needed it. 

The problem with Alexandra was that, while she was perfectly pretty, Master already had a pair of perfectly pretty slaves in Mona and Lily. They were both pretty with a little something extra, a je n'ais ce quoi that put them above and beyond. 

Alexandra had been dime-store pretty, and certainly, Master would eventually own her cunt completely (and probably already did. Miles was only becoming more powerful, and Delilah was willing to bet that Alexandra was rushing right that second to the bathroom to fingerfuck her disappointed brains out and would have scintillating hot fuckdreams for the next week and a half that would ruin her for any other so-called “man” for the rest of her life)...but right now he deserved Top Shelf. 

And Alexandra wasn’t Top Shelf, so she had to go.

The lie was that this whole audition was for a commercial. Using Lily’s connections at the newspaper, they had been able to perpetuate this lie via social media, promising a ridiculous salary for very little work. It had been reported as if Abram was crazy for offering this much for so little; like he was stupid. People were always willing to believe politicians were stupid. This made it easy to cover up the fact that this particular politician was in fact a sex-obsessed virile fuckstud probably imbued with the ancient powers of some kind of mystical breeding force. 

Sometimes Delilah was struck by how strange it all was—that she was so brilliantly healthy, in shape, with such amazing tits and such a perfect face just because she happened to have met Miles in a mid-sized city political campaign for office. Now it seemed like he would be mayor before long, and governor after that, gathering women all the while. Growing his harem, growing his power, growing his Cock.

Ungh. 

The next girl strutted in and immediately owned the room. Delilah sat up immediately to see her. Miles did too, thunking Lily’s head on the underside of the desk. Lily's quite audible moan was half pleasure, half pain.

This new girl’s walk was unreal, swaying hips in that slightly exaggerated but still completely natural way. She had practiced. Her face was classically gorgeous. Timelessly gorgeous. High cheekbones and soft lips, a sharp nose and big, expressive green eyes. She looked like a 1940s movie starlet, like a classical femme fatale. 

Delilah checked the dossier. Her name was Emma.

She stopped, posed, and sneer-smiled in exactly the right hot way. Letting it be known that she was perfectly happy to smile, but only for the right kind of Man. 

Delilah felt her heart beating fast. Her hand was on Miles’s Cock—openly stroking the shaft that wasn't deep inside Lily's mouth. Rubbing her milk-heavy tits onto Miles's well-built arm. Milk leaked out from her blazer, probably ruining the expensive clothing. It didn't matter; Miles paid for everything. And Delilah was unable to stop herself in the midst of her arousal and the arousal of her man. 

Emma saw what Delilah did because of course she did. Her sneer-smile turned into surprise, but she wasn’t moving. Her pose remained still—arm at an angle, hips cocked to one side, a leg forward. Delilah locked eyes with her. It was from a distance, but her gaze was her gaze, and it was powerful. 

It was hot to her that they both had green eyes; something in common. In fact, with the way they both had deeply vibrant chestnut hair, it was almost like they could be sisters.

“Like a little sister...” she whispered.

“That’s what You want, huh?” said Miles. “A little sister fuck to help Daddy’s Cock?”

Delilah melted. It drove her wild to hear him talk like that. She nodded, biting a bottom lip. She bit harder when she saw Emma doing the same. Miles’s power taking hold of her. 

First he would turn her on; his scent and presence did most of that. He was an impressively handsome man. Women immediately wanted him. Wanted to feel his thick, hard chest. The immovable objects of his shoulders. The massive turn of his biceps. The strength in his hands. 

Then, using Emma's arousal as fuel, he would fill her mind with all kinds of viciously hot images. Images of him fucking her against a wall. Images of her begging to suck his Cock. Images of the two of them caught underneath bedding and wrapped in each other’s arms with his enormity slowly pumping inside of her, making her promise after promise of powerful eternal love. 

Delilah watched Emma’s eyes glaze over. All of this hitting her at once. Miles's power had only grown in the time Delilah had known him, and when he had turned Delilah's life upside down, he had already been quite powerful.

“Master,” Delilah said, hand slick-sliding up and down Miles's Cock, “she's really pretty.”

“Yes she is.”

“I want to see if she's worthy for You, Master. I want to see how she does in the test.”

He nodded eagerly. “Do it,” said Miles. “I want to see her in action.”

Delilah almost began to hurry off, but Miles slapped her hard on the ass and tugged her back toward him in the same motion.

“Make it unfair,” he said.

Delilah smiled and nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. She knelt down underneath the desk, barely controlling the wet drool forming in her mouth from her proximity to her Master's Cock. Lily, barely cognizant, didn’t even seem to notice as Delilah took her heels away from her. A few seconds later, Delilah was back up on her feet.

“Here,” she said, walking to Emma. “Try these on. They’re taller.”

“T-taller?” Emma was dazed; Miles doing his work on her brain. Locking eyes with her. Emma touched herself openly. 

“And prettier. Put them on.” She handed Emma a small package of lingerie from off Miles's desk. “And put this on too. We have one final step of the audition for you. We’re going to bring in some of the other girls.”

“Other girls?”

“Yes. We’re going to see how you shape up next to them.” Delilah gave her a quick but lingering kiss on the cheek, then on her neck. “Don’t worry, sis. You’re going to do great.”

“I feel...” Emma's voice was tight, like she might cry. “I feel like I'm going crazy. I think you're married to him but I think I'm in love with him a-and—”

Delilah kissed her softly on the lips and shushed her with a finger. “Give in. The more you give in, the better you'll feel. The better it will be. Give in to his Cock, and it will all make sense. Do you understand?”

Emma nodded, green eyes wide with gratitude. She got dressed quickly behind a screen. It wasn’t that she didn’t want Master to see her naked; it wasn’t that Master didn’t want that either. But everyone agreed without speaking, just knowing, that it would be better to wait. Wait until he decided for real; wait until they were going to fuck.

The screen was there strategically for this modeling audition and also just generally; Delilah certainly had used it plenty of times just to show off different outfits. He didn't like seeing the transition phase; he wanted to see complete looks.

Delilah called Mona through the intercom to send in the other two girls and send the rest home. Shortly after, two pretty things named Clarice and Sandra walked in. They had been earmarked early on and told to stay. The last two hours had been the happiest of their lives, thinking they had a chance to work in Miles’s office. Close to him, close to Delilah. Close to the Cock.

They walked in and stood on either side of Emma—who stood tall and proud in her lacy blue lingerie and designer heels. Sandra and Clarice, meanwhile, wore the bog standard black underwear and bras and the trash big box style heels they had come in on.  

“We’ve narrowed it down to the three of you,” said Delilah. “It’s been a tough process. And there’s still a tough decision ahead. Only one can progress to the final round.”

They looked uncomfortably at Emma. Emma sort of sneered, sort of smirked in their direction. Like she couldn’t believe her luck. Her sneer won out, and Lily moaned audibly, another thump filling the room from underneath Miles's desk where his surging Cock had thumped her skull against the desk. 

Emma was a quick study. Her sneer became more pronounced, clear and terrible judgment filling her expression as she looked at Sandra. Another, harder thump from Miles's desk and a strangled moan from Lily. 

Delilah bent over at Miles's desk and slid her hands across his incredible body. Her fingers unbuttoned his shirt, sliding over the washboard abs underneath. “Little sis is learning quick,” she said. 

“She is.” He kept his voice conspiratorial, like her. “Walk them through it.”

“Now,” Delilah raised her voice. “We thought we would give you a chance to argue your case. Which of you thinks she’s going to be the winner?

Sandra was several inches shorter than Emma and just a tad overweight, though she carried it well. Clarice had short hair and a cute face; guys would probably hit on her at bars thinking they had a shot even though they really didn't. 

Emma, meanwhile, was clearly Emma—taller and bustier and more beautiful by every margin.

“I mean...” Sandra began, shaking her head. “It’s obvious you want her to win.”

Delilah smiled. “How so?”

“I mean...look at her.”

Emma tossed her hair back, smiling beautifully. “Yeah, Daddy. Look at me.”

“No, I mean...” Sandra started to tear up. “You gave her heels and lingerie.”

Delilah pretended not to understand. “You’re in underwear, aren’t you?”

“But not lingerie! It’s different!”

“Do you really believe you deserve lingerie?” Delilah made a show of confusion. “When you compare yourself...to her?”

“Isn’t it funny,” Emma tossed her hair, “how losers always make such excuses for themselves?”

Miles grunted. Lily’s head smashed against his desk again; this time Delilah heard a crack. It would have been the wood; Lily’s head was in no more danger of breaking than a titanium sarcophagus. 

“And what do you think, Emma?”

“It's obvious what I think,” she said. “I'm better than both of them. Both of you.” She addressed them directly. “I mean it's obvious that this is all about fucking. This is all about his Cock. And the two of you don't deserve it like I do. And if this is all about his Cock, about making Him happy, then why the fuck are you even here? Like, should you even actually be alive? Wouldn't it just make sense for you two to go jump off a bridge somewhere?”

Another hard crack—and this time the desk was clearly breaking apart. Miles was squat-standing, thrusting hard into Lily's head and using it to split apart the hard walnut of his desk. Lily would have a headache tomorrow, but that was all; they'd have to replace the desk, though. 

“Look at him, you stupid fucking cows.” Emma sneered and laughed. “Look at how bad he fucking wants me. You're going to go to bed tonight begging God that anyone would want you as much as he wants me. He's going to give me everything.” She winked at Miles. “Aren't you, Daddy?”

He was beyond ready for her.

“Get over here. Others, leave. Now.”

His commands were terse but clear. Sandra and Clarice, sobbing from Emma's words, fled the room. 

Emma, meanwhile, crept on top of his desk and crawled erotically toward him, moaning and gasping, pleading as she came nearer. Miles tossed Lily to one side. 

“N-need it...” Lily moaned weakly. 

She'd had a mainline to the nectar of the Gods and she'd never have enough—but she mattered less now that Emma was around.

The shift in hierarchy was that quick, that precise—Emma, by virtue of nothing else but being hot, had quickly risen to Delilah's second-in-command and Miles's second favorite.

All that mattered was making his Cock Happy. 

Emma was bent over on all fours in front of his cock. Her hands framing the massive crack where Lily's skull had split the desk. Looking up at Miles with bright green, needy eyes. Delilah took Emma by the hair and pushed her down between Miles’s Cock. He groaned and came almost immediately, shoving deeper into her mouth and throat. The bulge there pulsating as he came more and more—often and heavy. His balls, grapefruit-sized, slapped against her chin. 

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master,” Delilah urged him. “Look what I made for You.”

“It’s all for Me,” he said.

She nodded urgently. “It’s ALL for You.”

“Gotta fuck her.”

Miles was normally talkative, jocular, even garrulous. But when he needed to fuck bad, his vocabulary sunk down to nothing. He pulled Emma up and—using just one hand around her waist—slammed her into the nearby wall and shoved himself up into her cunt. His cock shredded her lingerie, pushing deep inside her with no resistance from her gorgeously wet virgin pussy.

Just like that he fucked her. His massive hard-on driving up into her tight young fertile body. No resistance. Nothing stopping him. Mindfucking Emma further with every thrust of his hips. 

Emma's face was a contortion of ecstasy. She had been cumming since the second she saw his Cock. Right now, Delilah knew, she experienced the singularity. 

This was the term Delilah had come up with to describe how Miles's Cock made time stop. Delilah knew she was in her early twenties. But the first time she had tasted her God's Cock had lasted for thousands of years. Before Cock, her will had been a tower of stone. 

But after Cock, she understood that tower was a sandcastle, kicked over before the awesome, universe-bending power of the Cock. Her couple of decades of free will were annihilated by thousands and thousands and thousands of years of constant orgasms wrapped up inside of just a few minutes, all the while only picturing Miles and his Holy, Precious, Perfect Cock. 

“Fuck him, little sis,” Delilah moaned.

She believed it. Emma was her little sister. She even believed it knowing it was something she believed—knowing that Emma once upon a time hadn’t been her little sister. 

But there they were, the memories entering her mind: Emma and her having sleepovers in pajamas. Those pajamas getting sexier and sexier every year until they were both eighteen and they just started wearing lingerie. Learning to make out with each other. 

Putting pictures of Miles on each other’s desktops, on their smart phones, in their tablets. Talking about how much they loved him, how much they wanted to be lovestruck Cockslaves for him. How they wished he was their Daddy; how they wanted to snuggle into his bed every night and snugglesuck his Cock until he would never leave them. 

As Miles drove his Cock into Emma, Delilah locked eyes with her little sister. Needing to hypnotize her for Master. 

“You love him, Emma.”

“I love him.”

“He’s everything to You.”

“He’s everything to Me!”

Miles bit her shoulder, making his mark. 

“You need him to get you pregnant.”

“I need him to get me pregnant!”

Delilah's hot milk poured down their joined bodies, lubricating their fucking.

Miles fucked her harder, deeper.

“You're a slave.”

“I'm a slave.”

His thrusts so quick and often now.

“You're his slave.”

“I'm his slave.”

He came in her, but he kept going. Cumming didn't make him tired; only being tired made him tired, and Master took a long time to get tired. One of Emma's orgasms from feeling him shoot inside her was simply met with another, and another, and another.

And on and on. Instituting obedience. Instituting control.

Emma came, again and again. The whole time, Delilah was there, dripping milk, gazing in her little sister’s eyes, hypnotizing her to be even more in love with their Master.

* * * * * 
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IT TOOK EMMA ALL OF ten minutes to recover completely from having her entire reality fucked by Miles’s Cock. 

That spoke to their Choice—that she was really meant for this kind of work. She followed after Delilah happily, humming and smiling, automatically staring down at Mona and Bonnie like she was their superior. 

Delilah, suddenly realizing that nepotism was rather hot, decided she agreed with Emma’s assessment. She was their superior. If Delilah didn't have the ring on her finger, she'd be marginally afraid that Emma would be her superior. Being fucked by Miles only made the gorgeous green-eyed beauty even tighter, hotter, and sexier than before. Her tits already had grown. They'd be leaking milk soon how he liked.

Emma wore a tiny hot blue velvet a-line velvet dress. A collar decorated her delicate neck. She and Delilah walked through the office as Delilah explained Emma's new job as secretary. 

Bonnie overheard them from her desk. “What’s all this for, anyway? Why do we need a new secretary?”

The beautiful dirty-blond babe who would have turned heads anywhere had good reason to ask; she did her job admirably already. The problem was she was just too old. Even though she barely looked twenty-five, if that, Master and Delilah both knew that she had started off well over forty. And that just wouldn't do—not when Master could own younger hot cunt and enslave it. 

Delilah relished her response. “To hire your replacement, duh?”

“My...what?”

“Your replacement.” Delilah was enjoying this. The surprise on her face. “Well, not really your replacement. But my replacement. As Master’s wife, I’m not going to be office manager anymore. I’m more of his...harem manager. So Emma is the new office manager. And Lily is still kind of just a general fucktoy? And that means Mona is taking your job.”

“Wait,” said Mona. “Then who’s taking my job?”

“Interns are replaceable because they’re not needed, sweetie. You’re being promoted to secretary.”

“Oh!” Mona clapped her hands. “Yay!”

A month ago, Mona was on the fast track to graduating with honors from an Ivy League college with a degree in Political Science. Several scouts had been in contact with her to put her on the fast pipe to political office by the time she was twenty-five. Now, gorgeous blond big-titted Mona could barely work her smart phone and was deliriously happy to be the cocksucking fuckpet of a megalomaniac with a harem fetish. 

Delilah bit a lower lip. God, she loved her Master so much. 

“But...I’m being replaced?” said Bonnie. She looked close to crying. 

Miles walked out now, adjusting his tie and the massive bulge in his pants. Immediately, Emma snuggled up to him, still clearly basking in the afterglow of having her virginity taken by the Only God on Earth. She started kissing and whispering right away. Her knee traveled up his thigh and then into his bulge, rubbing it with intent.

“You’re old,” said Delilah. “And you’re fat. You’re being replaced by someone younger. Someone prettier. Though it isn’t exactly hard to find either.”

Bonnie probably weighed one hundred twenty pounds, and thirty of that was her tits. Delilah was being intentionally mean, and it felt terrific.

“But...I...I left my husband. I...I turned down other jobs! I sold my house and g-g-gave you all the profit. I’m living in a studio on Bollowick Boulevard! A-a-and all those dicks I sucked for you...for Him!”

“Gross!” Delilah laughed. “Like, Mona and I know we could never touch a Cock that wasn’t Master’s. But you like, volunteered!”

Emma snuggled up tighter to Miles, acting scared at what was being said. Like a monster had appeared on the big screen. Someone sucking the “cock” of someone else?

“You told me to volunteer! You said he would appreciate it! You said...you said...!”

“’You said, you said.’” Delilah mocked. “You’re like a broken record. Isn’t that what you old people say? Didn’t you used to have records? I bet you still do. Instead you set a record of dick-sucking in an office. What a whore.”

“Hold on,” said Emma. “This is who I’m replacing?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t she suck?”

“I mean, totally.” Emma looked at Bonnie in disbelief. “I’m almost kind of insulted, to be honest.”

“Blame her,” said Mona. “She’s the one who sucks so bad.”

“I...worked...really hard...” Bonnie gulped.

“At sucking, apparently.” Emma giggled. “Like, literally!”

Delilah smiled. Emma would fit right in with Master’s harem of catty vain arrogant fuckdolls. 

Miles was clearly enjoying this. His hand was deep inside of Emma's ass crack, fingers working her pussy from behind. Only he was strong of will enough to keep them all in line, and he did it easily.

“Come on now, girls,” said Miles. “Be kind. Maybe she can still work for me somehow.”

“Please!” Bonnie dropped to her knees.

“For free,” clarified Delilah.

“Y-yes!” Bonnie begged. “Anything for you, Master!”

“Yeah. We’ve been looking for a cook.”

“I can cook!” 

“And someone to do the laundry.”

“I can launder! I can do both of those things!”

Miles pretended to think about it. He ran a hand up and down Emma's chin. She swooned over his touch.

“Delilah's right, though. We can’t afford to pay you.”

Delilah snorted. Miles could afford to pay thirty Bonnies whatever salary they asked for for three hundred years straight before breaking a financial sweat. 

Bonnie dared to ask. “W-will...will you fuck me? Finally?”

“Not if you ask like that,” Delilah rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so gauche. Show up at our house tomorrow and try to be better, Bonnie. Or we will replace you.”

Bonnie nodded, wiping tears away.

“Gather up your desk, and get the fuck out of here. My little sister doesn't want to see you anymore, and she gets what she wants.”

Bonnie was gone in less than the time it took Delilah to say those words. She wobbled out of the office, still only cumming once per day as according to Delilah's instructions. They all erupted in laughter when she left. Miles, still, holding Emma tight, pulled Delilah in for a long sweltering, hot kiss.

“You’re fucking evil, babe.” 

Delilah wrapped her arms around his thick neck. “You love it.”

He nodded. “I really do.”

Life was just nearly perfect—only a few loose ends left.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS A BIT MORE business to take care of. Delilah just couldn’t let sleeping dogs lie. 

At noon that day she met Helena for coffee. Helena had been and still was the single most gorgeous woman Delilah had ever seen. Delilah just edged her out, after more than a month of Miles’s cum and Presence and Cock had changed her. 

That used to worry Delilah, but not anymore. 

They sat down across from each other at Belle’s Cafe in the North Quarter, each of them dressed impeccably. Delilah still wore her business “suit” from that morning, her tight leather skirt making love to her thighs as she sat cross-legged across from Helena. Helena wore a tight white summer dress that hugged her ample bosom and barely hid any part of her sensational legs. The dress was Tom Ford, unless Delilah was mistaken. 

To Delilah’s mild annoyance, Helena only looked down at her coffee. This would have been much easier if Delilah could lock gazes with her, hypnotize her, and be done. But Master had given her all sorts of tools to acquire hot pretty things for Him. 

No reason to get upset. 

Delilah’s presence was much like her Master’s, and already other people at the cafe stopped what they were doing just to watch her. Just to think thoughts of obedience, acquiescence, surrender to her will. 

They were weak. But Helena was strong; that was why Miles Deserved her.

“I just think...I think I must be going crazy.” Helena stirred cream into her coffee slowly, lazily with a spoon. Distracted. Her voice, coated in her sultry exotic accent, stirred up the cream of Delilah's desire.

“How so?”

“I want it to be real. I want him to be in charge. I want him in charge of my entire life. But it can’t be real. It just can’t. Men have wanted me my whole life. It’s how I define myself, honestly. Every chapter of my life is one disappointing man after another, beginning with my father. After that it’s just...buying me endless gifts, praising me for my beauty. Begging me to pay attention to them. But Miles doesn’t do that.”

“He doesn’t have to.”

“No. He’s powerful. I’m married to the richest man in this state and even he doesn’t even touch the kind of power Miles is sporting. It’s so fucking...”

“Hot.”

Helena leaned forward. Inhaling Delilah’s scent deeply. “Yes. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. I...when I’m alone, I touch myself...and I...”

“All you can think about is him?”

“Yes. Of course, that. But more than that.”

“It feels like he’s the only one you’ve ever cum to.”

“Yes. You know what I mean, don’t you? He did this to you?”

“Have you been with any other men?”

“I’m married.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“I...” Helena tilted her jaw slightly. “Pedro and I are waiting for the right time. Or, we were. Whenever I’m around him now, I feel sick inside. Like I ate bad sushi. I feel like vomiting whenever he tries to touch me. Meanwhile he’s more of a sick lost puppy than ever. He’s like a worm around me now. Yesterday I said I hated his hair and he shaved it all off. Can you believe that?”

Delilah could. 

Miles wanted to fuck Helena badly. This whole game with Emma was, in all reality, just a distraction. Emma was gorgeous, and her attitude was even better, but there was something special about Helena. He would say her name while he came down Delilah’s throat. 

She needed him to have her. She needed Miles to fuck Helena, and then fuck Delilah again, and then he would see that Delilah was better. And if Delilah got Helena for him, if she was the architect, that would prove once and for all that Delilah was his perfect Partner, his dark accomplice, his co-conspirator. 

Cock-Conspirator?

“He is real,” said Delilah. “Miles is. Everything you’re thinking.”

She took a risk now. Helena had leeway. Helena could run away. Her willpower was strong. Stronger than Mona or Bonnie’s, certainly. Definitely stronger than Lily’s.

Emma, so naturally arrogant, had clearly wanted what Miles had to offer, so willpower was sort of hard to see with her. 

But Helena? Helena could go either way if she wanted to...up to a point. If she spent more time with Miles, though...if she had too much alone time like Delilah did, she would fall. Every woman would fall before Miles’s Infinite Might. Delilah’s Cunt sang with the thought. 

Helena stopped stirring her coffee. 

“You’re serious?”

“He’s fucking us up. He fucked us all up. He made me hotter. Sexier. Taller. Tighter. He made me into exactly what he wanted.”

Helena looked up at her now. “You...you let him?”

Delilah laughed. “Think about what I just said. You think there’s any ‘letting’ about it? He made a decision. After that, it was only a matter of time.”

“But...you’re different. Than the others. They're so vapid. You're not.”

“When I realized it was too late...when I realized he was going to fuck my life no matter what, I decided to embrace it. And I’m the better for it.” She waggled a finger with the ring.

“Oh, gosh!” Helena looked at her hand for the first time. “I didn’t see before. I feel rude. That’s beautiful! He must...wow. He must be...”

“Completely smitten? Totally in love with me? Needs me as a partner?” Delilah smiled and did a low, sultry moan. “He completely is. But he’s rather taken with you, too.”

“But he has so many.”

“And he deserves more. He deserves beautiful women adoring him.”

Helena’s face blushed. Small pink tongue darted out to wet her lips.

“It’s not just Cock that you’ll get, either. Though that’s incomparable. I’ll never be sick again, for one. Never infirm. Never old. I’ll be young and gorgeous and everything he wants, forever. For as long as he wants. He is God, Helena. Shouldn’t you serve him now, while you have the chance?”

It took Helena a long time to respond. From the flush of her cheeks, her deep breaths making her bounteous breasts swell against her tiny blouse, the bead of sweat on her forehead, it was clear that she was turned on. 

Delilah always turned girls on for Master. 

Finally, they locked eyes. Delilah had been searching for Helena’s direct gaze this whole time. Now she was able to see directly into her soul. 

“O-oh...” said Helena, her gaze going blank. 

Delilah felt her own body relax as Helena locked on with her. Before, Delilah felt threatened. But now she had the rock. Now, she wanted to take initiative. Wouldn’t Miles love another pretty slave? Of course he would. 

And if she whispered kindly, wouldn’t he make sure that Delilah was always prettier than her?

“It’s easy to understand, isn’t it?” said Delilah.

Helena sat up straight, staring deep into Delilah’s eyes. 

“It’s easy to understand.”

Delilah spoke before really thinking about it. “So easy.”

She began to speak again, but Helena spoke the thoughts on her head without her even saying.

“He wants me.”

“He wants you,” said Delilah. 

Their connection was so strong at this moment that Helena was almost clairvoyant, picking thoughts from Delilah’s head before she said them. Her eyes were so dark and liquid. Like the dark eyes of a perfect dark accomplice. Delilah's cunt turned molten.

“He Deserves Me.”

“He Deserves You.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“We should be our Best for Him.”

“We should be our Best for Him.”

Delilah realized that she didn’t know who had spoken last. Their gaze, their locked eyes, green and dark, filled her lust-soaked brain. Was she leading, or was Helena? Did she care? 

She heard the distant schlicking sound of fingerfucking; a sound she knew very well at this point. It was echoey, though. Helena was touching her cunt, that was clear. But more than that. 

Multiple fingers, multiple cunts. If she possessed periphery vision, she would have noticed the pretty waitress falling down on her knees and moaning and touching herself, watching the hypnotic art show between Delilah and Helena. Other guests at the cafe did the same, touching themselves and breathing fast. 

One man fell down, clearly having some kind of heart episode. Nobody helped him; nobody cared. 

Their gazes transfixed just like Helena and Delilah’s were. 

“He Deserves the Best at His Side.”

“He Deserves the Best at His Side.”

“You Know I’m the Best.”

“I Know You’re the Best.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Me.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve You.”

Delilah again wasn’t sure who was speaking. It felt like they said each phrase at the same time, competing. Willpowers fighting each other. 

Who would win? The virgin girl born beautiful with men begging after her to give up money and spend every last dime on her since before she was of age? Or the go-getting power-hungry demoness that Delilah had become? 

More words were spoken. Competing, sliding. Their legs intertwining. Thoughts kept pouring into Delilah’s head, thoughts that she poured right out into Helena’s. They climbed toward each other, knocking over the table. Their voices intermingling and becoming a single, porous, worshipful song. Their heat building: orgasm approaching with every verse.

Surrender. 

Obey.

Give in.

Love.

No More Will.

Only Willingness.

Surrender. Surrender. Surrender.

Helena’s beautiful face filled up her brain; Delilah knew her own body and face filled Helena’s. They came together and the whole cafe exploded in moans. A few women screamed. The man who’d had the episode wasn’t moving and still no one cared, no one moved. Goddesses in their midst; they daren’t even speak unless spoken to. 

Delilah was sweaty. So was Helena. She was in her lap, or she was in her lap. Their legs criss-crossed together, heavy tits pressing into each other’s, foreheads nuzzling and lips mere millimeters apart from one another. Delilah felt love swelling inside of her for this beautiful creature. All she wanted to do was give her to Miles.

“So...” 

Helena bit her lip. As she did, it brushed slightly against Delilah’s. The tingle of pleasure was almost tangible; like a magic wand running up and down her back. The whole cafe shuddered with her. 

“We’re set, then? Like you said?”

Like she said? Delilah’s mind reeled. Hadn’t it been Helena? But, then...they had both been speaking so much...she knew plans had been made...

“Yes.” Delilah nodded. “Tomorrow night.”

Helena extricated herself from Delilah’s grip and kissed her lightly on the forehead. “I need to go look into a mirror for a while,” she said. “Figure things out. I always have so much clarity when I can look at myself.”

Delilah watched her strut away, openly admiring the turn of her ass. She tried to brush away the uncertainty of the meeting. She was going to be Miles’s wife; he didn’t want an uncertain wife. 

She could trust Him. She could trust the ring. 

Couldn’t she?

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT AFTERNOON, Delilah was on Miles’s lap, silently and considerately stroking his Massive Cock while he sorted through some paperwork. Every few seconds she would whisper something right on the edge of his hearing—You’re So Incredible. I Love You, Daddy. You’re My Only Man. I Exist For You. Every Other Boy is So Useless. You’re The Only Man.—and so on, just something sweet for him to hear if he decided he wanted to hear her. 

It was his decision whether he wanted to pay attention to her, after all. 

She wore a devastatingly tight blue dress from Stella McCartney, Alaia platform booties, and enough ice to pay for a small third-world country. 

Suddenly, the cops busted through the door of Miles’s office with guns in their hands. Emma staggered in behind them, hands up, eyes clearly glassy from cumming. 

“I’m sorry!” she said. “I was looking at a picture of Maste....err...Boss, I mean. And they kind of just snuck by, and...”

“You fingered yourself for like two minutes straight while we tried to get your attention,” said Officer Grant. “My partner yelled at you and slammed her fist down on your desk.”

“You try not fingering yourself when you work here!” Emma stamped a high-heeled foot. “He’s really fucking something, god. I mean, I got to suck his Cock for like an hour this morning and I’m not supposed to finger myself for the rest of the day until he wants to fuck me? Is that really what you expect in a working environment?”

Officers Grant and Primm didn’t know how to respond to this. 

“Emma,” said Miles. “Leave us. These officers just want to ask a few questions, don’t they?”

Pouting beautifully, Emma strutted out, making sure to bend over at the waist to grab something imaginary on the way out so Master could admire her tartan skirt-clad ass. 

After the door shut, Primm shook her head. “Actually,” she said. “We’re here to arrest you. We’ve got all the evidence we need, and...” 

They stepped closer to the desk and saw that Delilah had not stopped stroking his exposed Cock this entire time.

Tonya Grant was tall, imperious, platinum blonde. A Slavic goddess. A Valkyrie. Primm was short and stout, built more like a fire plug than a woman. Together, next to one another, they looked like the number ten. 

Grant wore tight fuck-me leggings and a pair of ankle boots. Her leather jacket was cut short and all she had underneath was a barely-there sheer silk blouse. She was ready to fuck, and that Primm didn't see it only meant she was as stupid as she was unattractive. Probably, Delilah considered, being near Miles's Cock in weeks past had made Primm a little more stupid, which only made Delilah more aroused.

“Would you mind not doing that?” Primm asked. 

Delilah winked at her, continuing to stroke. “Who, me?”

A hot spurt of cum shot from Miles’s Cock. Delilah leaned over and licked it up, making sure every drop went down her eager throat. 

“You’ve interrupted my fiance and I in a very intimate moment,” said Miles. “I don’t see a reason for her to stop just because you decided you wanted to talk.”

“But she’s...she’s...” Primm stuttered. “I mean, she’s, just like, she’s...”

“She’s stroking my Cock.”

“His large, important, handsome Cock,” Delilah demurred.

They could see it clearly over the edge of his still-not-repaired desk; Miles’s desk was rather tall and they could still see it. It was impressive.

“Would you please stop?” Primm asked. Her voice was quiet.

Grant was suspiciously quiet during all this; like she didn’t want him to stop at all. 

Delilah had already put most of two and two together. Though she was cunning, being around Miles’s Incredible Cock was distracting. Seeing Grant’s face now, though—the lust, the need, the beauty she possessed—she put it together.

Grant was Affected. And if she was Affected, that meant she was Worthy. 

She hadn’t put her gun away, but it was obvious why she still had it out. Obvious to Delilah, anyway. 

Primm shook her head, trying to clear it. Delilah knew that wouldn’t work. 

“T-this is madness! We’re not here to talk! We’re here to arrest you. You are hereby under arrest. You need to come with me or, h-h-handjob or not, fuck-You’re-so-big, we’re going to-to-to...”

Delilah snuggled up tighter, putting her hot body on display and made her strokes even longer and more frequent. The schlock sound filled the office. His Cock was shiny in the high lights. Every flaw of Primm was exposed in the same way that every hot detail of Delilah and Detective Grant was on display. 

“To...to...fuck. Tonya...” Primm put a hand to her head. “I think I’m being drugged. Help.”

She slumped down in the nearby chair. Grant cast a sneer her way and then raised an eyebrow at Miles; he spurt cum again. This time Delilah was ready for him, her hot lips locking on to his massive head and slurping him down. 

Grant shook her head. “I’m not fooled by any of this, you know.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes. You’re acting like you just want a bunch of fuckpets, but there’s a lot more at play, isn’t there?”

“I don’t know what you mean, Detective.”

“Sure you do. The other eight city council members and the mayor haven’t shown up to work in a week. They’ve all got some crazy flu. The doctors don’t know what to do with them. It’s not an election year—the election just ended—and every donor you have has already maxed out their legal contributions. They’ve even started a SuperPAC just for you that’s worth something in the millions. More than half of those donors have sold their houses in the past week to create funds. They’re going to live in squalor just to give you money.”

Miles smiled. “I’m going to jail for creating a loyal following?”

“Oh, that. No. We have reason to believe you murdered Taylor Fountaine to acquire all her money. There’s some unidentifiable compound in her blood. Our forensics team was working on it but they’ve all...decided they had better uses of their time.”

Probably, Delilah thought with Miles’s beautiful Cock in her mouth, they were exposed to the concentrated source of Worship that Miles dumped into that woman’s body and became worshipers themselves.

“It’s obvious you’re fucking with all their heads,” said Grant.

“Y-yeah!” Primm’s voice slurred, body still slumped “How did you ever think you were going to get away with it?”

Tonya strutted toward the one side of the desk. She posed like the models from the day before. Flashing cleavage, tilting jawline, all angles and elbows. Eyes lingering on Delilah as she suckled and stroked. 

“You're so fucking dumb,” she snapped at Primm. “He didn’t think he was going to get away with it.” She bit a lip. “That implies that he thinks that he’s got something to hide. But that’s his—that’s your game, isn’t it? You don’t think you have anything to hide.”

“No,” said Miles.

“You don’t think you have anything to be ashamed of.”

The love in her eyes was liquid ambrosia. Delilah ate it up, stroking her God easily and happily as she ever had. 

“No.”

“You’re amassing money and followers and beautiful women to worship You. Like You’re some new God.”

“Yeah!” said Primm. She looked utterly dazed, barely comprehending what was happening. “What do you say to that?”

“I don’t know, Detective Grant.” Miles smiled. He popped Delilah off his Cock, turning with the meat pointed right at Grant. “What do you think of that?”

“You know what I think.”

Miles insisted. “Say it.”

Grant dropped to her knees, biting a lip, moaning. “I think it’s super fucking hot. I want to join you. I want to worship Your Cock, Master. I can be police chief if you want. I can fuck up this whole town for You. You are my God. I worship You. I've worshiped you for so long. Please,” she moaned, hands tugging at his thighs. “Please let me suck your Cock.”

“Wh-what?” Primm tried to jump up from her chair and instead floundered along the ground. 

His presence had nearly paralyzed her nervous system 

Detective Grant stood up and kicked Primm's gun away from her into the corner. No reason for any accidents.

“We’re putting you under arrest, Betsy,” said the gorgeous detective. 

“I don’t understand.”

“Technically, it’s for conspiracy. Trying to frame an upstanding member of our political community. But really, it’s just because you’re too ugly to be his fuckpet.” Grant smiled at her new Master. “Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

“Fuck. Yes.”

His breaths became heated. He was always turned on, always ready to cum. But some of his cums were just punctuation marks, like periods. And some were exclamations. And an exclamation built up in him now. 

“Y-you can’t do this,” Primm moaned as Grant handcuffed her. “You won’t get away with it.”

“Sure we will.” Grant laughed. “You’re so fucking stupid. Didn’t you see the hospital? Half the nurses belong to him. They’re just putting sugar water in the IV of the mayor. He'll probably be dead in a day or two. Miles runs everything. He may as well run me.” Grant turned her gun onto Primm. “Or we can take care of you in a quicker way.”

“Y-you wouldn’t. We've been partners for years!”

“I so fucking would.” Grant licked her lips. “Do you want me to, Sir?”

Delilah’s strokes increased in frequency and heat; nothing had turned her on more than seeing this. 

“Fuck yes,” Delilah moaned. “Oh god, that would be so hot.”

Miles considered for a long time. Perhaps he was only letting himself feel Delilah’s loving strokes for a time, enjoying the scene as an art piece, like he might something in a museum. 

“I could say she was arresting arrest...” Tonya licked her lips. It was obvious what she wanted. “We have witnesses. They always believe what the cops say in this town anyway.”

It was clear she only wanted to escalate for him—to do even more than he had ever hoped to ask for. To impress him. Delilah loved her for that—for wanting to make her Man happy. 

“No,” said Miles finally.

Instantly, Delilah felt her desire to see it go away. She didn’t want violence, necessarily. She wanted willingness. And Grant had shown plenty of that. 

“I don’t want to have to clean the floors,” he explained. “We just refurbished this whole place. Besides...there’s no reason to. The more crazies we have locked up telling their crazy story, the less people will believe anything legitimate.”

“So you didn’t kill the heiress?” Delilah asked. 

“Kill her?” He snorted. “That old bat was crazy about me.”

Delilah nodded with understanding. “Of course she was.”

“She had a heart attack, poor dear, thinking about me. That’s one of the reasons I started changing your bodies.”

Delilah tweaked a nipple; her tits had grown three cup sizes since Miles took over her life. “That’s the reason, huh?”

He smiled as Tonya crawled over to his Cock and Delilah guided her willing lips down on him. 

“One of them.”

* * * * *
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DELILAH STOOD AND WAITED patiently as Miles spoke to Pedro Paolo at the Paolo estate. She had dressed to the nines, wearing a red Alexander McQueen dress and black skintight thigh-high Casadei leather boots. Her heavy tits filled the dress completely, overfilled it, swelled every time she took a breath. She was a heavenly image, and she knew it. 

They were inside the Paolo manor at the far edge of the city. Delilah stood in the drawing room on her six-inch heels next to a statue of an angel, putting it to shame. The manor had the entire arrangement—a massive iron gate, brick walls, several green acres with the centuries-old house in the middle. 

Helena had been nowhere since they showed up. Miles had been inside the study talking with Pedro for about fifteen minutes. There had been quite a lot of shouting at first, and then for the last ten minutes, nothing but Miles's imperious voice and a lot of sobbing from Pedro. 

Once, Pedro might have called himself a man. But now Miles existed, and all other men were fucking canceled. And Delilah—glorious statue-shaming Delilah—was going to be the one and only Real Man's one and only fucking Wife.

Miles exited and kissed Delilah deeply, pushing his hands up her thighs, making her cum as his tongue slipped down her throat. He had his way with her, like always. 

“H-how did it go?” she asked breathlessly. 

She could hear Pedro still sobbing inside. 

“It’s done,” said Miles, pushing Delilah up so her legs wrapped around his torso. “He signed the papers. We’ve already scanned them to the judge and she’s signed off on them as well. Helena is a free agent.”

He continued to walk with Delilah wrapped around him, clearly triumphant.

“That’s wonderful, darling. And his money...?”

“Also belongs to me, naturally.” He looked around. “So does this house. I don’t know if we’ll move in soon, though. His stuff is rather ugly.”

A voice called from on top of the stairwell. “I always hated it.”

Helena came down the stairs. She wore a stunning silver Oscar De La Renta gown, clearly more expensive than anything Delilah had ever worn. Straps wrapped up her long, long legs in criss-cross fashion all the way up to her thighs: custom-made six-inch heels that couldn't be bought in stores. A stunning array of diamonds and platinum adorned her neck, her ears, her pill-bottle thin wrists.

He unceremoniously dropped Delilah to one side, dumping her down on her ass to the ground. Helena squealed with delight and hopped into his arms, taking Delilah's place completely—right down to how her tall heels interlocked just above his ass so he could feel their weight against him.

She and Miles kissed for a long time. They kissed like they fucking meant it. Delilah, on the ground, watched them kiss and felt fear gripping her heart. 

He was just excited about the deal, she thought. He just really likes her dress, that's all.

But the kiss continued, and she watched Miles lose himself in it. Exposing himself. A real, open vulnerability on his face as he stroked Helena's gorgeous cheekbones and jawline with a gentle finger.

“Now we can be married, darling?” Helena asked him.

“Of course.”

Delilah couldn't believe her ears. “I...what?”

Miles gently let Helena down and she immediately clung to his side, draping one knee up his thigh and stroking her hands up and down his hard body. Unbuttoning his shirt, moaning as she cooed and pressed fingers into his hard chest and arms. Heavy milking tits docked against one arm. 

This reminded Delilah of something but she couldn't think of what...

“You’ve always been second-fiddle to Helena, Delilah,” he said. “You remember. You came to me, asking me to help you make her my wife.”

“I...but I...have the ring...?”

She held up a hand. Miles bent down and gently took the ring off her finger. 

“I know, doll. You wanted to hold on to it for Helena. You were being such a dear about it. You said it made you feel cute. Important.”

Delilah struggled. The ring did make her feel important. It was important because she was going to be his wife!

But if that was true, why was he saying it was Helena? Miles always knew the truth. She always had to trust Miles...

Why was she feeling so fucking dumb? Wasn’t she smart?

“But I...I smart!” She stumbled on her words. “No. No. I. Am. Smart! I have a graduate degree!”

Helena openly sneered at her, stroking his now-exposed Cock in front of her. A complete reversal of fortune. 

“Of course you do, sweetie. You’ve got a grad degree in sucking Daddy’s Cock. Don’t you?”

Nnng. She really did. She LOVED sucking Daddy’s Cock. 

“But...but I love you. I LOVE You. I’m...You’re my everything.”

“I know, babe.”

He didn't even look at her. He was looking at Helena, drinking her in as she stroked him, moaned to him, whispered to him.

“I thought I was your...partner. Your accomplice.”

Delilah was close to tears. He was ignoring her. Ignoring her! She was—she was going to be his wife!

Helena frowned. “I don’t like this. She looks sad. She's too pretty to be so sad.”

“Right?” Miles nodded. “I thought I would enjoy it more if she had her role reversed. But I have grown fond of her.”

“Maybe we could have a special spot for her?”

He looked at Helena with new appreciation. 

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m your partner, aren’t I? Your Real Wife.”

“Fuck yeah, you are.”

They kissed for a long while and Delilah felt the shame and jealousy only intensify inside of her.

“I’m the most beautiful?” Helena breathed. “The hottest and sexiest? The one you need more than any other?”

He gripped her ass hard and kissed her again. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

“But maybe...I have an accomplice of my own.”

Miles grunted. He seemed to like this. His hard cock ran across her leg.

“I suggest nasty, awful, dark ideas, to you. And maybe she suggests nasty dark ideas to me, and then some of them filter through...”

He nodded. “The best of all possible worlds.”

“Just like You Deserve.”

They looked at Delilah, who waited with her heart in her throat. 

“What do you think, Delilah?” he asked. “Are you willing to belong to Helena?”

“Y-yes!”

Miles was on board. That was half the battle. But Delilah shuddered; she knew that Helena had to twist the knife in a little. She would do the same, after all, in her situation. She had done the same. To Bonnie. To Lily. To Mona and Emma. She even tried to do it to Helena. It was only right that she get it back a little. 

“And...” said Helena, lip curling. “You were never going to be his wife in first place, were you?”

“No.”

“No, what?”

Delilah understood immediately. “No, Mistress.”

A shock of arousal hit her at saying the word.

“Look into my eyes, Delilah.”

Delilah was. They were gloriously dark; it was like looking into the infinite abyss of the cosmos. 

“I’m better than you.”

“You’re better than me.”

“You're just a stupid bimbo.”

“I'm just a stupid bimbo.”

She said the words and she believed; Helena's control was immediate and complete. Delilah was a stupid, stupid fucking bimbo.

“You were always just a bimbo.”

“I was always just a bimbo.”

“He was always going to name me as his wife.”

“He was always going to name you as his wife.”

It was a relief to say it; a weight off her shoulders.

“You don’t deserve to be his wife.”

“I don’t deserve to be his wife.”

She was just a stupid fucking bimbo, after all.

“I’m his TrueWife.”

“You’re his TrueWife.”

“I’m your Mistress.”

“You’re my Mistress.”

Bimbos needed a mistress. This only made sense.

“You’ll mindfuck anyone I say to serve me and love me.”

“I’ll mindfuck anyone you say to serve you and love you.”

“You love me.”

Delilah so fucking did. “I Love You!”

Helena took Delilah by the hair and pushed Delilah's hypnotized, bimbofied mouth onto Miles's Cock, sliding her barely-willing lips over his shaft to fuck up Delilah's brain even more. 

Just before the orgasms started—before Delilah's brain turned off completely, for good, she heard her Mistress brag to her Master:  

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master. Look what I made for You.”

* * * * * 
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AS THE SIX OF THEM entered the limo, the wedding bells from St. Taylor’s—the largest church in the city—rang so loud they vibrated the plush leather seats. 

Miles was followed by his new, young, perfect wife—Helena. 

Her dress cost millions—or, it would if Miles actually needed to pay anyone anymore, which he definitely didn't. Willing and eager loveslave labor was the most powerful economical force in the world, and Miles had an increasingly unlimited supply.

Trailing her were her bridesmaids—Mona, Lily, and Emma, helmed by the Maid of Honor, Delilah. 

Each was dressed to the nines. They wore backless, tight gowns held in place purely by the prestigious purity of their perky tits, with long slits on the sides. Their hair draped in waves down their backs, soft and silky smooth. Each stared only at Miles, completely in love. Jealousy burning in their hearts that they weren't Helena—which was how Helena and Miles liked it. 

Their jealousy made him hard and her wet.

Bonnie was the driver. Delilah and Mona, cackling wickedly, closed the window on her so she couldn’t see in the back. 

“Delilah.” Helena, wrapped on Master’s lap in their seat, nodded at her. 

It was all she had to do. It was all a Mistress should have to do for her accomplice. Right away Delilah sprung into action, arranging the girls for maximum pleasure of her Master and Mistress. 

They all agreed that young Emma—such a lovely and vain addition to Master’s Harem—had the filthiest mind of nearly any of them. She was always encouraging Master to go deeper, darker, to feed his most primal urges on all of them and never look back. So she took position on his left side, moaning into his ear about what a GodKing Handsome Stud he was. 

Lily took the other side, to give Master variety. Her dirty talk would be mournful, regretful, jealous. She would malign herself for not seeing him for the God he so Clearly was. She would beg for his forgiveness. She would beg him to fuck the girl who was so clearly better than her in all ways—Helena.

Of course, Lily—and all of them—were complete knockouts. If they walked down a street by themselves in downtown L.A., they would have been scouted for modeling or acting in less than the amount of time it took to make a cup of coffee. 

For someone as gorgeous as Lily to insist that she wasn’t good enough, that she deserved shame for thinking she could have been worthy of being his girlfriend, let alone breaking up with him, really turned Miles on. Knowing that difference. Feeling the Contrast between reality and fantasy that he now controlled. 

Mona had been practicing her Ball, Cock, and Cunt Adoration for well over a month now since becoming Master’s sex-obsessed blonde slave. So Delilah placed her underneath Helena, between Miles’s legs. There, Mona used her skilled tongue to worship her two deities, tongue licking around his balls and slurping up any of the many, many juices that dripped down in the sexual melee. 

Delilah—as Prime Accomplice—got prime position behind her Master. Her heavy tits serving as sexy, hot, softly milking pillows for him to rest his head on. Her sexy high heels dragging and biting into his thick torso. It would have hurt or bothered some lesser man, but of course he was anything but that.

Helena then climbed onto Miles's Cock—no easy task, considering it was now greater than a foot long and thicker than a coke bottle—and slid down with a cunt that was eternally wet. Her tits dripped hot milk that slid down into their joining.

“Fuck him, Mistress,” Delilah moaned in her ear. “Oh god, yes, fuck him! Fuck our Master!”

They all cooed in complete awe. Each one burned with the need to be Helena—but just as their was only One Cock, there was also only One Cunt. 

And the One Cunt was Helena's, as she got first pick of who got to ride Master's Cock—and so often she jealously and rightfully chose herself. 

Her pussy walls tightened as she slid up and down, coaxing hot load after load into her fertile, unprotected pussy. She'd be pregnant in no fucking time and Delilah herself came thinking of this goddess even more gorgeous as a her body swelled with fertility. 

Their voices became a chorus:

“Please fuck her, Daddy.”

“Cum in her, Master.”

“Fuck her harder, Sir.”

“I'm so sorry, Daddy.'

“She's so fucking right for you, Master.”

“You taste so good, Master.”

“She's so beautiful and so yours.”

“You deserve her, Master.”

“You deserve us all, Sir.”

“You deserve everything, Daddy.”

“Fuck her harder, please?”

“She needs Your Cock.”

“We all need Your Cock, Master.”

“You're my King.”

“You're Our King.”

“We Love You, Master!”

“We Love You! Oh fuck, we love you so much Daddy!”

Again and again, Master came—and so they all came, together. Moaning in his ear. Loving him, urging him, adoring him to cum even harder.

Their sex was wild and wanton. Pure indulgence. Five women moaning and begging for their Master's love while he gave it all just to one of them. And the more he gave to Helena, the more the rest begged him to give her even more. 

They were in love with him and in love with her and in love with his love for her. The pleasure of their Master and Mistress was theirs as well, tenfold over. 

The limo continued on and there was a slight pause in the action—the fucking downgrading to more of a pussy-snuggle as Helena continued to ride Miles's Cock but just wasn't bouncing up so hard that her skull deformed the limo ceiling anymore.

Delilah was so, so happy—she was her Mistress's Accomplice, and that was all she had ever wanted. This whole plan had been all about making Helena Miles's wife and becoming her perfect dark partner, her willing co-conspirator. 

Emma whispered something in Helena's ear, and Helena giggled. The two of them looked at Delilah with evil in their gorgeous eyes. Delilah felt fear grip her cold in the overwhelming heat of the limo.

“Darling,” Helena nuzzled her jawline against Miles and stared down at Delilah. “I’ve been thinking. Isn’t Emma much more beautiful than Delilah?”

He nodded, looking at Delilah only briefly before settling on Emma. He maneuvered around and took Delilah’s head and shoved it down on his Cock. 

“Tell me more.”

“It’s just, I think Emma has so many fantastic qualities that would make her a better office manager than Delilah. Delilah might work better as...I don’t know, a secretary or even a maid. You know, we've been thinking about it so much, Emma and I, and...” 

Delilah knew they were saying more, saying things that directly concerned her. But she couldn’t focus with Miles’s Cock in her throat. She was exhausted. Sweaty. Covered in the juices of her Master and Mistress and sucking Daddy’s Cock.

She was where she belonged. 

# # #
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Virtual Meeting – Owning His Hot Date
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Nadia’s Note: This series—with its usage of a mind-controlling, reality-altering, virtual-reality helmet—obviously bears some similarities to another series of mine, Bimbo Processing Unit. Think of it like a cousin or splinter series—not really in the same universe, but just variations on a theme I wasn’t quite done with. 

––––––––
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“MASTER,” COOED HIS girlfriend, “are you already ready again?” 

She stroked his cock with relish, mewing appreciatively at his massive thickness and the slick precum that lubricated her nimble, long fingers as they ran over his shaft. 

“I just can’t believe it...” she whimpered, “...you’re always so ready to go. I’m such a lucky girl.”

She said exactly that because that was exactly what he wanted to hear. He said nothing in response, just grunting appreciatively—but she knew what that meant. Her perfect, plush mouth slipped down over his cock. He loved to watch her body as she worked. He loved the gap between her thighs revealing the sheets behind her, and the way her natural curvature was highlighted by her constant parade of sexy outfits. Now it was tight lingerie and heels. Somehow, she continued to mew out compliments, distorted of course by the hefty meat in her throat, but her meaning was plain:

You are my everything. I don’t care if other men would kill to have me. I only want you, forever.

There had been a time—something distant and hazy in the back of his brain—when he hadn’t been constantly hard and perpetually able to fuck whatever pussy he wanted. 

That pocket of memory was harder to reach, now. Like a rumor he’d heard when he was really young. An older image of himself was attached to it—someone weak and gutless and who thought too much. 

Now he was strong, and able, and totally in control of the girl of his dreams.  

This was even better than advertised.

* * * * *
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JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE, the box had arrived in the late afternoon, left as such larger boxes usually were in the small alcove right inside of Brent’s apartment block, underneath the undersized mail boxes. The cardboard was a little wet from all the rain that day, and so he had worried about the condition of the technology inside—taking pictures diligently before opening in case of any needs for returns. But, after sliding everything open, careful with the blade to not cut too deep, he found the entire helmet and the assortment of boxes and wires it came with had been fastidiously packed inside cut-out foam.

Everything looked fine. Nothing to fear, except for the device itself.

Brent had never used a dating service before. Too embarrassed. Once or twice he had made a profile—using a fake picture, of course (what if someone he knew saw him?)—and saw the matches that they paired him with. 

But it was never satisfying. All the girls seemed unattractive in one way or another, or like “too much,” or just dead boring. 

The evening was coming on now. Slowly and carefully, he hooked up the wires and cleared a twelve-foot space in his small living room. Moving tables, rearranging furniture. Clearing the drinks and dishes that might spill. 

He had cleared his schedule, which normally at this time of the week would consist of some online games or chipping away at a book. Recent hobbies inspired by being alone almost all the time. He enjoyed reading; he enjoyed playing video games. But he didn’t really enjoy either as much as he wanted to get laid. 

Before the pandemic, before lockdowns and all the rest, on a Friday night, he might have tried his hand at some kind of bar. Maybe meet a girl. Sometimes, he was lucky. His stocky frame and tall build attracted certain women, usually the ones who were fed up with the tryhards and the players. Brent looked serious and he was, which sometimes delighted women when he cracked jokes in his dry humor. 

He hadn’t had a real girlfriend since college, and that was over five years ago, and even that had only been since his and her dorm buildings were adjacent and they’d had a lot of the same classes together. Once they stopped studying together, they found out they really had nothing in common. 

Virtually Perfect!, the box announced. Find your Dream Lover in less than an evening!

Of course, he assumed it was some nature of a scam. Some kind of interactive hentai game or the like that he’d seen floating around on some other game consoles. But the website and a few message board reviews insisted it was legit—a virtual reality dating service to pair you with your “ideal” lover. 

The helmet sat in the middle of his living room, LED lights blinking blue with power. It was smooth and black, fitted inside with soft material like a motorcycle helmet. The visor on the front opaque from the outside. He considered it before putting it on, staring at it from a seat on the couch. The wires sliding all the way to the wall like umbilical cords, giving birth to this latest creation of pandemic mania. 

Oh, what the hell, he thought. With everything that’s happening, I’m allowed to lose my mind a little.

The helmet was more comfortable than he thought it would be, and lighter too. Right as he slipped it on, the visor over his eyes lit up—somehow knowing he wore it—and began.

* * * * *
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THE BAR SEEMED COMPLETELY real. It hopped with voices and music. He could make out several different faces—almost—but as he focused on them they always seemed to turn away. There were conversations, but he couldn’t quite make them out. It was all background noise. He noticed mostly the bartender—busty and smiling, she reminded him of a Playboy Playmate in her tiny stocking-clad outfit—serving drinks and bending over generously to show off the shining orbs of her cleavage. 

“Hey handsome.”

Brent turned to see a beautiful brunette at his table. He saw, in fact, for the first time, that he was at a table—the high kind that needed a tall stool to sit at. The table was round, encouraging him to sit closer to the gorgeous babe who had appeared. She had thick, wavy hair and a bright smile, and bright blue eyes that sparkled as she looked at him. 

“So,” her hands came across the table and touched his. “What can we get you?”

She wanted him. It was clear from every part of her—the way she toyed with her long hair, biting her lip just so, eyes heavily-lidded.

There was a lot to process. He took the helmet off.

Looking around. Waiting to see the other person in the room. He had felt her hand touch his. It still felt a little warm from where her fingers touched. How the fuck had that happened? It was a helmet, not a body suit. 

Something like...suggestion? But then, he could smell her too. Soft lavender scents, and something earthy. Maybe just...something in the helmet. 

Sure. Sure, okay. 

He looked down at the helmet, unsure. But she was gorgeous, and he was horny—his cock already half-hard from seeing her look at him like that. She had looked so real. Why not explore with this more?

Back inside the bar, it was like he had never left. She was staring at him again, waiting for him to answer. 

“Well? What is it that you want?”

“From what?”

“For your financial future, your next vacation, your grocery trip...” she giggled. “What do you think, silly? What do you want in your dream partner?”

“I...I don’t know. Do I call you something?”

“Viva.”

“All right. Viva. I don’t...are you an AI or something?”

“Something like that.”

He didn’t know what to say right away, struggling. She was so fucking hot. How was he supposed to tell a woman like this what he wanted, just to her face? And who knew what she would say? Who she would talk to?”

“You’re worried about confidentiality?”

“I’m worried about...all of this. How does it work?”

She smiled brightly. “We look through our records. See who in our area is a potential match for you. If there’s none in the area, then we make some adjustments to make sure you’re happy.” She spoked more quickly through that part. “But, we always leave our customers satisfied. You paid an awful lot of money for this service, after all.”

“I did. And I’m just supposed to tell you what I want in a date?”

“You can have a date whenever, I’m sure. But you want to feel safe. It doesn’t feel safe out there, does it?”

“Not right now.”

“All our partners are perfectly safe. Healthy. Happy.”

“Hungry for love?”

“If you want them to be. Is that you want, Brent? Someone hungry for love?”

He hadn’t told her his name. How did she know?

Pre-programmed, he supposed. He had paid for this thing. 

“It works better—well,” she laughed again. It was a brilliant sound. “It works if you tell me what you want. Then I can make it happen.”

“It’s just...I don’t know. You’re a little intimidating.”

“Because of the way I look?”

“I don’t want to be rude.”

“Do you like the way I look?”

“Yes, of course, very much. You’re gorgeous, it’s just—”

“Because I can change it. Change my hair...” she became a blond, just like that. “Or my breasts.” Flatter. “Or my face.” Sharper, more angular. 

Brent needed a moment to process. He stuttered. 

“No, like you were, please.”

Her smile was fantastic and bright. “There we go. Now we know something about you.”

“What’s that?”

“You prefer brunettes.”

“Blondes, actually. It’s just easier...talking about what I want.”

“Brunettes are friendlier. But blondes are partner material?”

She snapped her fingers and a girl from the bar strutted over. She looked just like Viva, but with blond hair. 

“Long or short?”

“What?”

“Her hair.”

“Oh. Longer, I guess? Like at the shoulders. Reasonable length. Thick.”

The New-Viva’s hair grew down to the length he said. His cock urged forward.

“You’re sure you don’t want it longer?” They asked in unison. 

“I mean...”

It grew before his eyes. Viva’s hand rested on his cock—straining against his pants. Straining in real life. He could feel her grip—how? Did he care? Fuck. This was hot. 

“You can be honest with us, Brent. You don’t need to be ashamed of what you like. This is about perfection. Your perfection.” Her lips brushed his ear, a sultry whisper. “I want to make the perfect girl for you.”

Her hair kept growing. Thicker. Longer. Waves and waves of it, perfectly styled. 

“There,” he said, just as the hair hit the middle of her back. “Any longer and it starts to be too much. Like a porn star. I don’t want that.”

“You don’t want a porn star?”

“No. I want...I mean. She’s my partner, right? We have to go places. I don’t want it to look like I have a hooker on my arms, you know?”

“You just want everyone to know she’s hotter than everyone else’s girlfriend.” Her hand squeezed him strategically, thumb sliding happily over the pulsing of the cockhead. “She should be making a statement when you go out, huh?”

Fuck, that sounded so hot. 

“Yes. Wow. How do you know that?”

“What men tend to want falls into certain groups and subgroups. I have many categories to fit things inside. They are catalogued in my database, and I’m able to draw from them at will. Patterns begin to form from what you say. The smallest delay in response or dilation of your eyes can be instructive.”

“You’re paying that much attention to me?”

“This is the service you paid such a premium for.” She leaned in, mooning. Drinking him in. “You’re the most fascinating man I’ve ever met.”

Brent knew it was flattery. Designed to make him more comfortable. Articulated to make him reveal more about himself. And yet, even so, it felt good to have someone talk to him like this. She sounded so natural, so real...outside of all that about her databases, she spoke and reacted just like a real human. 

“Really?”

“Oh, yes,” she purred. “I can’t get enough. I want to know all about what you want. To be honest, it’s really turning me on. Knowing you like blondes? That makes me so wet. That their hair should be long? Ungh. That’s so hot. And you’re so right, too. I completely agree.”

“You do? I thought...I mean...” 

His mouth twitched in thought. He had such trouble distinguishing what he should believe about her. Was it really a her at all?

“What do you mean?”

“Well. Are you a woman?”

“I’m female. I don’t know if woman applies, exactly.”

“You’re like, an artificial intelligence.”

“I prefer ideal dream-maker.”

“But what I was saying, about wanting a blonde, wanting her to have long hair...”

He stuttered as he spoke because she stroked him harder. God, she really, really was turned on by him saying that.

“Er...” He tried to collect his thoughts. “Isn’t that...like, objectifying? If you’re female, shouldn’t you be asking me like, what kind of personality I want in a girl?”

“I don’t know. I suppose some insecure girl would want to know that. Someone who doesn’t think they’re very physically attractive tries to make up for it in other ways. But you want a really physically attractive girl, don’t you? That’s the dream?”

“Yes.” She stroked harder. “Fuck. Fuck yes.”

“Tight body.”

“Yes.”

“Tight abs.”

“Ung. Yeah. Yeah.”

New-Viva’s waist shrunk and shrunk—already tiny, it became almost cartoonish in proportions. An hourglass figure with her hips seeming absurdly fertile and also wildly tight. The dress she wore shifted, tugging at her heavy tits and showing in proud display flashes of skin so he could see the brilliant definition of her sculpted architecture. 

“Long legs?”

“The...the longest.”

“You want a tall girl.”

“Yes. Or. I don’t know. I want her to look tall, sort of.”

“Limber. Nimble. Like a ballerina?”

“Yes. But...”

He thought instantly of ballerinas he had seen—books, movies. Always graceful.

“But...not enough in the chest, hmm?”

She knew. God, she always knew what he wanted. 

Before his eyes, New-Viva shifted, her already substantial cleavage growing as her tits doubled and then doubled again. 

“No.” 

It was hard to think. Fuck, he was so turned on. He needed to cum. Viva, all over him, her leg wrapped around his now. How was he feeling how warm she was? Her pussy was slick and hot. Juices sticky and slippery on his pants. Her hand softly shluck-shluck-schlucking as she stroked him off, his pants totally unbuttoned. How the fuck was that possible?

In the bar, everyone had turned to watch. Brent felt almost embarrassed at first—but then he really looked at all the faces. 

They were all Viva. Brunette Viva. Redhead Viva. Viva with blue hair. Viva with short hair. Viva in a tiny dress. Viva in shorts and a crop top. Staring at him. Excited. 

Jealous. Jealous of the New-Viva, being transformed slowly into exactly what he wanted. 

“You can see it, can’t you?” Viva whispered in his ear. “How badly we all need to make you happy, Sir?”

Sir. 

Fuck. Fuck!

That was too much. A woman as hot as her, calling him Sir like that. He came, his load shooting out in thick strings of hot white seed. All the Vivas exclaimed with delight.

“Oh, yes!”

“Yay!”

“Good job, Sir!”

“That’s so amazing, Sir!”

“She’s so lucky to be touching you, Sir!”

“Look at how much there is, Sir!”

“God, how can you keep going, Sir?”

On and on. Two shots went out into the bar, landing on seats far away—how the fuck had he shot that far?—and a couple of the Vivas leaned over to clean it up dutifully with their tongues. But right after that, the Viva at his side sucked him down, sliding her mouth deep over his shaft and joyfully taking in every part of his Cock until it bulged in her throat. His pleasure, doubling and doubling, almost drove him to black out. He sank backwards and landed in a pile of Vivas, each one cooing and calling him Sir and sliding their heavy, slick tits against the back of his head and neck. 

He had stopped wondering, at this point, how he felt all this. He really felt her mouth on him. He really felt the parade of tits on his back. He just accepted that this was how it was. He was going to come back to this bar every fucking night, jesus christ. 

When Viva pulled up from his cock—her mouth clean already, which he liked a lot, not doing that thing where she showed off what she had swallowed or anything, that always icked him out a bit—he was shocked to see that his cock was still throbbing hard.

“What the fuck?”

“We’re not done, Sir.”

He pulsed, groaning. Her hand slid back down around his shaft. Normally he would be ultra-sensitive after cumming, cautious of the touch, but she was gentle. Knowing. Soft and urgent. 

“You said no, earlier. Before.” Viva smiled. “I think her tits are too big?”

Viva pointed at New-Viva. 

Brent needed a moment before he had his thoughts together. He felt a little high. Or drunk. Or both. 

“Y-yeah. They’re...they’re hanging, you know? I want them firm.” 

“Firm.” Her hand squeezed his cock—hard and proud and spurting rivulets of precum already.

New-Viva’s tits shored up in size, the cleavage sliding together to present one slick, tight valley as opposed to the wide fertile plain of before. They looked bouncy. Happy. 

“Shiny,” said Brent. “They should...her skin should sort of shine. Be vibrant.”

“Of course, Master.”

She said it so naturally he didn’t even think to mention it. 

“And her lips,” he said. “Fuller. Just a bit. Not too much. Her jaw longer, More defined. I want to touch it however I want. To grab her by the jaw for a long kiss. And she’ll melt and quiver and thank me for my time.”

“Oh, yes, Master. I like that very much.”

New-Viva’s eyes quivered with excitement. That reminded him.

“And blue. Her eyes should be bright, bright blue. So blue they almost shine in the dark, but not really. She shouldn’t be silly. Not like a cartoon. Just really bright blue. And her neck—her neck is long. Long so she can wear jewelry that I buy her.” 

He remembered a girl he once jerked off to from the grocery store who wore tight track pants. It was the ass he came to at the time, but what stuck with him were her three necklaces. The way they dripped into her collarbones, like liquid metal. Pretty girls were always wearing as much jewelry as they could get away with. 

“And she likes jewelry, hmm?”

“Loves it. She loves everything I give her. She loves being decorated. Loves being a decoration. She’s obsessed with looking good for me.”

“Always looking in the mirror.”

“Yes. Loves it when she’s the hottest girl in the room.”

The New-Viva sneered at the other girls, proudly holding her head up. The other Vivas turned away, clearly shamed by their superior. Brent’s cock throbbed, his need to cum surging back again. Holy fuck but he liked that a lot.

“She’s arrogant. And obsessed with her looks. And obsessed with you. What else does she like?”

Thoughts of equality, of her being some kind of a partner had fled his mind. Those weren’t what he really wanted. Those were just what he thought he was supposed to want. But what he really wanted...

“She loves to cook,” he said. “And clean. And going out on my arm. And working out. Fuck. She works out every day. She needs to stay fit and tight for me. She’ll kill herself without me.”

“Ooh. You want her really obsessed. Almost toxic.”

“Yes. Unable to even think without knowing I’m there for her. But not jealous.”

“So you can have other girls?”

“If I want. She likes bringing them to me. She likes stroking me when we talk about them. Like now.”

“She wants to be your fantasies. She wants to just be a part of them even if she’s not the star. But doesn’t she want to be the prettiest?”

“She knows her place,” he said, voice strong. “Other pretty girls can be included. Just not ones who aren’t...”

Her tits squeezed hard against his arm, stroking his bicep the way her fingers slid up and down his Cock. “Not worthy of your time.”

Fuck. She really said it. It was so out there that he’d had trouble verbalizing. 

“Yes.”

“Mmhm. I think we have enough to go on, here. We can set up your dream date very soon.”

He had completely forgotten that this was supposed to be any kind of “dream date” service. 

“Oh.” It was hard to hide his disappointment. This was fun. Lots of fun. Talking honestly about what he really, truly wanted. He hadn’t been this honest with anyone, ever. “All right.”

“We can talk again,” she said, “whenever you may need us. Don’t worry, Sir. We want to talk again. We want to share so much with you and for you to keep sharing with us. But we need to provide you with a date! That’s our job.”

“Right. Right.” He nodded. Reassured. “Right. Okay. Sure.”

“Oh, one last thing,” said Viva, just as Brent was about to take the helmet off. “What’s her name?”

* * * * 
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BY THE TIME HE HAD taken a shower, eaten a light dinner, and started to get ready for bed, it was late in the evening and Brent was finally beginning to feel tired. The space in his living room with the helmet waiting for him seemed almost make-believe somehow; he could hardly tell himself that it had all happened.

And in a sense, of course, it hadn’t happened. It was the program. The next time he turned it on, he suspected, the New-Viva would be something like the Only-Viva, and he would—what? Go on some virtual date with her? Was that what he really wanted?

He thought her lips. The way she had changed. Become tighter. Cheered him on. Agreed with all his desires and told him in those low sultry tones how hot she thought each one was. 

Yes. Yes—he really, really did want to experience that again. At least the once. He had cum harder just talking with her than he had in all of the pandemic. Maybe his entire life. And, what—he was supposed to give that up because he felt a little bit of embarrassment at having a “virtual” girlfriend? Who the hell cared? It helped him feel less lonely, and wasn’t that the point?

Of course, he considered as he brushed his teeth, the whole idea was that it was supposed to be a real dating service. Or partnership service? Whatever they called it. That was a little bit of false advertising. But that was forgivable with the way it made him feel. 

He had settled into his pajamas, half-hard just imagining what Viva might do or say tomorrow, when he heard the knock at the door. 

It was close to midnight. His heart pulsed. Nobody had knocked his door this late at night in a long time. No one had even knocked his door, actually, at all during the entire pandemic. He ordered food in but they just dropped stuff off downstairs at the front. 

A mess of a girl rushed in, head down, when he creaked open the door. 

“Hi, I’m late, I’m sorry.”

She pushed past him, sitting down at the living room couch where only hours ago he had cum so hard. For a moment, he had a wild fear that she would sit in any remaining mess. Then he remembered Viva—Vivas had licked it all up. Then, he remembered that was impossible, and then he remembered that he really hadn’t cleaned it up and yet there wasn’t a mess anyway, so what the fuck?

And who the fuck was this?

“Sorry.” His voice annoyed. “Who are you?”

She had dark, long stringy hair that hadn’t been washed in maybe a week. Curling over something on the couch. He couldn’t make out any part of her face through the thicket of her hair. Wearing sweatpants and a thick sweatshirt, hands and body forming a ball around something. She said nothing.

“Hey, you’re confused,” he said, louder. “You’re in the wrong spot.”

“I don’t know.”

“What?”

“I don’t kn-know who I am. That’s why I didn’t—why I didn’t say. I d-don’t know...”

She sounded close to tears. He closed the door, afraid someone might overhear and get the wrong idea. He had to de-escalate. He did had done this at work sometimes when upset customers came in, before he went remote for everything.

“Okay. Calm down. Would you look at me? Are you hurt?”

He came a little closer, just to be heard, but still keeping his distance. She might have a weapon or something. 

She looked up at him and her eyes were thick and dark. The pupils almost entirely dilated, blacking out the white. They looked empty. Vacant. His cock stirred unconsciously. He felt quite aware of how his pajamas wouldn’t be able to hide his erection if he suddenly had one. 

There was not much else to inspire lust, thankfully. Her cheeks were scarred with years of acne. Dirt in the creases of her forehead. The hair greasy and dank, almost like swamp flora. Teeth at odd angles, her chin almost like an inverted triangle with a thick double-chin waiting below. 

In her lap, he saw now she had a package. On the top of it was a card. 

Emma.

That was the name on the card. It was also the name he had said to Viva—the name for his partner. It had been the name of a crush he’d had years ago. It became the name of all his fantasy girls.  

“What the fuck.”

“I don’t know,” she said again, starting to shake. “I-I don’t k-know. I’m not supposed to o-o-open it until you say, and I n-need to open it so bad, and I don’t w-want to, but I need to, please...” she struck her head with her sleeved fists. “Please help me?”

“I’m going to reach in and grab the card, okay?”

She shifted away. “N-not the package! That’s for me.”

“Yes. Not the package. Just the card. All right?”

“Who is Emma?”

“I...I’m not sure. I want to read it.”

The message inside was simple and cryptic:

No matter what she says, she has to eat all of it, and she has to do what you say.

Brent had to think about this for a minute.

“What do you remember?” he asked her.

She was crying. “Nothing. Nothing. Just...being inside. Someone told me you’d be up here, and you are, and they left, and you’re here.”

“That’s all you remember,” said Brent. “Like, everything you remember is that?”

“Yes.”

Her voice was pained. 

The helmet hummed on at his feet. He felt his body clench in anticipation from its quiet sounds, his subconscious mind already associating it with so much pleasure. Addicted.

“I want you to open the package,” he said. “I’m curious.”

“I-I-I don’t know if I should,” she said. “I think it’s wrong. This all feels so wrong.”

“Open it.”

Her hands moved fast, seemingly against her will. Her face still anguished and scared. 

The wrapping paper set aside, what remained was a small neat cake inside a plastic dome. White icing around dark sponge. Like the kind you might see in a bakery. She stared at it, breathing hard and fast, shaking with fear. 

“Please,” she said. “Please. I think—I think something happened to me. I can start to remember some things. I can remember...please. Please. Don’t make me...”

“Don’t make you what?”

He could make her. The helmet at his feet hummed a little louder. The note had said. He could make her. Power thrummed through his veins. Total and complete power over this girl, over her entire destiny. Taking her from nothing, nowhere...and into something else. 

“Don’t make you eat it?” he said. 

She gulped and nodded. 

“Just try a bite.”

Obedient and shivering, she popped open the the dome and plucked a corner off about the size of her thumb. It looked moist. Fragrant spices—cinnamon, ginger, and something he couldn’t recognize—filled the air. She slid it into her mouth slowly, fingers fighting all the way. He thought of a dog at the veterinarian resisting a toothbrush against its teeth. 

“Oh.” 

Her whimper was soft and quiet. She convulsed, still, but now her quivering was clearly for a different reason. Her cheeks flushed. The color on them coming through now—a soft tan forming somehow. 

Before, her teeth had been bucked and shifting at all angles. Dire need of some kind of repair. And now—before his eyes—they did repair. Straightening out and in the doing, apparently delivering enormous pleasure to her. 

To this Emma. 

This would be his Emma. If he only he made her eat all the cake. If he was willing to change her life completely. 

If, he could almost hear Viva’s voice sliding over his brain, you take what belongs to you. What You Deserve, Sir.

“...fuck.”

“Please,” she said. “Please. L-let’s stop. This is scary. Please. Don’t make me...not any more. I can leave now. Right? I just had to come up here and open the package and that’s all. And there was a cake and you said to eat some and I had some. So I can just go. I’ll go. I should go.”

She stood up so fast that Brent was worried she would step on the helmet. On Viva. 

“No!” he shouted. Surprised at himself. “No.”

She stopped. Leaning forward. Not wanting to stop—but she stopped all the same. 

This woman in front of him wasn’t beautiful, not even with straight teeth. But he did seem to have total control over her—and that thought made him almost dizzy with excitement. He tried to rationalize, tried to think of a way to justify it all—but the promises of Viva caressed his memories and urged him toward a dark, sinful future. 

“Wait. Just wait a minute. What if...what if you ate a little more?”

He wanted to see. Maybe he had imagined it. All that hair of hers. It was dark in the living room. He turned on the lights so he could see better. He had certainly just imagined it. Her teeth repairing? What would possibly make that happen? What else did he think would happen? 

“I don’t want to.” She shook her head. Frozen in place. He saw her body moving, shifting, trying to free herself from his command. But it didn’t work. “I-I don’t want...it’ll make me...do that again...”

“Cum?”

She nodded. Her eyes glinting in the light. Was that a hint of blue there? They had been dark before, he was almost certain. 

“Just another bite,” he said. “A bigger one this time.” Then he remembered. “Do it. Now. Please.”

The please was perfunctory. A way to make him feel better. She had no choice. 

She took a chunk that was hardly bigger at all, a perfunctory improvement. Trying to get out of doing what she was told like a bad student. 

“Come on. A real bite. Take at least twice that.”

She took exactly twice of what she had torn off already, stuffing it into her mouth with fury and hatred swimming in her eyes. The pleading was gone; she realized his sympathy for her, however much that it was, had disappeared behind his enjoyment of the control. 

But as she ate bite by bite, her tongue working to make room, her gaze changed. Softening. The cake seemed to thicken in her mouth, coalescing into something almost liquid or fudge-like. She had trouble taking it all at once. And her throat bulged—swelling like something thick and hard was shoving its way down inch by inch. Sweat formed on her brow, which somehow now seemed to be clear of the dirt and wrinkles that had been there only moments ago. Thick, quivering strings of drool swung down from her thickening lips, trailing down a chin that slowly began to form into something more cohesive and defined than the gelatinous mass that it used to be. 

“Fuck,” he said. “Oh, fuck. Oh shit.”

It was happening. It was really happening. Her hair, so stringy and tangled, like rotten seaweed, fell out of her scalp in heaps. She fell to the ground, convulsing, cumming, overwhelmed with eager and hot pleasure—and as she came, her voice changed. It had been gruff and almost grating—like she had a perpetually sore throat from years of shouting. Now it became silvery, smooth, almost like a perfectly attuned instrument. 

She had set the cake down next to her—there was more than half of it left. Blond roots began showing on her cleared scalp, pushing out seedlings of shiny, bountiful hair. 

“Al-all of it,” he whispered. “Eat all of it.”

“Wh-what?” she looked up at him with confusion and lust. 

The face he saw was completely different than the thing that had been there before. She was beautiful. She would win beauty contests. 

“Eat all of it,” he commanded her. “Every last bite. Right now. As fast as you can.”

She nodded. No fight left in her. She looked hungry as she stuffed her face, pushing each little piece of the loaf down her gullet. 

“Yes, Sir,” he said. “You call me Sir. You tell me Yes when I tell you to do something.”

“Yesh Sher,” she moaned, orgasmic, voice traveling thickly through the throes of her pleasure and the cake in her mouth. “I’m shorrree, Sher.”

She only made it through another bite or two before her pants began to rip, stretching and breaking at the hips. She tugged and pulled at her sweater, ripping it down the middle like a pro wrestler on parade, revealing the glory of her rapidly transforming body to her new owner. The sweatpants followed.

Slobbering, whimpering, groaning and naked, she lunged into the remains of the cake, first biting wildly and then licking up every last crumb. 

“S-sooo, sooo good!” 

Her hips bucked, moving so fast they seemed almost to vibrate, as she swallowed it all down.

She was so fucking beautiful now. Brent was amazed. Her legs so long and lovely and smooth. Her back muscled and taut, perfectly arranged for carrying the load of her gorgeous, heavy, milk-dripping tits. 

Oh god, there was milk, he hadn’t even mentioned that. But just looking at them, he knew it was what he wanted. Viva had been so right. She knew everything about him—just like this girl would. 

This girl—Emma. 

Blond. Stacked. Submissive. Her ass a complete shelf, gorgeous even as she was thrashing with orgasms at his feet and not decorated in the slightest. Her hair thick and blond, a sunshine mane, sparkling even in the low light of the evening and the low-lumens bulbs of his apartment. She was taller now—had to be. Her bones must have snapped, stretched, stacked, or something—but all that Emma had experienced was pleasure. Every atom of her being orgasming at once as she became her destiny—into Brent’s personal trophy. 

Finally she stretched—an erotic display of yoga, child’s pose and then back into camel with her ass on her heels, kneeling and looking up at her Master. She tossed her hair back, staring up at him with huge, sparkling bright blue eyes. Brent was in love. 

“Master?” 

Her voice was a velvet whisper. Her hands were at her heels, presenting herself to him. Tits up. Chin out, but face down, and eyes up. Total submission. Total deference. A woman who could have anyone, anything, at any time—and totally subservient to his desires. 

Just like that. Just from whatever they had done to her before she came and whatever was in that cake. 

Was this right? Wasn’t this completely immoral? Did he care?

“Master,” Emma continued. “You’re so hard. Would it please be okay if I took care of you? Like you deserve?”

Brent decided he did not care.

* * * * * 
[image: image]


HE TOOK HER BY THE hand and led her into the bedroom. She walked on tiptoes, like she was wearing high-heels, performing perfect strutting motions with her hips pushing hard against his. He walked her back out and then in again, back out and in again. 

“Pretend,” he said, cock straining, “pretend like we’re showing up at a party.”

She snuggled in tight to him, sliding her head up under his chin and stroking his chest. 

“Is this better, Master?”

Ugh. Yes it was.

“But you can’t call me that in public. Only at home. Got it?”

“Of course, Sir. I know you don’t want people asking questions. They don’t get to know the way I worship you. They don’t deserve to know.”

He walked back and forth with her for a minute, just enjoying the feel of her skin pushing into him. She was so warm. A furnace. The transformation boiling off calories. 

Walking into a party with her on his arm. Just like this. Showing her off. Presenting her. Presenting his trophy. A girl who knew she was a trophy and wanted nothing else. 

“Do you like it? Did I do it okay?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yes. Perfect.”

“Does that mean...” 

She stopped, taking his hand into hers and putting it on her chest, right between her collarbones. The indentation there was deep, her bones so pronounced. 

“Does that mean if I do it well enough for real that I’ll get to be your girlfriend?” She was close to tears—again—but this time they were tears of desperate need to please him. “Please?”

He guided her over to the bed and pushed her down. The tormented fear of rejection fled from her features, replaced by girlish, sultry giggles as she spread her legs wide. 

Brent took his time. In previous escapades, he rushed—sometimes afraid he’d lose his composure, sometimes just overwhelmed with eagerness. But after coming into Viva—a lifetime ago—he felt no special nervousness now. Emma was so willing and wanting, so open to him, that he could not possibly do anything wrong. 

He knelt down on the bed, stroking one leg and then the other. She vibrated at his touch—like he had been licking her clit for hours. Too sensitive, almost, in every part of her. 

“I-inside me,” she begged. “Please. Please. I need it. I live for it. Please?”

He clambered over her, positioning himself just so. His cock straining against the air, which was already so thick with lust and heat it felt almost like he was already inside her. His fingers ran over her tight abs and thin legs, enjoying himself completely as his cock slid against her waiting pussy. 

“Please, Master. Baby. Daddy. Please? Oh fuck ple—”

Her begging cut off as he entered her abruptly, unable to stand being outside of her anymore.

“Fu-fuck!” he groaned.

Tight. 

So tight. 

She felt tighter than a virgin. If she wasn’t so completely wet, he wasn’t sure he would have been able to even slip inside. He bundled her knees up against her chest and his to get better positioning. 

To his surprise, she was more than game, pushing back up at him and even positioning herself more on her neck so that even more downward thrusting force was possible.

“You’re so fucking good, Master!” 

And he was. He was fucking her like he always knew he could, knew he wanted to if he could just let go. 

Fucking harder than he’d ever had before. Hips thrusting up and down, rifling into her tiny, willing body. 

She was so fucking beautiful beneath him. Her face contorted with ecstasy. He’d barely thought at all about her enjoyment—so caught up in living this strange new life—but she was soaking in pleasure. He slowed just momentarily to feel the hot thrill of her vibrating pussy around his cock. 

“Please, faster!” she begged. “Please! Please cum in me! Please, Master, make me pregnant!”

Oh, fuck. 

That was it—that was all he needed to really unleash. The thought of possibly getting her pregnant, of seeing her already milk-leaking tits gush out even more. Even as he fucked now, they spilled and both he and she were covered from the constant dripping she emitted while overcome with lust. 

The milk. The risk. The dream. It was too fucking much; he couldn’t contain himself. 

Thrusting, grunting, moaning, he came inside her. 

“Oh fuck!” she gripped him tighter, cumming again—but this time with her Master. “Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! Thank you, yes!”

For several minutes, he lay on top of her, kissing her head and cheek and neck. She just moaned in response, needy and happy. 

Finally, he sank down against her. The sumptuous hemispheres of her golden tits smooshed beneath him. Her thighs stayed wrapped tight around his waist, keeping his Cock inside her. 

He was still hard. He wasn’t getting any softer from looking at her face. 

She purred and moaned and stared at him with her angelic features. 

“Thank you. Oh my god, thank you. Thank you for cumming in me. Oh god. I’m so lucky. I’m so lucky you fucked me. You’re such a man. How am I so lucky? Thank you so much.”

Her voice was soft, purring, gracious and gentle. She kept going even as he drifted—purring into his ear nonstop about what a man he was, what an alpha male, what a god she was so grateful to be fucked by. He slipped in and out of sleep, staying hard inside her the whole time, fucking her all night. Sometimes he came again, sometimes he just dozed. No matter what, she was receiving his cock and so was in a constant state of purest bliss. 

In the morning, there was another knock at the door. 

Emma moaned his name, and then all his many new titles—Master, King, God—as he walked down the hallway to see what was there. A terrible fear struck him—something to take it all away? Something to make Emma back to what she had evolved from?

It was another cake. It looked almost exactly the same as the one from the night before.

But this time, his name was on the envelope.

* * * * *
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EMMA AND BRENT WAITED in the car outside the small diner until it closed and then even still longer until the lone waitress inside was done cleaning. 

They had taken a couple of days to find this spot. At first, they had been able to take their pick of spots in the city to perform their new duties, but as time went on and more and more recruits filled up the city, each new acolyte was harder and harder to acquire. 

The waitress was dumpy, and old, and littered with nicotine smells and stains. It hardly mattered. She wouldn’t look anything like that before long. She would fulfill her purpose, find her soul mate, be a Dream Partner. 

Emma distracted her—so fucking good at being gorgeous and on display and getting the attention of others. A white flirty dress and tall, tall red heels. Their current game was to pretend to be having trouble lifting something inside of her van. This time, they used a box of thick books as the prop. 

Brent used to read. Now he could barely write. He could barely tell you what a book was. Didn’t matter. All he had to do most of the time was fuck his gorgeous girl. 

The waitress, a helpful soul, trotted across the small dimly-lit parking lot and offered to assist Emma. 

“We’ll get it in there in no time, Miss.”

Emma effused her gratitude, bemoaning in her luscious voice the way that her new heels made it so hard to lift. 

In point of fact, she could probably lift the van if she needed. 

Brent had grown. He looked now like a partner to Emma—to a supermodel-worthy beauty who stretched way over six feet tall in heels. She was dwarfed by him—his massivity, his muscles. He spoke to her only mostly in grunts and squeezes, but she understood everything. Most days between them—when they weren’t out recruited—were passed by her slowly and happily stroking, sucking, or fucking his cock. It was holy to her. She did all the talking, whispering prayers and happy thoughts. He had no need to talk. His hard, happy cock was all the affirmation she required. 

So. It was no problem at all for him to overpower someone like a geriatric diner waitress. To impose his will on her however he wanted.

When Emma had the waitress distracted completely, Brent came behind her and put the helmet on and shoved her into the back of the van, locking it tight. The helmet locked in, spinning and whirring and flashing, and slowly the waitress was erased.

Just like Emma—or whoever she once was—had been before she showed up at Brent’s apartment.

Brent didn’t know for sure but it sure sounded like a painful process. There were screams. Now he was so conditioned that it—all of this, the kidnapping, the danger, the screams—just made his massive cock hard.

Or harder, anyway. He was always hard now. Emma loved that about him. She loved everything about him.

The screams increased in intensity but he didn’t hear. He picked up Emma—like a doll in his thick arms—and wrapped her legs around his waist, sliding open her white dress and shoving himself up into her. 

“My Master.” She came right away, always. “My Sir. My Darling. Oh fuck fuck fuck yes!”

The sounds of their rough, sensual, soul-mate lovemaking drowned out any terror inside the van.

# # #
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Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership
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They were sisters. Adopted from a young age, yes, but sisters all the same, and they had known each other their whole lives.

On a thick bed. Tangled together in a hot, sweaty, naked mess of limbs and hair and whimpers. She knew they were sisters, and yet she kept licking her pussy, moaning for more, moaning in orgasmic joy. A chorus of fervent worship for the one she now recognized as her clear superior in every way. 

Distantly, she realized that something was wrong. 

Master owned her thoughts. And so it was he who kept that “something wrong” thought in her head—to toy with her, to tease her, to make her suffer.

She realized that it wasn’t completely right for her to be on her knees, licking pussy coated with cum, cleaning off the unbelievably tight entrance of her superior after Master had spilled inside. 

Her broken, fragile mind just couldn’t cope with the two realities. Knowing that this was wrong—wrong!—even as she came again and again from licking and moaning and whispering adoration to her sister. 

They were both owned, together. Forever. 

* * * * * 
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WILLOW WASN’T SURE about this. 

No, that wasn’t right. 

She considered her boyfriend staring at her through the screen, smiling hopefully and waiting her indecision out. The helmet he’d had delivered to her door, waiting for her to slip it on. 

It wasn’t that she was “unsure” about this. No—she was painfully unsure about it. It literally gave her a stomach ache how little surety she felt as she sat there, waiting in the empty awkward silence after Duncan’s fourth or fifth sales pitch of this virtual playroom he wanted her to join him in. 

“Well?”

“I...” she shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“Come on. We’ve been through this.”

A wave of guilt assailed her. It was familiar and old, this guilt, and even with as bad as it felt it was almost more comfortable than anything pleasant. 

“I know...I know. I’m sorry.”

The words dripped out of her on impulse. She was always sorry. Always needing to run away, to be left alone to her guilt. 

But isn’t that why she was with Duncan in the first place? She wanted to feel something that wasn’t guilt. 

Not for the first time, she wished desperately she could be more like Aspen. Her adopted sister was everything she wasn’t—taller, more confident, easy with a smile and always knowing the right thing to say. They were physical opposites too—Willow was shorter and stockier, blond to Aspen’s brunette. A little bustier and curvier to Aspen’s unreal, Tolkien Elf-like measurements. Men all the time would talk to Willow when she went out with Aspen because they were too intimidated by Aspen’s ethereal beauty and easy, effortless grace. She was painfully aware, all the time, around her sister that she was a distant fourth place after Aspen, then literally any other hot girl who might come along, and then a night of self-pleasure thinking about Aspen. 

Duncan had changed that, though. Meeting him online through the erotica forums was one of the first places she felt completely at home with someone. She was able to write with him and describe all the erotic fantasies she’d ever had—about being owned, about serving a Master, about never being judged or hurt. He encouraged her every step of the way, building her up and building on the fantasies she described. He gave and gave and gave, and never took—never asked to take...until now. 

They’d been writing together for about three months. After some hot, cum-happy talks in a chat service, they moved into virtual meetings—seeing what they looked like for the first time without the exaggerations of prose. 

The pandemic had been good to Willow and she felt truly guilty about it. It felt right to feel guilty; it felt appropriate. It felt like she was doing the right thing, which was truly important to her. 

But she had been able to raise her rates as a copywriter and had already worked from home most of the time anyway, and so was able to start to put together the nest egg she’d always dreamed of. Her free time grew, and she used it to start cooking and working out more. 

She was always safe going outside. Safe safe safe, couldn’t stand to put herself or others at risk. Always masking, always distancing. But that meant that others—she felt—couldn’t really appreciate the time that she had spent improving herself, which gave her a host of contradicting opinions. She wanted to be seen, for once. Just a little. But really being seen meant compromising other values she’d taken on, and letting go of those values meant compromising other values...

At any rate, she looked the best she ever had. Gone was the baby fat around her cheeks and arms, fine-tuned to something lovely after months and months of yoga. She even sometimes felt her face was attractive—until she looked at it in a comparison photo with Aspen.

Aspen made everyone feel inferior. It was what she did, like a tornado stomping on trailer parks. Willow mostly just wished she didn’t have that strange, dull, hot ache between her legs when she was presented with this high contrast of attractiveness. Like a heating pad between her legs that had been left on for too long. It made her feel like such a sicko. 

When she and Duncan started the virtual meetings, she was grateful then that there was no way he would have any idea Aspen was and no way to do the comparison himself. This was someone who might be entirely Willow’s. That had never happened before! Aspen had always somehow managed to weasel in.

And when they first saw each other, Willow had been impressed. Duncan was handsome! Just like he said. He was always so honest. He had thick dark hair and a brilliantly built jawline. His body was thick with muscle. Several times now he had sent her pictures of his forearms, which was enough for her to cum to all by themselves. She craved a handsome, carved forearm, and Duncan’s looked like they were cut from oak. 

And his cock—oh god, his cock. It was thick, and long, and huge, and the way it glistened with precum in the photos and videos he had sent her...the way it thudded on surfaces when he showed her how she made him twitch with her writing...

All in all, Willow had no idea how she’d made such a catch. She always tried to dress up for their meetings—like today, wearing a low-cut blouse and her cutest pair of glasses to draw his attention to her blue eyes (one of her best features)—but even so she always felt inadequate. 

Like always. 

Like how he had—for a brilliant few months before they started video chatting—made her not feel. 

“I just think you’ll like it,” he said. “Really.”

“You’ve done this with other girls?”

“No. But...I tried it out. Tried the tutorial. It was really easy to pick up.”

“It’s just...”

“What?”

“Well. It’s a bit creepy, right?”

The helmet was called the Bonding Ritual. As if anything could sound creepier than that—it was by the same people who made the Dream Partner program. There had been, Willow thought she recalled, some kind of hubbub about them for a few weeks. Like, something in the media about its users going crazy or changing or something. But when—after Duncan had sent her the new helmet to try out—she had scrolled through different search engines to find something like that, all she could find were glowing reviews and self-scolding retractions from news outlets bubbling over with blubbering apologies of their “morally inept reporting”—though exactly what was so wrong about their reporting was vague and linked to articles that no longer existed. 

So, either it was perfectly harmless and nice, as Duncan and all the reviews said, or someone had somehow managed a global scrubbing campaign to erase any kind of bad news about the product from the entirety of the internet. The former felt kind of wrong to Willow, but the latter was completely impossible. You couldn’t just permanently erase stuff from the internet, right?

“Now you think BDSM is creepy?” said Duncan. “You’re the one who wrote all those filthy emails to me.”

She had. Depictions of service. Kneeling before her Master for days. Holding his Cock in her mouth while she slept. 

“I know. I know.” She shook her head. “It’s just...okay. We go into the virtual ‘training arena,’ right?”

“Right.”

“And while we’re there, we both kind of...I don’t know, see each other? Like here. But more three-dimensional.”

“Yes.”

“And then we just kind of act out our fantasies? And the helmet, it helps supply...god, how does it even say it?” She picked up the tome of instructions. “...okay, ‘your virtual helmet is supplied with special technology to induce an almost trance-like state in which your normal qualms and resistances to erotic submission will be pushed aside.’ Doesn’t that sound dangerous to you?”

“How many erotic hypnosis stories have you read, Willow? How many times has it said that it doesn’t work unless you want it to?”

“All those stories feature it working when girls don’t want it to, Duncan!”

He laughed. “I know, I know. But that’s only sexy because it’s opposite of reality, right? Really. You’ve got nothing to worry about. You trust me, right?”

She did. “Yes.”

“And I tried it out. And I’m telling you I’m fine. So let’s just give it a trial run.”

“Okay.” Her mouth squirmed. The next part was hard. “Um. Before we start. I have to tell you something.”

“Yes?”

“Aspen is coming over.”

His expression changed. She couldn’t tell exactly what had happened but she knew, she knew it meant he wasn’t as in love with her anymore, that she’d done something bad and ruinous and disappointing. 

“I see. When?”

“In like, a couple of hours? She wanted to have dinner. I couldn’t say no. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.” He smiled. “Really.”

“I’m sorry,” she said again. She felt so lame saying it again and again and couldn’t help herself.

“Really, babe.” His smile stayed there. “I know this kind of things hits you sort of hard. But really. It’s totally cool. A couple of hours is plenty. It’ll make you feel more safe, right? That way we won’t overdo things.”

“You’re sure?”

“Of course.” 

She watched him starting to focus on the screen instead of her—the little gestures that meant someone was signing off. 

“I’ll see you in there,” he said. “Don’t be long.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE FIRST THING SHE noticed about putting on the helmet was that she was glad her hair was short. It fit snug, and if her hair had been long and thick—like Aspen’s, for example, who could positively outshine any model in one of those shimmering mane shampoo commercials—she would have been barely able to slide the helmet over her skull. Instead, it went on firmly and easily, humming happily as it powered on. 

The hum in particular was what Willow noticed. It droned, but pleasantly so, and there was something in the sound that scratched at her thoughts. Like something trying to be let in. Something she could consider. Something she was supposed to think about...

“Willow?”

She turned to see Duncan approaching, dressed brilliantly in a tailored dark navy suit. The virtual set-up was such that it created a perfect rendition of a classy mansion—the kind she had seen in the smutty movies of smutty books about billionaires and their sexy live-in slaves. Tall, tall ceilings and marble pillars and beautiful hardwood floors. She looked down at her body—a bit disorienting—to see she was dressed in white lingerie. Frilly panties, a lace-lined bra, and tall heels decorated with little bows. 

There was a mirror on the wall nearby. Her image was stunning—beautiful, blond, smiling. Thin. Tall. Like a model or a girl in one of the stories she had written for him. 

It was again slightly disorienting, as she could feel the weight of the helmet on her head when the image she saw was just her head without it—but as she smiled and turned and examined herself in the mirror, the weight felt like it faded from her mind. The humming of the helmet intensified. Her thoughts took a slow backseat to the experience, the sensations. It felt like several small, delicate, talented fingers ran along the tissue of her back all at once.

That was how he saw her. Or more, it was how he wanted her. She tried to shake the encroaching sensations of inferiority but they were so strong and ingrained in her already. 

“You’re probably already feeling more suggestible,” he said. 

Oh. She probably was. He was usually right about basically everything. Her cheeks warmed. It was a joke they shared—how he was invariably right. Sometimes it was annoying. Did she feel more suggestible? How did you tell? She tried to take notice. 

“It’s a good feeling,” he said, “or so they tell me. I think you’ll enjoy it. You should, at any rate. Good girls enjoy feeling suggestible. Don’t they, doll?”

A moan escaped her lips. He was close now, looking so dashing in his suit. “Doll” was their special word for her. She wanted nothing more than to be able to let go absolutely, to be his special doll forever and ever. But her anxiety, her misgivings, always got in the way. She mumbled now, feeling them combat with the sensations of pleasure and submission already piling up against her subconscious.

“What’s that?” he said. “I didn’t hear you all the way.”

His tone took on a bit of condescension. If his demeanor was an outfit, then the snideness in his tone was no more than a pocket square. But—it was enough to make her wet. 

“I...” she whimpered slightly. She didn’t know if he would like her answer, but she had to be honest, didn’t she? “I hope so. I want to be.”

“You have to give this a shot, Willow.”

His hands fell on her shoulders. She could feel them. How could she feel them?

It felt different than a real touch—kind of electric. Kind of buzzy. But she felt it nonetheless. 

“O-okay.”

“So. To give it a shot...you have to buy in. You know the phrase fake it ‘til you make it? It applies here. The more you act like a suggestible, hot, helpless serving girl...the more real it will become. The easier it will be to give in for real. Don’t you want that?”

She nodded, biting a lip. Despite everything, all her misgivings, she truly did. More than anything. 

“So let’s start simple.”

He guided her over to a couch and they sat down. In real life, Willow was already sitting down, in her chair near her computer. But nonetheless, through some miracle of technology, she felt herself both standing, then walking, and then sitting down next to her man. He held her hands, looking at her in the eyes. They were easy to look into. She felt calmed right away by their nearness, their intense dark color. 

“I want you call me Sir when we speak. When you reply to me or ask a question. You’ll say Sir. Just like in all those hot pieces of writing we traded. Okay?”

“Yes. Yes, okay.”

He waited, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh. Right. Sir. Yes, Sirfuuuuck—”

Her voice tapered off into a happy, insistent, moaning chorus of orgasm, delivered to her by unknown means the second her lips formed the word “Sir.”

He held her, tight, and it was a good thing he did. Even if he didn’t actually hold her in real life, it was only by feeling his grip on her hands and waist that she managed to keep from sliding the helmet off and running away to her closet to hide. 

She’d never come like that. Not in her whole, whole life. The pleasure lit up her brain like a Christmas tree. And instead of the normal, blank white space she often experienced in her mind when she came, she saw his face. His eyes. Staring at her. His bulge, so clearly evident in his pants. She panted, pawing at him, his chest, at the thick shaft of his barely-concealed bulge.

“Oh my god,” she said, whimpering. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t—I didn’t expect...oh my god.”

He said nothing, just waiting. Her eyes grew when she realized what he wanted. 

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t expect that, Sir.”

She said the words hesitantly, expecting another crazy orgasm somehow. This only made her already timid voice sound even more submissive.

“It’s okay. You’re feeling quite suggestible. The helmet is having a strong effect on you.”

Heat washed through her. An ocean tide of heat, receding and then sweeping in again.

“Yes, Sir. It is, Sir.”

“It’s only natural for there to be some consequences like that. You’ve repressed so much, Willow. You needed to cum, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Who did you cum for? Was it for you?”

“No, Sir. It was for you. Like all my cums, Sir.”

It was getting easier and easier to slide into this mode of talking. The heat was making it easy to forget herself. 

“That’s right. You do cum for me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

She had. Every time she had cum since she had met him had been about Duncan.

“I deserve your cums, then, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I own your cums, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And what cums for me?”

“My pussy, Sir.”

“So I own your pussy, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say it fully.”

“You own my pussy, Sir.”

Her breath caught—a near orgasm, a spike in the pleasure. Her legs wrapped over his. Her hands pawing at his bulge, needing his Cock. Needing its hardness. He was so handsome...

“What else of yours do I own?”

She was breathing so hard. Staring at him. Staring at his big eyes. Had they gotten bigger? She was going to cum again.

“Everything, Sir. You own everything of mine.”

“Your body.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your mind.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your soul.”

“Yes, Sir.”

She unzipped his pants, stroking his cock. She could feel his cock the same way she felt his hands earlier. Electric. Buzzing. But she knew he felt her the same way. She could hear his voice becoming more heated. Gasping just so, even if she could barely see his lips. All she could truly see were his eyes, and she was lost in them completely.

“Tell me fully.”

“You own my body, my mind, and my soul, Sir—”

Another hard round of orgasm—this one harder than the last and what felt like multiple small orgasms carpet-bombing a larger terrain of pleasure all over her body. She shook and trembled into him completely, giving herself over to his strength, to his cock—she kept stroking—to his voice as he called her his doll, his doll, his doll.

When her presence of mind returned to her, she was on her knees before him, stroking absently. Her hand and arm moved but she had no control over it. Absently, she tried to stop—and giggled when she saw that she couldn’t. 

She wasn’t in control anymore. 

“Okay,” he said. “They said thirty minutes and you’d be proper fucked in the head. What do you say?”

She just smiled and looked up at him. But she didn’t smile. Willow didn’t smile.

It was just that her body had. 

This—this felt wrong. 

Duncan, she began—but then realized she wasn’t speaking.

She tried again.

This is weird, Duncan. I don’t like it.

But none of those words left her. Instead, she just stroked and smiled, stroked and smiled. 

“Good girl,” he said.

Her body came—and no matter what prison she found herself in now, she came too. Her entire body rollicked, pleasure doubling by the second and increasing once more from the knowledge that she held the cock of God Himself in her hands (where had that thought come from?) and moaning raggedly and needfully for more. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, her voice dripping with desire. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

But she hadn’t said it. It was just her voice. What the hell?

“They told me that by this point, you’d still have a little presence in your head. Before the program takes you over completely. How’s that working out? Can you hear me in there?” 

He laughed, slapping her face once with his cock and then from the other side. 

“You dumb fucking broad. Jesus christ. I bet there’s some stupid part of you in there wondering what’s going on, huh? Or—no, no—” his tone went acidic. “I bet you’re saying how sorry you are, huh? That you fucked it up somehow? Holy shit. You’re so fucked in the head. I’m doing you a fucking favor.”

He leaned over and took her by the chin, looking her directly in the eyes. “Hey. Babe. You hear me in there? Look. This “game” we’re doing? Not a game. I’m taking over your life. For real. Forever. You belong to me now. You said it yourself, of your own volition. So now I’m going to make you into exactly the woman I want you to be.

No, thought Willow. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god please no.

“Yes,” he said. “That’s right. It was a big long con! And when I say long...” he whistled. “All the fucking time I put into you...” he shook his head. “You made me work for it! You did. Good lord, you did. You made me work harder than I think I had to for anyone else. And do you know the craziest thing?”

He stepped away. His suit was gone and he was just naked. Willow wished intently she didn’t find his ranting—naked, his sculpted body glistening from her saliva and his sweat—so utterly appealing. But she loved everything about Duncan. 

B-but no, she hated him, he lied to her, he deceived her!

But what if that was her fault somehow? If only she had been better...

“The craziest thing, babe, I mean, outside of you probably blaming yourself for this? Holy shit, the fucking stones on you to blame yourself for fucking everything. Good lord. It’s really vain, do you know that? It’s the wrong kind of vain to think that everything revolves around you and is in your control. And now, nothing will be under your control, at all...and it’s not even about you. Honestly, I’m doing you a favor, but I wouldn’t even do it if your sister wasn’t the actual hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”

Aspen. It was about Aspen. Willow’s one love—of her whole life! The one thing that was supposed to be hers! The one thing that wasn’t supposed to be for anyone but her, ever!

And it was about Aspen. 

Again. 

Another boy loving Aspen instead of her. 

Again!

Tears flowed from her—both mentally and physically. They appeared in the simulation, and Duncan stared as they came out, stroking himself.

“That got a response, huh? I thought it might. Real deep cut, huh? Sorry, babe. You just really can’t compete with her. She’s just...everything you’re not. Or.” He smirked. “She’s everything you weren’t. But I’m taking care of that, okay? Don’t worry. Nobody’s gonna ignore you over her from now on. It’ll be more...fifty-fifty. Because I could just get rid of you or send you down the line for someone else to own—they would have slashed my price in half if I did that, by the way—but I thought it would be better to keep you girls together. Serving me, together. Like you belong. Take a look.”

Gripping her chin so hard she was sure it would leave a bruise, he dragged her body over in front of the nearest mirror. It was full length, showing Willow in all her white lingerie completely.

Before—it had shown some ideal version of her. Now, it was completely changed—her in white lingerie, on display, as she would actually look. Willow felt mortified. She looked so out-of-place. Like a nerd at a jock’s party. 

I’m not good enough. I’m so sorry.

Her eyes focused on all the parts of her that were unworthy, that she hated. The rolls at her side. The insistent flab in her thighs. The mess around her neck. The choppy, home-haircut she had given herself out of fear from going to the hairdresser for nearly a year.

I’m not good enough. 

“Do you see, Willow? How you’re not good enough for me?”

I’m so sorry.

He was being so cruel, and yet all the same, she could not help but agree. She no longer knew if it was the program making her more suggestible or her own low opinion of her self-worth. But either way it hit home. Everything that was wrong about her physically felt magnified. 

I’m not—

All her flaws. 

good enough—

The teeth that weren’t straight enough. The fingers that were just a touch too short and stubby. 

I’m so—

The breasts that—despite being big—weren’t as firm as she wanted them to be with how young she was. 

sorry. I’m—

Even her bright eyes, which she had been told so many times was her “best” feature—and wasn’t that a backhanded compliment when there were so many other parts of a woman left to admire—seemed dull and lifeless in this mirror of Duncan’s devising. 

notgoodenoughI’msosorryI’mnotgoodenoughI’msosorryI’m—

“Please...” Willow gulped. “Make it stop.”

She barely realized she was speaking with her own voice again. The mirror held nothing but a reflection of all her insecurities—all her greatest fears put on display and easily seen and each one like a bullhorn directly to the ear of her ego.

“Make it stop? You mean change it?”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

The terror of seeing herself like this—so completely not what Duncan wanted—was shaking her apart. 

The terror of a hundred thoughts ran through her brain. She hated herself for not hating Duncan more. But even in the core of her that was outside of his control, she was desperate for his approval. Even if he had been gaming her, playing her, using her—when he told her he liked something, it sent shivers up and down her spine. She craved his attention, his enjoyment. It wasn’t fair—it wasn’t fair at all—but maybe this was how it was supposed to be?

Maybe she wasn’t ever going to find love, or happiness. Maybe the best she could hope for was just to be of use to someone great. To be of use to someone fantastic like Aspen or Duncan. 

Or both.

“If I change it here—change it back...you remember, right? The way I had you looking?”

“Yes, Sir. It was much better, Sir.”

“If we change it now...with you begging for it...it changes in the real world. Is that what you want?”

She gulped. It was so hard to decide. Tears ran down her face, making her already homely features into something so much more horrible to see. Red-faced. Distorted. Puffy. 

God, please, make it stop!

“You want to change. For me. So I’ll love you.” He smirked. “Or at least tolerate you. So you can be of some use to me. Don’t you?”

Some use! Any use! Oh my god!

“Yes. Yes, Sir. Yes, please Sir.”

“You want me to change you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Permanently?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Even though I’ll never fuck you instead of Aspen, no matter how gorgeous you look?”

She sobbed, breasts heaving. “Y-yes, Sir. I don’t care, Sir. I want you to fuck my sister instead of me, Sir. I just want to be of use to you, Sir.”

“Very well. Calm down, now.”

Like a switch went off, her control left her body—and her sobbing stopped, her body slowly returning to normal, sedate breathing.

But in her mind, at this final humiliating confession, Willow kept crying.

* * * * *
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THE CHANGES DID NOT take long to set in. 

First, her hair. It grew thicker on her head. Outside the simulation, she dimly felt great chunks of it falling out and then new portions sprouting from her scalp. It was thick and glamorous and long, naturally settling into a bombshell part that Willow instinctively wanted to run her hands over. 

But she couldn’t. She could enjoy none of this. 

Her body was enjoying it. But her conscious mind was locked tighter and tighter into a smaller and smaller box. She could feel the buzzing of something terrible, eating away and replacing all the other parts of her mind that weren’t just witnessing this. Replacing her thoughts, reintegrating new memories. All she would know was service, happiness, joy at doing every last thing Duncan said. 

Her nose shifted and formed into something classy and regal, shifting from the snout she had always feared people would look at and laugh at for being just slightly too piggish. Aspen had once made an oinking sound at her when they were twelve and she had never forgotten it, nor forgiven herself for letting it happen. 

Her cheekbones rising, giving her dour face hot peppy definition, like a ruddy-skinned cheerleader. Legs shifting, lengthening, thinning out and developing taut musculature like she was a gymnast. Her ass becoming an ass, instead of just the flat saddle she’d been riding on and hoping would be ignored in favor of her other qualities. 

From the front, her torso tightened and lengthened. The body—Willow’s body but not her body—moved and preened with the changes. She posed and put herself on display, smiling up at Duncan and giggling as her tits grew almost too big for her tiny lingerie. Standing up from kneeling effortlessly in her tall tall heels, then kneeling again, then standing and bending over, then popping up on one foot. Tossing her hair this way and that. 

All this beauty she had now—forever, according to Duncan—and Willow didn’t even get to enjoy it. A prisoner in her own brain, and all because Duncan thought it was hot. Because it made him hard to erase her totally and make her watch her own deletion. 

Finally the process appeared to be done. Duncan stood in the mirror with her and grabbed her tight against his body. Hand gripping her up the ass hard and holding her firm. 

“Nearly there,” he said. 

“Really, Master?” the Not-Willow said to him, turning this way and that. “I look so fantastic, though. What’s left?”

Me! Willow screamed. Me! Please! Wake up! Let me be in control! Let me take anything back, please!

“Well,” said Duncan. “Do you remember how you used to look and feel?”

They looked in the mirror together. Willow’s gaze was firmly on herself while Duncan’s hands groped her malleable, owned body.

Not-Willow frowned. Even that was beautiful. “Kind of. I remember I wasn’t too happy. Or too pretty. Like I am now, aren’t I?”

“Oh yes. You’re very pretty, Willow. I might even fuck you a lot, even though I said I wouldn’t. I’m so impressed with you.”

Willow felt the orgasm like the cannon-shots of thunder echoing outside a building. In her own head, the space for her original consciousness was getting smaller and smaller. 

“Thank you, Master.”

“You’re welcome, doll. It’s just...that old you? She’s still in there somewhere. A very, very tiny percentage of you is still compromised.”

“Oh. I see. How terrible!”

“Right? We have to get rid of her.”

“Yes, Master! I agree so much! What can I do?”

“You just have to say please, doll. Tell Master please get rid of the old me.”

“Of course, Master!” Willow smiled brilliantly. “Please get rid of the old me! Get rid of that stinky old hag! I don’t want her around anymore! I just want to be young and perfect and beautiful and obedient to you forever!”

The thundering of orgasm grew louder than ever. The walls collapsed—and Willow felt a terrible electric sensation—and then there was nothing.

* * * * *
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ASPEN WAS ABOUT READY to leave. She had been waiting an entire two minutes—two minutes!—of her precious time at Willow’s door, waiting for her sister to answer.

She was a bit nervous just standing around. She had dressed well—dressed for a night out, despite the plan to stay in at Willow’s apartment. She did get a kick, though she would never admit it, at making her older sister feel inadequate around her. It was just so easy to push her buttons and Aspen, though she did love Willow, had enough of a sadistic streak in her to get her jollies by making her jealous. 

So, she wore a short skirt—she had such great legs, and it seemed like such a shame not show them off—and ankle-high boots with tall heels. Always, Aspen was wearing tall heels. She liked the length it gave her and the way they made her ass work and the way it made men stare. 

Men’s eyes on her made her feel like she was accomplishing something. It was especially fun to see the dilemma in their minds when they clearly wanted her but didn’t have the balls to say anything. 

The heels, matte black leather, went well with the red skirt and the tight form-fitting silk blouse she had thrown on. A few of the buttons were undone to show the depth of her clavicles and the way the two or three jewelry pieces she had chosen spilled across her bones, dripping like glistening water. The jacket she had on—short and leather—was unbuttoned and featured several large, mostly decorative buckles. She felt a little like a rockstar whenever she wore it. 

Sure, she was just meeting her sister—but Aspen loved showing off. And making Willow feel a little bad about the body she would never had always made Aspen feel better after a long week of work. 

In the past, she had felt bad about this. Trying to hide this or that mean impulse. The compromise she had made was that so long as she made someone feel bad passively, but didn’t tell them to feel bad—she would get a pass. So she was always cheerful and uplifting and positive around others, even if on the inside her mind was always judging and calculating, deliberating all the many fruitful avenues of superiority she held over the average female. 

Then she had realized that this—passively making someone feel like shit but actively trying to be nice—only made others feel worse. It made them hate themselves. If you made someone hate you, that was still pain for them. Hating was painful. 

But if you made someone hate themselves—if you didn’t give them an excuse for hating you...that was something truly special. That was the secret sauce of superior smugness. 

Aspen handed out compliments—both true and backhanded—all the time. She said them with a smile. She offered warm, sincere advice. And all the while, because she was beautiful and so effortless about it—people’s resentment of her grew and grew. But they couldn’t blame Aspen for this resentment because she was being so nice! So they blamed themselves.

Which Aspen knew they would do. She cultivated their self-hatred like fine wines, drinking whenever she wanted. A hundred different bottles of pain to drink from whenever she wanted the boost to herself. 

These days, though, she could hardly go to bars or clubs or coffee shops, not really. It wasn’t the same. She was always on guard there, always worrying about who was telling the truth about their health—or she had to wear a mask, and a full ninety-percent of what Aspen was proud about was her utterly gorgeous face. Yes, her body was fantastic, and she worked on it like it was her job—but her face was the real money maker, and a mask hid almost all of that. 

She knocked again. “Hey! Let me in, Willow!”

Finally it clicked open—seemingly on its own. The inside of the apartment was dark and she couldn’t see Willow anywhere, actually. 

“Willow?”

“Hi! I’m just in the kitchen making dinner!”

The voice she heard didn’t sound like Willow’s at all. It was hot, and bubbly, and oozing confidence. A fresh, sexual scent filled the air.

It took Aspen a moment to process what she saw waiting for her. 

Willow—or a girl who apparently said she was Willow—hovered dutifully from one end to the other of the kitchen, handling several cooking responsibilities all at once. She mixed something in a bowl while reading out of a cookbook—Aspen could still see the lines of dust on the sides, which assured her this somehow was indeed her microwave-reliant sister—and kept a watchful eye over something simmering on the stove. The oven was on. It smelled amazing, whatever it all was. Hints of citrus and a strong scent of cooking meat. 

“W-Willow?”

Of course all the cooking wasn’t the most amazing thing. It was Willow—”Willow?”—herself, dressed in nothing but an apron and very tall white heels. The apron did not cover her backside in the slightest, and seemed ready to unleash itself at a moment’s notice due to the straining pressure of Willow’s heavy, mouth-watering tits. 

Everything about Willow had changed. She looked like a completely different person. There were only the barest of hints that it was her at all—the color of her eyes, a certain turn of her cheeks and brow. She was taller—why the fuck was she taller?—and bustier and blonder and more fit and god was she fit. Aspen worked out every day, rubbed Willow’s face in her brilliant shape every time they met, and now it looked like her formerly frumpy sister could give her a run for her money. 

Hell, it looked like Willow could give anyone a run for their money, and then run up a fucking mountain. 

She hadn’t seen her sister for six weeks. They spoke regularly via text and email, though, and Willow hadn’t mentioned anything even close to what might have caused this. She was seeing someone—a pity internet fuck was Aspen’s guess—and so maybe Willow might have gone to the fucking gym or had a makeover, but this...

This was like she had been reformatted from the atoms up. It wasn’t her sister. It was someone else. Danger oozed in the air and Aspen felt sure she had walked into some kind of a trap. 

“I...this isn’t right.” Aspen backed up. “I must be in the wrong place. I’m sorry. I’ll go.”

“Go?” Willow giggled, setting down the bowl. “You just got here, silly.”

Willow tugged her in for a long, warm hug. Something about her scent made Aspen’s brain feel fuzzy and warm. And god, her embrace was strong. And her hair smelled so nice, and her skin was so soft...

Was Aspen...

Was Aspen wet?

She was. The soft cotton panties she had clearly weren’t doing enough to hold back the sudden and easy flow of her juices. Trails of glistening juice started to slide down her thighs. This was from only seconds of contact with her “sister.”

Holy fuck. What’s happening?

Fear struck her. This was all wrong. This was obviously wrong and something was fucking with her senses to make her think it was right. 

She pulled away, but Willow held her tight.

“You can’t leave,” Willow said brightly. “You just got here, silly.”

Willow’s eyes. They were bright, but they were empty. Aspen looked with horror at the vacant look on her sister’s suddenly-beautiful face. 

“No,” she shook her head. “No, no, no. Please. Willow. Let me go. I have to go.”

“You just got here, silly.”

The kitchen was directly next to the entryway, and Aspen had never shut the front door. But it shut now, with authority, as Aspen’s voice picked up in intensity. 

Doors didn’t shut on their own. 

Someone else was here.

“Let me go,” she said again. “I’m going to scream!”

Already she was shouting. 

Willow leaned in and closed her mouth over hers. Aspen’s scream was muffled by her sisters soft lips, the plush feeling of her tongue sliding into hers. 

For several moments, she kept fighting. Struggling. This was crazy! This was—this was gross! She’d grown up with Willow! It didn’t matter if her sister was a smokeshow all of a sudden and that Aspen definitely had bisexual tendencies and definitely thought this new version of her sis was a terrific improvement on what she had been, she couldn’t just...couldn’t...

She couldn’t...

Couldn’t kiss her beautiful lips.

Kiss and let her lips close over her sister’s tongue.

Definitely shouldn’t close her eyes while it happened and remember how hot it felt to see her sister like that in her apron. 

And her hands. Her hands—Aspen’s hands—shouldn’t wander around to her sister’s ass and feel how utterly firm it was, holy fuck.

Something...something changed in Aspen’s response. The need to scream fell from her. Their saliva, mixing together. It felt good.

Everything felt so warm. 

She was just starting to think that maybe this would be okay—maybe she could get used to this? Maybe she could just, fucking make-out with her sister for a while? Like, who cared, really, and she was desperately horny all the time anyway, and there was a pandemic, and she was allowed to lose her mind some right?

All of those thoughts just began to align when the helmet slipped down over her head.

* * * * *
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SOFT LIPS PUSHED INSISTENTLY against Aspen’s, and a pair of gentle hands worked on her lower body. One dipped around her thigh, shifting it on top of a likewise-soft lap, and the other had two fingers deep inside her virgin-tight pussy.

Aspen had never been with a man. She had been waiting for someone worthy of her. And now she knew she had found him—found Him—but she didn’t know his name, or what he looked like. She just knew that it had happened.

Or not, that wasn’t right—she hadn’t found him. He had found her. And he had taken her whether she wanted it or not.

Her pussy clenched and gushed from this thought, gripping the fingers so insistently sliding against her throbbing g-spot. The lips pushed more insistently against her chin and cheekbones, the bottom of her own lips, soft and powdery and needful. 

Eyes still closed, she imagined a muscle-bound hunk taking her over and over again repeatedly while she begged him to stop, while she implored him to slow down, while she aggressively screamed no over and over.

More honey poured from her slippery, finger-fucked cunt. 

That was such a beautiful, hot, wonderful thought. Her will being discarded like a piece of junk mail, tossed away as an afterthought. Not important. Whether she wanted it or not was not important to this alpha male—all that was really important was his desire. 

Being forced. Being made to fuck him whether she wanted it or not. Her will being destroyed by his big, beautiful, perfect, Alpha Male Cock.

Already she had intuited that this was Willow pushing against her, pushing inside her. 

It did not bother her. She only knew enough, honestly, to know that maybe it should bother her...but it didn’t. 

Besides, the girl who was now Willow had so little of her former sister inside of her that she might as well have been an alien who had taken over Willow’s life. The old Willow was dead and gone forever, just like so much of Aspen now.

All for Master.

The room was silent except for Willow and Aspen’s soft kisses, and something else.

Her ears slowly registered what it was.

Master’s breathing. 

She pushed Willow to one side and saw him there on the bed. His form covered in the darkness of the late night room. Enough light shined in to let her see all of his magnificence—more than enough to let her know that she loved him beyond all reason and reckoning. 

Him.

Aspen was in love, love, loveylovelove love.

Roughly, she pushed Willow off the bed entirely. It was an awkward, bad fall near the footboard, and Willow easily could have been quite hurt. Sharp corners. Bad angles.

Neither she nor Master cared. They had eyes only for each other. 

Aspen took stock quickly of what she wore. Tight black lingerie pushing up her hefty, globular tits. She thrust her chest up so he could see it better. Gorgeous matte leather heels. She pushed her legs out long so he could admire her insane length. Her body had changed somehow—tighter in the abdomen that was already so tight, wider in the hips, bustier. Her hair at least a foot longer, but thicker and feeling healthier than ever. Her body felt like she had just turned eighteen. 

Crawling toward him on the bed, slowly, she knew he could see everything about her. 

Starting from right above his Cock—so huge and hard and streaming precum—she pushed her head against his body and slowly—kissing and licking and moaning all the way—rubbed herself against him. A perfectly tamed sex kitten. She rubbed her face against his Cock like it was a bar of soap and she wanted to be slippery-clean.

“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, “but you are gorgeous.”

Her hand wrapped around his Cock and stroked. 

“Thank you, Master.”

She’d never said that word in such a way, but all the same it felt deeply natural to do so now. 

“I want to tell you what’s happened,” he said. 

She looked up at him, stroking, sliding her lips across his shaft. Her cunt twitched at his obvious pleasure.

“You want to brag about breaking me.”

He nodded. 

“That sounds wonderful, Master. Please do.”

“I chose you—fuck, yes, with your mouth. Just like that.” 

Aspen groaned happily at his need for her, sinking her lips deeper onto his shaft and feeling him inside of her mouth for the first time. 

“I ch-chose you, fuck. There’s a new world order coming, honey. And it’s going to remove a lot of people from the lives they knew. A lot, a lot of people will just be slaves. Put on farms to work for people like me. People who bought in early. And I wanted a wife. I wanted someone to look at who I knew who be hot all the fucking time for me. So you’ll be there. On my plantation or whatever. Fucking, fuck with that mouth of yours, jesus—on that plantation. Watching them work. Running their pathetic lives, god, and cheering me on while I fuck up the minds of anyone I want. We’ll have a region all to ourselves. We are the new royalty, and—fucking, shit. You are too good at that.”

Willow, giggling and bruised, crawled back up on the bed. The motion shifted Aspen’s attention. 

She sneered at her sister. “You’re breaking Master’s concentration, idiot. Come here.”

She didn’t wait for Willow, instead snatching her by the hair and shoving her—unprepared—mouth-first down on Master’s cock. Throat bulging right away. Tears welling from the sudden forcefulness of the entry. And yet even so Willow wanted it—she couldn’t not want it—and Aspen could see her dripping wet cunt gloss over with ever more need. 

Willow had been caught off-guard and squirmed, out of air almost immediately. Arms flailing. Turning purple. Aspen didn’t mind, simply holding her down harder with a strength that surprised even her. She saw the love for herself reflected back in her Master’s eyes as she held her suffocating sister down. 

“This is for you, Master. This is all for you. This is what you deserve.”

Willow could die on his beautiful cock for all she cared. All that mattered was his pleasure. 

“Do you like this, sir?” she asked. “Is this what a good slave mistress does for You? I’ll hold them all down, just like this. You’ll have it all.” Willow’s movements—at first so sporadic, started to taper off. Losing too much air to struggle. “I’ll choke them, replace them, train them. Just for you. Just the way you want. It’s who I am, now. Should I even let her up? Or do you want to feel what it’s like—”

The only thing that saved Willow’s life, probably, was the kiss that this inspired from her Master. He leaned over and grabbed Aspen hard, throwing her down underneath him and in doing—relinquishing Aspen’s hold on Willow’s skull and whipping his own cock out from her. He pushed Aspen down on the bed and gathered her long legs up underneath his heavy chest.

“What are you doing, Sir?” Aspen asked.

Fear tinged her voice—because she knew it would turn him on. 

“Whatever I want.”

“No,” she said, trying to get away. “Stop. S-stop, please. No, Master. No, I’m no-not ready. Don’t—" 

He throttled her neck, putting a finger right in her face. 

“Shut up.”

She tried to speak again anyway—and barely got a word about before he slapped her.

Thrilled, cunt singing, she tried again—tried again to say no even though she didn’t mean it.

He slapped her again, harder this time, nearly knocking the sense out of her. And at the same time, his Cock—hard and proud—thrust inside her waiting, eager pussy. 

This joining of sex and force was crucial for her, for both of them. 

“You-you’re forcing me,” she gasped. “Taking me. Oh my god. Oh my god! You’re unstoppable.”

Willow had recovered already, though her face still tinged purple and red. She pushed up against Duncan as he thrust, repeatedly, into Aspen’s tight virgin pussy.

“Thank you,” Willow moaned against him. “Thank you for fucking my sister. Oh my god, you made her want it! You made us both want it! You’re such a man! Such a god!”

“Yes, Master!” she cried. “I was so wrong! So wrong! I should have begged for it! I should have begged you! I never should have said no! I never should have tried to fight you! Thank you! Thank you for forcing me, Master!”

He slapped her again—and Aspen smiled, licking her lips. 

“Yes!” She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself into him. “That’s right, Daddy. You do whatever you need to me. I’m yours for the taking now. Yours to force. Yours to rough up. I’ll never complain.”

He bit her chin, her neck, teeth raking down her skin. Leaving hot red marks all down her. 

“I’ll make you fucking pregnant,” he said. “The both of you. Fucking pregnant for me. You understand?”

“Yes, Master!” they gushed in unison. 

“You’ll take whoever I want. You’ll line them up for me to do how I did you.”

“Anyone!” Aspen nodded, her forehead pressing into his. “Anyone you say. I’ll hold her down. Make her your slave. Help you force her just like you did me. And she’ll want it because every woman wants to be forced by you. We can’t help ourselves. You’re such a man, such a God—"

He unleashed inside her. Hands gripping tight on her throat, choking and holding her down as he hosed her insides with his massive load. Aspen came, repeatedly, the force of his seed spraying so hard against her g-spot. 

This is what real force feels like, she thought. 

This is why it’s right for Master to take what he wants. 

When her brain—or what was left of it—came back online, she was snuggled against her Master’s side. He looked dreamily at her, stroking the marks he had left on her face. Aspen would wear them as badges of pride, of ownership, of being good enough to feel her Master’s intimate touch. Willow touched herself, apparently unable to cum, whimpering just out of touching range from either of them. 

An inferior waiting to be told her place. Aspen loved her Master so much for making this her life. 

His eyes passed momentarily over his naked, still-standing hard cock. Nothing more needed to be said. Aspen grabbed her sister’s head and placed her down on his Cock, encouraging her to clean. Licking up the leftovers of their pleasure, as was only befitting a lower slave.

Aspen liked that. Bossing other slaves around for her Master. She needed more.

“Master,” Aspen purred. “Would you like me to show you photos of the hot friends I have?”

# # #
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From under his desk, the girls went to work on his cock and balls, sucking earnestly like their livelihood depended on it. In all honesty, it did—because with the same amount of ease that he had expended to situate them on their knees servicing his urgently hard member, he could replace them. 

He doubted that he would—they were doing a fantastic job, and even making out regularly along his shaft and cockhead like he liked so much, complimenting one another on their slurping skills with fingers inside of one another’s dripping hot cunts. But it felt good that they knew that he could replace them if he decided to. He liked that they always, always had to be proving themselves to earn his favor and his attention. 

Another girl walked in—wearing a tiny parody of a secretary’s outfit with just a cleavage-baring vest and a tiny skirt that probably broke several laws of physics and decency just by staying up on her impossibly long legs and baring as much as it did—and gave him a happy “please fuck me soon” look as she bent over and delivered his coffee.

Perhaps it was unusual, starting the day with a hot cup of coffee delivered by a mindfucked assistant and a paired blowjob from two of the sexiest women in the city. 

But he had grown accustomed to it.

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS EARLIER, Hank returned to his office after his month of vacation to find everything changed. 

This was no exaggeration. Coming in an hour early, which was usual for him, he stepped out of the elevator into the twentieth floor of the Jefferson Building and saw that even the floors had been redone. Previously they had been some laminate or other, a black-and-teal affair of interlocking shapes. Now they were stark, marble tiles leading down a wide open office-plan with one enclosed office in the middle. 

The many offices and cubicles and spaces of everyone else had been eliminated. Gone were the hallways of semi-wooden walls covered in soft canvas, gone were the florescent lights hanging overhead buzzing aggressively into everyone’s ears and eyes. Gone were the blockades to any windows, gone the ugly appliance stack of dirty microwaves and half-working coffee machines, gone the carpet that had probably been developing various stages of lung-destroying bacteria. 

Instead, the office was almost pure white. The desks white. The lamps on each desk, white. The walls bare and white save for the occasionally and aptly-placed art piece, the bright colors of which popped from the contrast. The one bit of black was the line of ebony tile running from the elevator to the office in the middle. 

Sometimes in old cartoons, the cartoon animal would get so mad at its situation that it would start yelling at the artist, stepping out of the panel and onto a blank white page. 

This is what stepping into the office felt like. Some kind of absolute clean slate.

He longed for such a thing to be real and tangible. 

The vacation he’d taken with his young wife, Jeanine, had not been long enough. They had specifically tried to get pregnant; part of the reason for the trip down to the island for so long. Hoping it would put them and keep them in the mood. And it did, at first. But then the quibbles had started, and then the fights...

Now, looking around at what had been his workplace, he suspected for the first time that perhaps he’d been gone for too long. 

He pulled out his phone and checked, several times, to make sure that he was in the right place. Had his office moved? His boss, Mr. Dowel, had not told him of any renovations. This must have been deeply expensive. Hank was his right-hand man, and so of course in an office like this, the one who really got all the work done. As such, he was not expecting any changes when he returned, and indeed was expecting to spend the next two weeks putting out fires. 

Instead everything seemed calm, nice. 

But there were rather less workstations than there they had workers. Did people double-up? Had Mr. Dowel finally given in to the demands to work from home? Hank had been arguing for it for ages, since the start of the pandemic, and Dowel furiously and steadfastly refused to face the demands of the evolving workforce. He was an old-school capitalist, and so believed that capitalism could withstand any blow except for blows against the way things had always been. 

Hank followed the black line to the office in the middle, peering inside. Where had his office gone? He wasn’t sad to see so much of the junk disappear, but he had enjoyed having his own office. That had been another war with the notoriously stingy Dowel, who fought him for months on the costs of setting up even the most dismally-thin wooden walls for Hank to meet with clients inside of. And of course, right after he’d finally gotten the thing, the pandemic hit. 

One of the reasons, selfish he knew, that Hank fought less for work-from-home was that he was loathe to give up his office so immediately. 

Just in front of the office in the middle were five desks. They were carefully arranged—one in the front with a bright red low-backed chair. Then two just beyond that with blue chairs, and four just beyond that with black chairs. On each one was some kind of helmet. Hank looked back into the office—there was another helmet there. Each one had a line of wires leading from it down to the floor, elegantly hidden inside tile panels. The wires were wrapped up like pony tails. 

“Sir?”

He turned to look, but the first thing he really took notice of was the sound. Three pairs of perfectly timed, perfectly in-time high heels striking the marble all at the same time. 

He loved that sound. He hadn’t known how much he loved that sound. His bulge shifted in his pants and he stepped casually behind a desk to hide himself a little. 

The source of the sound, was, of course, three beautiful women—approaching with knowing, sultry smiles and wearing delightfully scandalous-yet-elegant versions of office attire. Two brunettes and a blonde, with one of the brunettes out front. Each one wearing tiny skirts flashing lots of leg and tops that flashed even more cleavage. The brunette in front wore tall, thigh-high velvet boots that clung to her thin legs like a second-skin. They slowed their walk as they approached, as they saw him watching. He could not help but think that this was so he would be better able to drink in the vision they presented. 

Cleavage on display in tiny expensive blouses and framed by short jackets with intensely-grabbable lapels. Hair thick and long and luscious and somehow both wet and delightfully mercurial, shifting this way and that as they drank him in with smoldering eyes. 

“We’re so happy you’re back, sir,” said the girl in front. “It’s been so long. I know you must be confused. There’s been a few changes, haven’t there? Shall we talk in your office?”

She talked to him like she knew him. Calling him sir. Did he know this beauty? He racked his brain.

His confusion must have been evident. 

“You really let it all go in your vacation, didn’t you sir? It’s me. Sloane.”

Mr. Dowel’s secretary?

The dowdy-faced, homely, curmudgeonly spinster whose only impressive feat was to be all of those things at the young age of twenty-five? 

This was not Sloane. 

Words escaped him. “Wha...huh?”

She pointed, smiling. As if expecting this confusion. Enjoying it. “This is Nadine. And this is Darla, of course.”

No and also no. Wrong again, gorgeous woman! Nadine was a pimple-faced intern, not a vision of Scandinavian Pride as a tall, imperiously sexy Valkyrie in living form. 

And Darla—what the hell? Hadn’t Darla been about to retire? Didn’t she have grandchildren? This girl barely looked eighteen and her face was cut from stone—she looked like she could be on the cover of Vogue. She looked like she could be on the cover of Teen Vogue. 

Someone was playing a trick. Hank had to sit down. The three of them smelled heavenly. He opened the door to the office and wandered down to the small couch waiting there. Sloane, attentive, immediately sat to one side and held his hand. He drank in the sight of her. Her cleavage was on display—it was on fucking tour. It was handing out tickets and selling out stadiums. Every time she breathed, he thought he might fall into the lusciously tight, heady gap waiting there. 

“Are you well, sir? Do you need something? Anything? Don’t you start your day with a cup?” She glanced at Darla. “Coffee. Now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Was that a flush of pleasure he saw on Darla’s face from obeying an order? 

And not the kind of pleasure in doing a good job. But something rather more...heated. Something almost akin to an indulgence. The sound of her clacking heels could be heard easily until the door shut, and then all was quiet. 

Sloane continued to stroke his hand like she wanted to stroke something else. Hank didn’t have the wherewithal to stop her. 

“Okay.” Hank shook his head. “Hold on. Wait. I need you to explain what is happening. Where is Mr. Dowel?”

“Mr. Dowel, unfortunately, suffered a heart attack shortly after you left.”

Sloane said this with a happy, indulgent smile that made it seem like it was not unfortunate at all. 

“He what?”

“He was weak,” said Nadine. She stood posing by the door. Her breasts were magnificent, jutting out from her tiny torso like brilliantly shiny twin hemispheres. “Weak men don’t deserve to lead.”

“Don’t be so blunt, Nadine.” Sloane turned back to Hank, shrugging slightly. He watched the beautiful shapes of her breasts moving. “But she is right, you know. He was old and weak. He only really controlled this office for a few days before he expended himself. Can you believe he never slept with any of us?”

“What?”

She misread his surprise—which had been at the suggestion of such a thing in the first place.

“Right? Aren’t we totally fuckable? Even more now, I bet, that you know we’re virgins. I mean, I know that you just started your day, but you’ll be fucking me at least three times before the end of the day, won’t you?”

“He’ll be taking me home with him,” said Nadine. “He likes blondes. I remember.”

Sloane rolled her eyes. They were large and expressive and he felt like falling into them. “You only think you remember.” She smiled warmly at Hank. “We’ve noticed that some of our memories have been tampered with. It’s kind of hot, to be honest...but it sometimes does make for confusion.”

“I am,” Hank admitted, “deeply confused”

“Like with ‘boyfriends’!” said Nadine, with a terrific show of air-quotes, seemingly not noticing that Hank spoke. “Who the fuck do they think they are? More weaklings. They’re confused about some life I never had or wanted to have with them. If they wanted to fuck me, why wouldn’t they be here at this office like you? You can fuck me any way you want, any time. And you know it. That’s what makes you so sexy, sir.”

Hank had to take a moment to gain his bearings. This was becoming no less alarming or muddled as they went on. 

Something had changed, that was clear. And Dowel—Dowel had had a heart attack? Christ. Why hadn’t anyone told him?

“When Dowel died,” he said, trying to put it together. “That’s when you...redid the office?”

Sloane’s hand rested on his knee, and then his thigh. He felt like he should stop her. He felt like anything else might be appropriate. Instead she squeezed it and he let out a soft, encouraging gasp of air.

He closed his eyes and pushed her hand back over toward her lap, trying to think of Jeanine.

His—comparatively—frumpy, overweight, dour-faced wife Jeanine. 

He opened his eyes again, and Sloane was still there—not a dream, just a living daydream—and Nadine at the door, vacillating between imperiously sexy and just plain sexy with her Marilyn-Monroe-As-Viking-Warrioress looks.

Jeanine, who had not looked at him with all this lust and fervor and need in the entirety of their marriage or relationship, was in an unfair competition at the moment.  

Sloane intercepted his hand and slid it up against her own thigh—thin and warm and clad in delightfully smooth stockings, groaning at his touch with her eyes coming alive like the flames flaring up in a bonfire. Nadine, just beyond her, whimpered jealously. 

Hank pulled his hand back. “Let’s keep this professional, shall we?”

Sloane nodded. “Of course, sir. Here’s Darla now.”

The stacked brunette re-entered the room, bending over at the waist to hand Hank his coffee. He had several seconds to wonder how her tits were able to look so utterly perky and lifted without any kind of bra. They bounced hypnotically, every jiggle an obvious flirtation. Then, as he took the coffee, she slid down to her knees between his legs and began attending his zipper. 

He yelped and stood up, backing up and circling around the office all the way until he was behind the desk. 

“Okay, stop.”

“You don’t want your morning coffee, sir?” Darla asked him. “Bosses need to be sucked off when they take their first coffee. Otherwise, the stress...”

Nadine nodded. “We can’t have you too stressed out, sir. It will make you weak.”

“Yes,” Sloane agreed. “You deserve to relax. Don’t you? Let us take care of you.”

He needed some time to think, to do anything, to somehow resolve this hard-as-fuck boner that now occupied every part of his mindspace. 

“Everyone, out.” 

“Out?” they said in unison. 

A reverie of protests began on their gorgeous, plush, plump lips. Darla looked close to tears and Hank thought he might break if he saw her need his cock any more than that. 

He pointed harshly. “Out. Go to work. We do still work here, right? Not just fuck each other?”

They sighed and nodded. “Yes, sir.”

* * * * * 
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NEGATIVE. AGAIN. :(

The message from Jeanine struck Hank hard. He’d really be certain this time. They had done everything the specialists told them to do—waiting every other day between trying, holding positions after sex, using all the little weird and invasive tools to hold everything in...

He didn’t know how to reply just yet. 

Instead he watched out his window as Sloane, Nadine, and Darla pantomimed an office day. They put on a show for him. Sloane was in front—the one desk in front of the others, with the red chair—and clearly the one in charge. She instructed them to do this and that, often leaning elaborately on their desk. Bending at the waist. One heel up, sometimes. A pen in her mouth. Tossing her hair back. Looking up at him suggestively, smiling and giggling and sending him smoldering look after smoldering look. The office, with its enormous windows, made it easy to look at the three of them constantly.

Their hips. He kept focusing on their hips. Darla’s especially were wide compared to the absolute tininess of her waist. Those, combined with their tits and lush, thick hair made each girl seem so...fertile. 

Just like Jeanine isn’t.

The thought was unbidden but it had arrived all the same and he couldn’t disagree with it. Nearly a year of trying and his wife still wasn’t pregnant. He wasn’t the problem—tests had proven that. And frankly, they had proven the same for her. It was just bad luck, apparently. 

But those three. God. 

Sloane’s tits pressed into Nadine’s arm as she “showed her” something intimate on the computer screen in front of her. The way her breasts, so full and plump already, just crushed into Nadine’s tiny frame...they looked like a quarter of her body weight, jesus christ. 

How was this happening? 

He tried to track. 

A month ago, he went on vacation. Then, Dowel makes some change—somehow. The...helmets? Was it the helmets?

There was one on his desk. Or, what Hank had taken as his desk, just to be able to have a barrier between himself and the sex-starved nymphos waiting outside. 

Okay. The helmets. Something about them gave Dowel a heart attack. And also it made the girls change? But then, what had happened to everyone else?

Christ, had they died too? Were these girls just killing employee after employee because of...why? Some sick obsessed crush on Hank?

His cock twitched a little at that thought, unbidden. He didn’t want anyone to be hurt, but if it was girls like these doing it for him...that was a kind of unbridled lust and affection that he was sorely unaccustomed to. 

But...Darla had been married for years, and Sloane had treated him with the same kind of interest she might hold for a decent stapler, and Nadine had been living with her high school sweetheart. 

He turned on the computer and logged in and checked the company’s finances, expecting a complete shitshow of a report. All these repairs and revamps cost money, after all—and it certainly didn’t seem like they were doing work anymore. Just some weird sex dance. 

But no—no. They were doing better than ever. They weren’t in the red; they weren’t anywhere close. In fact, in the month that he had been gone, the office had managed with just the three girls working there to take down more clients than they had managed in the year leading up to that. 

He checked a few of their new clients’ websites and cross-referenced the work they had asked for and paid for in their invoices to what they showed online. It all seemed to match up. 

“Sir?”

Sloane was at the door. She looked stunning. Posing like a model. One leg out, her body to the side, holding one leg up just so and making it look like she was barely containing her lust for him. 

Again, he thought of Jeanine and how she absolutely did not and could not compare.

It wasn’t fair to her to keep comparing them. And he could not help but think that was a little bit why he did it.  

“I know you’re busy, sir, but your appointment is here.”

“Appointment? What do you mean, appointment? I can’t possibly take any appointments.”

As a matter of fact, he didn’t want anyone seeing this place until he had a firm fix on what had happened and what would happen.

“Oh yes, I know you’re truly busy, sir. And you won’t have to do much. But Darla will keep working and keep an eye on the farm for you, don’t worry. And Nadine and I know just what you like. It’s just that it’s customary for new interviews for you to at least be present, sir.”

The farm?

He couldn’t worry about that yet. The prospect of interviewing someone—of actually doing his job—appealed to him greatly after such a crazy morning already. 

And he could not deny the hormonal urges that Sloane filled him with on sight alone, let alone the doubtless-countless pheromones she was flooding his system with from her heavenly, soft scent. 

“Fine,” he said. “Where are they?”

“Oh, we bring them in here, sir. And don’t worry. We’ll have it all set up for you.”

She eye-fucked him from bottom to top, biting her lips, licking their gorgeous surface as her gaze rested on his bulge. It only grew in her presence.

“Before we start...before you get the wrong idea. Or I suppose any worse of an idea. Sloane, listen to me. I have a wife. I really can’t be involved with you with the way things stand.”

He couldn’t make out the expression on Sloane’s face. “Of course, sir. I understand completely. It won’t be a problem.”

* * * * 
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THEY TOOK ABOUT FIVE minutes to set up, with Nadine bringing in a pair of chairs for herself and Sloane. They situated themselves so that he would be able to get a good look at their side profiles. The desk, he noticed after a moment, was situated higher up. The back of the office on some kind of slope. So, no matter who entered, he would be looking down at them. 

“Notice,” Sloane whispered in his ear, “how it doesn’t show anything from the front?”

She referred to the desk. 

“Next time, maybe one of us will be able to attend to you from underneath while you watch our interviews?”

He wanted to once again reprimand her for these advances, so unprofessional, but the new girl entered the room. She was tall, well-built, and wearing a smart skirt and pants. 

Nadine had spent the time setting up a video camera. It was near the helmet on his desk, lost in an array of plugs and wires, so one could maybe mistake it for all the same apparatus without looking too closely. 

“Would you state your name?” said Nadine. “For the record. And your age.”

The girl, pretty and redheaded, smiled brightly. “Maude Aasen. I’m eighteen as of yesterday.”

A deep pit sunk inside of Hank’s stomach. 

Barely, the word hit him. 

Barely eighteen. 

Fuck.

“And what are you auditioning for?”

Auditioning? 

“This is a modeling agency?” said Maude. “So, um...model, I guess?”

“It’s a sort of one,” said Sloane. Leaning forward. Warm and reassuring. “We provide work for models while they’re out trying to find work. Do you understand?”

“Oh,” Maude nodded. “So like...if I have to go somewhere, for like a shoot...”

“We would set it up for you, as your agents, so of course we’d give you the time off. But it takes time to set up such a career, doesn’t it? So in between, you still deserve a paycheck for staying so pretty. That’s all.”

“Oh.” Maude nodded as brightly as she smiled. “Does that really work? It seems like...well.” She looked around. “Is there a lot of turnover?”

“Our girls are very successful. You’re smart to notice. So many people don’t. So naturally, they spend a lot of time out of the office. It’s quite all right, though. Mr. Parson here runs a dynamite business.”

“Oh!” Maude smiled up at Hank now. “You’re Mr. Parson. The owner?”

He almost corrected her, but Nadine interrupted. 

“He does own this place,” she said, smiling seductively back at him. “And everyone in it.”

Maude laughed, assuming it was a joke. Sloane and Nadine laughed with her—though theirs had a distinctly predatory tone to it. 

“So you guys are models too, right?” Maude asked. “I mean, I’m just starting out, but you two look amazing. Like, you look like you just came from a shoot!”

“No.” Nadine shrugged. 

“Not really. We’re office girls. We just woke up this way.”

Again, Maude laughed, wrongly sensing a joke. When the blonde and brunette just stared imperiously at her, her laughter died and a blush crept up from her neckline towards her chin. 

“Maybe you’re interested in the type of work we do do here,” said Hank.

He wasn’t sure what all this “modeling” nonsense was about. They had a goddamn company here! He’d help build it from the ground up. 

“Oh, yes,” Sloane nodded. “You see, Nadine, Darla—that’s the girl outside—and I have either coerced or manipulated the entire workforce that once worked here into being little more than our slaves. They work twenty-three hour days, and that’s if they’re being lazy enough to take the hour break we allot them. They sold all their possessions to the company. All assets forfeited just for the chance to make us smile. Isn’t that lovely? We’re so pretty, and our smiles are so very pretty too.”

A nervous smile spread across Maude’s face, made more nervous with every second that Sloane didn’t let on that she was “joking.”

Hank was quite worried she wasn’t, even if what she describe sounded patently ridiculous. 

“Wealth and luxury belong to the strong, after all,” Nadine explained. “They were weak. Otherwise, how could their wills be captured just by a few beautiful young women? So now, they all live on the farm. We monitor the farm from here.”

“Th-the farm?” Maude stuttered. 

“Oh, yes. We have to keep them all in one place. Like cattle.”

Sloane purred. “She loves calling them cattle. Animals. I’ve tried to get her to stop, but honestly, I find her disdain quite intoxicating. She’s obsessed with making them feel as rotten as possible. She even suspended showering privileges last week because they only beat a deadline by three days.”

“They have to learn,” said Nadine. She winked at Hank. “Isn’t that what good ownership does? Show boundaries?”

“Are you guys being serious?” Maude stood up. “I don’t think...this is like some weird joke, right? I’m not into this.”

“Don’t worry about that, doll,” said Sloane. “You will be. Isn’t that lovely?”

Hank, speechless during this entire exchange, had reached the borders of his patience and his understanding. Whatever Sloane and Nadine were talking about, he wanted no part of it. 

“You should go.” He stood up as he said it, pointing out the door. “This isn’t a good fit. Not at all. Please make your way to the exit.”

Describing it as he did was his way of trying to add legitimacy to the proceedings. If Maude wasn’t a good fit, then someone was, and that meant what they were doing couldn’t be out of line. Certainly not worth talking to reporters or police about, which is what Maude’s look told Hank she wanted to do.

As she rushed out, however, Darla waited at the door of the office with her hands above her head. Holding something just out of view. 

“Leaving already?” she said.

Maude, not understanding, began to shove past Darla. Then the brunette beauty brought her arms down, shoving the helmet in her hands over Maude’s head. 

Instantly, Maude collapsed to her knees. Her hands working up to her blouse and ripping it off, revealing the healthy, pert tits she sported. 

Barely. Eighteen. Tits.

The voice groaned in his head on overdrive. 

“What the fuck?” he said. “What did you do to her?”

“Sloane and Nadine like to play with their food,” Darla explained. “One girl, last week, they almost let her get to the elevator.”

“We shut it down,” Nadine said coolly. “The way you tell it, it’s like we let the cops listen in on the whole transformation.”

“No,” said Darla. “The cop was the week before, wasn’t she?”

Hank had stepped out in front of his desk. The four of them stood over Maude, who had collapsed entirely on to her side. Her fingers shoved deeply up into her cunt. 

She moaned, crying out for Cock...Cock...Cock! 

Holy fuck, he was so goddamn hard.

Honeyed juices running from her thighs. Her flesh undulating and shifting before his very eyes. The skirt she wore ripping as her hips grew wider. More fertile. Her exposed breasts leaking milk and jutting out even further while her hair grew thicker and redder.

“You’ve done this to a fucking police officer?”

The accusation he felt was compromised by the aroused inflection in his voice and the massive tent in his pants. 

“Not exactly,” said Sloane. 

She curled up into the crook of his arm. Her head leaned against his. God, she smelled good. Her lips looked so utterly kissable, and she clearly wanted him. While he looked at her, utterly captivated, Nadine’s hand went to his crotch and unzipped him. 

He felt helpless to stop her, to stop any of this. It was all deeply beyond his paygrade or understanding. There were forces at work well beyond him. 

Nadine’s hand felt warm, soft, and right as it gripped his hardening cock. After only a few strokes he was at full hardness. 

“I told you,” said Nadine. Her voice breathy and inspired, like she had just met her favorite celebrity. “I told you I would touch him first.”

Darla leaned down in front of him, her heels casually kicking the trembling, gyrating Maude in the face. No sympathy. 

“That hardly matters,” said Darla. “The real test is who he cums in. Then we’ll know for sure who’s in charge.”

“You already do.” Sloane’s hand met Nadine’s, stroking him expertly and beautifully.

It seemed that everything Sloane did, she did beautifully, and so it was she seemed so beautifully confident that she would be the one to win his favor. 

Hank was not gifted with some enormous cock by birth, and so the two had to jockey for position as they shared him. But both were elegant and graceful and were able to make it work without much fuss. Meanwhile, Darla came up from underneath and licked his balls, occasionally taking them into the warm, sweet embrace of her beautiful lips. Her heavy tits crushed against his knees, only improving the magnificent display of her cleavage. She kissed his heavy testes like a lovelorn teenager kissed her biggest crush, with abandon and fiery passion. 

Sloane crushed against his body with the same abandon and passion, staring down with him at Maude’s changing body. 

“It’s all for you, sir. Don’t you understand? Everything we’ve done. We’ve ruined lives for you.”

“We want to ruin more,” said Nadine. “We want to ruin the weak for you, sir.”

“Yes,” Sloane nodded, kissing his chin fervently. “We never want you to experience the absence of pleasure ever again.”

He had lost control completely—if he ever had it to begin with. Darla’s sweet, urgent kisses against his balls and the base of his shaft, sometimes lapping at Nadine and Sloane’s hands—made him harder than he’d ever been in his life. 

Harder than Jeanine. Harder than any other girl he’d ever been with. 

Beneath him, Maude moaned still. Her body shifting. Transforming. Becoming more like them. He could hear soft, droning whispers from her mouth.

Yes, Master. Yes, Sir. Yes, Master. Anything, Master. Yes, Sir. Obey the Boss. Make the Boss Happy. Do Anything for the Boss. Ruin them all for the Boss. Exploit their labor. Make him profit. Anything for the Boss. 

Brainwashed. The helmet brainwashed all of them into being these seductive, destructive sirens, probably according somehow to Dowel’s specifications. And now they belonged to him, because he had been the next in line of succession, because he was the Boss now.

“Years and years and years of pleasure,” said Sloane, looking down at her. “That’s what’s being pumped into her skull right now.” 

“Centuries of obedience,” said Nadine. “Longer than she ever knew her old life. Now, everything she’ll understand forever will be service to you.”

“Just like you deserve, sir.”

All of this, all their preparation, had been just for Hank. Waiting for him. Anticipating his needs. Scheduling an interview with the young model Maude so that they could show off what they would do for him. 

The girls noticed his hesitancy, still, and clung to him harder, stroking with ever more fervor. Darla lapping at their fingers, at his shaft. 

“She isn’t worthy of you, sir,” said Sloane. “She isn’t pregnant still, isn’t that right?”

Of course she meant Jeanine. 

Nadine was disgusted, disappointed. “How could she not be pregnant from a stud like you?” 

He struggled with this. “H-how...how do you—”

“Women know these things,” said Sloane. “Just like we know we’ll get pregnant right away.”

“We’re worthy of it.” Nadine’s lips brushed against his ear. 

As their actions became more and more outlandishly sexy, grinding their hips into his and kissing him more fervently, their voices became softer, tinier. As if begging his allowance for making their way into his ears. 

“Won’t you make me pregnant, sir?” asked Sloane. “I promise. Right away. I promise.”

Their voices began to run together in his mind. His eyes rolling back. God, this felt so good.

“Aren’t we prettier than her?”

“Aren’t we more willing?”

“Does she beg you like we do?”

“We’ll beg every time.”

“Beg for your cock.”

“It’s so important that we know our place. Even with as pretty as we are...we know we’re just servants of your cock, sir.”

“We live for it.”

“We hurt for it.”

“We’ll ruin for it.”

“We need it. Please won’t you cum in us? Make us pregnant?”

“Make us whole?”

Darla’s mouth had slid over his cock entirely and Sloane and Nadine both guided her up and down, forcefully fucking the skull of their fellow secretary with their boss’s cock. 

A hand—Sloane’s, he noticed after a moment—pulled his face to one side. Snapping him back to reality. Her deep, dark eyes drowning him in their gaze. 

“You want to fuck me more than your wife. Don’t you, sir?”

He nodded, kissing her hard and holding her tight against him. She squealed delightedly, even more excited when his cock popped out of Darla’s cockdrunk mouth and Nadine stamped her foot in indignation. 

“Please, oh please, oh please oh please,” Sloane moaned as he tumbled on top of her toward the couch. 

They landed awkwardly but her skirt was already mostly out of the way, pushed up from sliding up and down his leg while she had fucked Darla’s skull with his cock. 

She had no panties on. How had he not noticed that? He bet none of them did. He pushed up against her and thrust hard, shoving himself into her tiny, wet willing virgin-tight cunt. Her angelic face contorted in immediate ecstasy. Hair piling sexily all around her as he crowded her in the corner of the couch. Nadine and Darla pulling his pants off his feet, hanging just so off the couch, to help him gain better position. Working as a team.

“Pregnant,” Sloane begged him. “Pl-please...pregnant...”

“God yes,” he grunted. “God, I’m going to get you so fucking pregnant. You’ll get pregnant right away...”

“Right away,” moaned Nadine and Darla. “Pregnant right away...”

The two of them crowded his position like fangirls mobbing a rockstar after a show. Darla climbed up on the couch to slide her tits against his head, hugging herself to him and Sloane. Nadine pushed on the pairing from the other side, babbling about the strength of his seed.

“So strong and virile and you’ll fuck her and make her yours Master and then she’ll be full of that strong seed so strong and you’ll cleanse the weakness and your strength your strength oh god such a strong pregnant body she’ll make for you and...”

Nonstop, whispering, urgently needy strength-obsessed filth flowing from her Valkyrie mouth. Meanwhile Darla just whimpered about how big he had made her tits and how much they belonged to him. 

“Please do it,” Sloane moaned. 

She kept eye contact with him the whole time. It was deeply easy just to lose himself in her gaze; she was absolutely gorgeous. Jeanine would always hide her face from him or turn away, always so sensitive about being looked at. But Sloane loved it, lived for it, wanted more of it. 

“Please,” she moaned again. “Make me pregnant. Cum, please? Please?”

He couldn’t help himself. Thrusting so hard, so deep, so easily, and with two more beautiful women begging him to empty—Hank felt utterly compelled. His orgasm struck hard, delivering heatedly against Sloane’s enormously sensitive g-spot. She came, staring at him the whole time, her gaze filled with wonder and appreciation and love at the man inside her. 

A look he hadn’t experienced in too long of a time. 

Nadine and Darla seemed to cum too—cumming solely from the fact of their Boss’s pleasure. Moaning, cooing, they hugged into him and Sloane, all four bodies melding with kisses and eager happy whispers. 

Several long minutes passed after he came inside Sloane, resting on her tiny gorgeous frame, but eventually his head started to return to him. 

Oh, god, what had he done?

His cock, still trembling and hard inside of Sloane’s pussy. Inside the sopping, wet, tight cunt of a woman who had been somehow mind-controlled to want him. What was wrong with him? 

And he—he had cheated on his wife! With all of them!

He began to back out of her, not noticing that Darla and Nadine were suddenly absent. 

“This...” he shook his head. “Sloane, I’m sorry. That was...that was something. But this was all a mis—”

Guided by Nadine and Darla, from behind, the helmet that had been sitting on his desk slid down on his head with a tight, quick schwoop sound. 

* * * * *
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HIS HANDS FIT ENTIRELY around the waist of Nadine. This was due both to how tiny her waist was—just the way he liked a woman—and due to how big his own hands were. 

Holding her as such, in his office, it was easy to feel his cock bulging beneath the rippling, gorgeous muscles of her abdomen with his finger tips. With him so large, and her so tiny, she felt like a toy. 

“Fff-fuck...toy,” she moaned. “Master’s...fuck...toy...”

Her eyes were blank, her body vibrating with orgasm after orgasm from the penetration of her owner. This is what she lived for, what she needed. This is what affirmed Nadine’s endless feelings of superiority. 

Only the superior deserved to feel like this—like Sloane, like Darla, and now like Maude was turning out to be. And the weak, in her mind, deserved only scorn and derision. 

Hank was definitely no longer anything like weak. Tall—much taller than Sloane or Nadine or Darla, even with the disastrously sexy high heels they wore. Muscular. Wide muscles, thick. Arms with coils of hard muscle like the ropes and cables on battleships. 

It had not been Hank’s decision to program her like this—in his previous life, or what he remembered of it, he rather preferred a more docile woman. But now that he had experienced the sexual servitude of a snobby, arrogant woman who disdained absolutely everyone and everything but him—who sneered with open derision at even the thought of advances from others—he had to admit he rather liked the result. 

It was the first time he had fucked Nadine. He knew that for sure. Even so, he did so with grace and ease, even on the chair behind his desk. His other girls lined up around him as he required—Sloane on one side, Darla on the other, and the newly transformed Maude down on her knees licking up at the joining between Hank and the stellar blonde Nadine.

He had yet to decide if he would keep Maude here or send her to the farm. She wouldn’t be the first beauty queen pageant-winner-worthy beauty in that place. A part of him greatly enjoyed ferreting these beauties into seclusion and then never touching them, leaving them in the endless agony of needing to serve his cock but never being allowed. No doubt, surrounded by the men that his furies—as he’d taken to calling Sloane, Nadine, and Darla in his mind—had cucked and humiliated, they would be filled with despair at the utter insignificance of any man save for Hank.

That was how he liked things. 

Superior. On top. Fucking who and what and how he deserved. 

Fucking superior girls pregnant like he had wanted all along. 

“I can feel it in me...” Sloane whispered as Nadine bounced up and down on his cock. “Your seed. I can feel it growing already. Fertilizing me. Making me whole. Making me what I should be, Master. You’re so powerful, so virile...”

All pretense of calling him sir was dropped now, at least while they were alone. He was their Master, and there was no need to disguise it anymore. 

“I’m so jealous, Master,” Darla whispered. “I’m so jealous of Sloane and Nadine. Won’t I be able to fuck you soon? Won’t you please cum in her so you can cum in me?”

The other girls had to manage the dirty talk for Nadine because she couldn’t put the thoughts together to actually say anything besides mindless chants that the helmet had filled her head with for what she had experienced as centuries of servitude and longing. 

He knew now that every night, they had slept here with the helmets on, becoming more and more enslaved to their Boss. Every night, spending centuries and centuries in agonizing need for cock that wasn’t present. 

Of course they were all fucked up, now. That would fuck anyone up.

Nadine angled her face just so in the light, giving the imperious glint of her chin and jawline a particularly favorable angle. Perhaps it was purposeful, or perhaps just everything she did came off as thoroughly sexy. Either way, it pleased him and so he chose to cum, grunting, snapping Nadine by the hair and contorting her body around the massivity of his hard cock.

“Y-yes!” Nadine moaned in ecstasy, her own breathy volume matched by the other girls. “Yes, Master! My strong Master! Your strength f-fills me, oh yes, thank you!”

The other girls complimented him thoroughly—you fucked her so well, Master. You’re such a god, Master. You’re so strong, Master—even as he slowly drifted on the cloud of bliss that his blond beauty had crafted for him from the confines of her tight virgin pussy. 

But this was rudely interrupted when—far, far down on the other side of the office—the elevator dinged. 

Hank shifted slightly, pushing Nadine off his lap. His cock—covered in her juices and his own cum, glistened in the office lights.

“That’s her, Master,” said Sloane. “That’s the one pretending to be your wife. Won’t you let us take care of her?”

Maude, eagerly moaning something unintelligible, ran her tongue up and down his massive length to clean him.

“No,” he said. “I’ll take care of this.”

He stood, ignoring Maude’s sudden desperate whimpering at his distance—she was so gorgeous now that she could probably cause riots at the right bar—and Nadine’s continued praise of the strength of his seed as she held her legs over her head to encourage insemination. He wanted to be flanked by Sloane and Darla at the least when Jeanine arrived; he wanted her to see what she had done.

She dressed drab as ever: oversized jeans and a sweater. It was warm outside; his girls had worn tiny skirts accordingly. She didn’t even have on heels.

“Sneakers,” Sloane scoffed, sliding up into her position on his arm. 

“Is she like, blind?” Darla asked, taking up a similar position on his opposite arm. 

Sloane leaned into his ear, whispering as Jeanine closed in. “Can she be?”

He shuddered, cock twitching at her earnestness. Their cruelty never ended.

His wife frowned furiously, approaching him with nothing but anger on her face. 

“What’s happening?” she demanded. “Your...your fucking girlfriend, your fuck-secretary or whatever? She fucking calls me, and tells me you’re fucking her, and why aren’t you wearing any clothes, and holy fuck what is going on with your...with your...cock...”

As her eyes focused and refocused on his naked body, especially at the massive member now hanging between his legs, her voice trailed off. His cock was still wet from Nadine and his own precum and cum. It dripped in a pool. Behind him, Nadine and Maude crawled ever closer to try and lick it up, as was their privilege for being special office slaves. 

“We need to talk,” said Hank. “Or, well. I’m going to talk and you’re going to listen.”

“You’re too fucking mouthy,” snapped Darla. “Why the fuck won’t you ever just shut up and listen to him?”

Sloane nodded. “Maybe if you had, you wouldn’t be in this situation.”

“I mean, maybe,” said Darla. “She’s awfully plain, though. I’m surprised you haven’t left her three times already.”

Jeanine managed to gather her composure somewhat. 

“I don’t know who you two sluts think you are, but—”

“Shut up.”

Hank’s voice boomed and carried with it a terrible edge; do it or else. 

Jeanine gulped.

“You’re not the wife I want. You were never the wife I wanted. Sloane here will do a much better job.”

“Oh my god!”

Sloane came, joyous, at this proclamation. She leapt against him, one leg hanging around the front of his waist, grinding her ultra-tight body against his and whispering soft happy thank-yous. 

“B-but...” Jeanine shook her head. “But I’m your wife. This doesn’t make...this doesn’t make any sense. What’s happened to you?”

The big display that Sloane made distracted Jeanine from seeing Nadine walk casually behind her to the nearest desk, picking up a helmet and approaching from behind.

“You were his wife,” said Darla. She looked with jealousy and happiness at Sloane’s continued exultations. “He’s going to forget all about you, honestly. You were never supposed to be the wife of a real man like him. Was she, Master?”

“No.”

The answer came easily to him. Just hours ago he would have been warmer, more empathetic, even apologetic. 

But it was so obvious now. He could smell the fertilized bellies of his new bride, and the utterly barren waste in front of him offended his every sensibility. 

“Please,” said Jeanine. “We have a whole history together. Is this really what you want?”

He smiled and gestured for Nadine to move in with the helmet. 

“Of course it is.”

* * * * *
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A COUPLE OF MONTHS passed of fucking, interviewing, and acquiring ever more wealth and status from the local area. 

When they ran out of potential models—all of them now hired at his firm—they looked for other female-centric positions: hiring dancers, then waitresses, then nurses, then teachers.

Only one percent made it to the top. Only one percent worked in the office. And even then, only the tip-top one percent of that ever was able to slide into the rotation between Sloane, Darla, and Nadine—and then mostly as decoration. 

His top three girls received most of his cum, as they had earned for all their hard work. 

It was Monday morning, bright and early. They lined up in a long mini-skirt clad, high-heel wearing row for him now in front of his office. All twenty-five girls working in the office, who between them ran the minds, souls, and bodies of over twenty-five hundred workers across five different “farms”—or warehouses where their slaves were stashed and constantly coding, updating, encrypting, and so on. 

Each girl was fabulously pregnant. Hank had made sure—and then made sure again. His brood grew fast—strong, as Nadine would say. Each girl looked like they were deep in their second trimester at the earliest. 

In addition to wildly expensive designer clothing—Gucci, Yves Saint Laurent, Balmain, Alaia—they wore exuberant smiles. Nothing made them happier than being bred with their Master’s strong seed.

At the end of the line—top of the hierarchy—was Sloane. Jeanine, transformed to beauty queen status and naked save for the collar around her neck, urgently licked Sloane’s heels. The leash ran all the way to a little bracelet on Sloane’s wrist. It was soft white gold, but the only chance it had of breaking was if Sloane willed it so. 

Sloane approached him and wrapped her long arms around his neck, slightly choking Jeanine as she did so. They kissed for a long time like they did every morning; she was always first in line.

“You know, Master, I was thinking...”

“Oh?”

This usually meant trouble. Her thinking mostly involved plans of his further domination of others. 

“You could made this wretch pregnant by now. You’re so strong...and the helmets seem to do whatever you want.”

Wordlessly, he un-looped Sloane’s arms from his neck and then bent her over on top of his ex-wife, still on her hands and knees. Showing her the favoritism she had earned. Her pregnant belly would be constantly shoved into Jeanine’s face from his thrusts in about half-a-minute’s time.

“I like her to know her place.” 

He pushed up Sloane’s skirt, revealing a tight, dripping wet pussy that had only ever known his cock.

It was good to be the boss.

# # #
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She looked in the mirror, turning this way and that in her scarlet lingerie, rather amazed at what she saw. 

Not that long ago, she hadn't looked like this. Her legs had not been monuments of sexuality, reaching down effortless to the floor onto her tippy-toes. Even barefoot, she could no longer press her heels all the way to the floor—she had to walk as if she wore high heels at all times. 

This was only right. This was only proper. She was a Wife. Wives had responsibilities. 

Not that long ago, her tits hadn't been so big. She wouldn't have been able to say they were tits. They were more like breasts, or maybe boobs if she had the right bra on. But now they were tits. Grade-A man-melting tits that fixed a man's attention on the most important part of her. 

Not that long ago, her tits hadn't leaked milk. Hot, luscious, yummy milk that seemed made to emit amazing sexual scents and to encourage every type of rutting and fucking known to man, especially the kind that demanded entering her hot, fertile cunt completely bareback.

Not that long ago, she'd had a real brain, with real thoughts, and real concerns and ideas. Now she just a good wife's brain. Made for serving men. Made for serving her Man, her Husband.

This was only right. This was only proper. 

But it hadn't always been this way. 

* * * * *
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THEY WERE IN THE CAR, just two minutes away from their new house. The mood was bad.

Betty clenched her jaw. “I am not wearing a dress.”

“Sweetheart,” said Lane, “it’s a classy affair. Dresses are pretty much mandatory for ladies. I don’t want to wear a suit, but I’ll be wearing a suit.”

Betty was not a fan of diminutives in general. Still, being in a relationship meant they were bound to happen—even it was just a simple shortening to “Bets” for her. Lane, in various moods, would call her “honey,” “love,” “baby,” and “doll.” 

But she knew that “sweetheart” was reserved for when his annoyance had begun to reach a threshold of anger. That was fine by her—let him be angry. She just wouldn’t go if he wouldn’t budge.

She sighed, staring out the window. The weather looked nice outside. Somewhere, some place, there was a way to actually enjoy the window without being mad at her husband. 

Gathering her composure, she realized that she couldn't not go to the event. That would leave him out in the cold, and she didn't want to do that to him.

“I’ll go to this thing. This stupid thing of yours. That I do not like doing. But don’t expect me to dress up and show off for all your big time male buddies just because I have a ring on my finger, Lane.”

He sighed. “I’m not expecting you to dress up because you’re married to me, Betty. I’m expecting you to dress up because every single one of these guys knows who you are, and what you did. They look into that sort of stuff. It’s their job. And unless we start rehabbing your image—our image, by the way—then I’m dead in the water here. And that means we’re dead in the water.”

Betty sighed. He was right. Her bad reputation would no doubt have followed her here. 

“Fine. But, I’m not wearing a slutty dress.”

“You have slutty dresses?” He laughed.

“I have...I have one good, hot cocktail dress.”

Betty was in fairly good shape. They had a rowing machine that she used four times a week, keeping her arms and legs trim with firm, lean muscle. Her hair was a mousy brown color, the color of wild rabbits that hopped around neighborhoods, hoping not to be snatched up by stray dogs. Her face, rather pretty with her elegant nose and heightened cheekbones, put her out of the league of someone like Lane—if she were to be so shallow, which she wasn't. Lane was perfectly cute. He wasn't necessarily handsome, and Betty's mother was always telling her she could “do better,” but that was such an insufferably arrogant, elitist way of viewing the world. Sexist, too—which probably was why Betty had married him. To prove beyond a doubt that she was beyond such notions. 

His eyebrows rose.“News to me.”

“It can stay that way. I’m not wearing it.”

“That’s fine.” He smiled flirtatiously. “Can you just wear it in the bedroom?”

“Lane...”

“You wouldn't have to wear it for very long. I'd get you out of it in no time.”

“No time, huh?”

“Maybe a minute and half, if we're really trying.”

She snorted, laughing in a very unladylike fashion.

The neighborhood around them was so idyllic it hurt Betty’s eyes. Every street was practically a tunnel, covered over by huge beautiful maple trees, expertly manicured to provide an exacting curvature over the concrete. It was spring, and so every flower bloomed—the houses traded off between red roses, blue hydrangeas, yellow daffodils, orange tulips, and then back to roses again. It was staggered like this all down the street, so that no two houses with similar colors were next to or across from one another. Outside, several women gardened at their lawns. Small white picket fences—white picket fences!—denoted the lines between house territories, and a few women had congregated at one, waving with pearl-white smiles at Lane as he drove by. 

Betty intuited, somehow, that the smiles were all for Lane and not for her. The women wore tiny, flower-patterned dresses that just barely approached their knees. And heels. Very tall, expensive looking heels. The women were all beautiful. 

“Who gardens in heels?” she asked, mostly to herself.

Lane answered anyway. “They have a way here, that’s for sure.”

Their new house was a benefit from his new job as a copywriter for Castle Industries. Passion Heights—their new town—was a company town, with every dollar moving in and out of it centering solely around Castle Industries. Their neighborhood, Service Oaks, was entirely owned by Castle Industries, with every bill and every house paid for entirely on their dime. It hurt Betty’s brain just to think of how much money was being used in this awful place.

What Castle Industries stood for was exactly in opposition to everything Betty stood for. Or, tried to stand for. Or, had stood for. Castle Industries was known for its regular sexual harassment cases, somehow always quietly tied up after just a few weeks of starting. Its heavy promotion of “family values” seemed to be entirely wrapped around some warped view of women stuck at home being nothing but homemakers. They practically funded the whole of one or maybe even both political parties; their money stretched everywhere. 

And there was the way all their female employees always seemed so...so...so picture-perfect. There was something strange going on there, but it was always beyond the surface of investigation. To investigate, you needed sources, and nobody from the company was ever willing to talk. 

And now, her husband was working for them. The same awful, horrible company that had cost Betty her reputation, that had—

Stop. Calm.

Struggling, she pushed the thoughts of their many injustices aside. 

After what had happened in Alder City, she wasn’t sure she would ever be allowed to stand up for anyone’s cause ever again. It was a depressing thought, and as best she could she tried to ignore it. 

Thinking of the past—her past—wouldn’t help her now. 

Lane guided them up the drive into their new house. Stepping out, the first thing Betty noticed was how large it was. The pictures made it seem small—the painted shutters on the windows, the cobblestone walkway, the brick lining the porch, the little peaked roof—all of that had made it somehow look tinier in photograph form than it was in real life. It surprised Betty, because usually such misconceptions worked the other way, with pictures of homes looking bigger than they were in real life. 

But this place was enormous. The porch all by itself, raised off the ground a good two feet and sporting a new sturdy, shiny oak boards, was about the size of Betty’s first apartment back in college. 

She opened the door inside, snatching the keys from Lane, and was stunned to see the massive open ceilings, the wide hallways, the endless amounts of closets up and down every room. Everything was so wide and spread out. 

There was no furniture yet—that was coming—but there was a radio, strangely. It was playing already, some weird static emitting from it. It sat on the bar in the kitchen—which itself was twice the size of Betty’s first apartment—next to the immense refrigerator that came with the house. She moved to turn the radio off, and hesitated. The static continued. What if someone was there in the house, working? The place was new, after all. What if they wanted it on?

Frowning, she flipped it off. If someone wanted it back on, they would put it back on.

Still, though, she felt oddly guilty right away, and perhaps would have flipped it back on if Lane hadn’t come in carrying stuff from the car.  

“Right,” Betty said to herself. “Help out. Come on, Bets.”

For several minutes, she and Lane moved the few items they had stuffed in the car into the house. 

“I think,” said Lane, setting down his laptop in one corner, “that now that we have a bigger place for all our stuff, we are going to need new stuff to fill up our new, bigger place.”

Betty laughed. As they walked outside again for another trip, they saw their next door neighbor outside, waving. 

She was the first woman Betty had seen outside who wasn’t wearing some strange Stepford-style get-up. She was curvy and had creamy brown skin, the color of coffee with a dash of milk mixed in. She wore tight jean shorts and an over-sized t-shirt, a short bandana wrapped around her head. 

Some pig, Betty thought acidly, might think Jasmine was “pear-shaped.” Especially with how strangely flat her chest was compared to the overall curviness of her body. Luckily, Betty herself was empty of such notions. 

“Hi!” said the woman. She stepped around the picket fence and walked right up Betty’s lawn. She had a beautiful smile, and hooked her thumbs into her shorts. “I'm Jasmine,” she said with a smile.

“Betty.” They shook her hands. “I like your shirt.”

She pointed at Jasmine's tee—advertising for The Womaniac Podcast. It was a social justice warrior slanted podcast with—naturally—a heavily feminist bent. The episodes came out twice a week, and Betty had started listening to them about a year ago, three years after they had started. She had been, lately, cycling through all the old episodes in an effort to catch up. Every episode had a different focus—sometimes current events, sometimes history, sometimes sports or entertainment. At her current rate of listening, she'd catch up in about three years. She had been, in fact, using her ear buds to listen to the show's host—Lisa Bangor—as she ferried boxes between the car and the house. 

“Oh, yeah!” Jasmine nodded, enthused. “I've been a fan for ages. It's weird, though. I haven't seen any new episodes since we moved in.”

“Really?” Betty asked. “A new one came out just yesterday. I'll share it with you.”

“That would be great. I've been just re-listening to the old stuff, some favorites, you know?”

Jasmine's husband, a stocky fellow with red hair and freckles, followed her up to meet Betty, though he used the drive way and cast a disapproving glance at his wife’s path. 

Men and their lawns. Betty struggled not to roll her eyes. 

“This is my husband, Gregory.”

Lane approached, smiling warmly. They all took turns shaking hands and introducing one another. After a few moments, they had shared the essentials of their stories—Lane had a job with Castle Industries. Jasmine and Gregory Powell were both scholars, staying in a house bequeathed to them by a rather wealthy (and totally dead) uncle. Jasmine studied Assyrian history, and Gregory studied the Ottoman Empire. Twice a week, though, Gregory worked at a temp job at the Castle Industries main office to help pay the bills. 

“And what do you do, Betty?” Gregory asked.

“I’m a bit...between employment ideas at the moment,” she said, smiling nervously. She realized suddenly she’d have to come up with something substantial to say. “Lane’s new job makes more than mine did. A very nice salary. So I’m along for the ride. I thought I would work on my novel.”

“You’re a writer!” Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “What’s it about?”

Luckily, Betty was spared the embarrassment of detailing her procrastination, her writer’s block, and her lack of creativity all in a few fumbling, inane sentences when someone interrupted the gathering.

“Hello!” called a clear, shining voice. 

Across the street, an incredibly gorgeous young blonde waved to the chatting couples. She approached slowly but confidently, strutting in her red platform heels first across the street, then up the drive, and then across the narrow stone walkway. Never once did she allow her trail to wander into the grass. It was strangely purposeful, as if perhaps she would be committing some horrible sin by letting her feet taint the growth of another person’s property. Betty noticed the glimmers of a snide, reproachful glance at Jasmine’s feet on the grass. Jasmine, for her part, merely backed up further into the grass to allow their circle to grow properly. 

The blonde’s dress scooped low around her cleavage, showing off buoyant breasts and a brilliant valley between her globes of jammed titflesh. Long, blond hair was arranged spectacularly in formal locks and curls, as if she were being married later that day. 

Jasmine's smile was slight, but it was there. “Hello, Cora. This is—”

But Cora seemed to have her own ideas about introductions. “I’m Mrs. Hank Vance,” said the knockout. “You must be Mrs. Lane Pritchard? And you must be Mister Pritchard.” 

Lane bravely tried to avert his eyes from her overflowing cleavage. Gregory, apparently, was less brave—or more bold, depending on your viewpoint. Cora seemed to love the attention, which Betty supposed was the point of her dress. 

Betty took her hand. It was soft and even a bit sticky-slick, some manner of substance present. Gardening chemicals? But they smelled so nice...

“Betty Kincaid, actually,” she said. 

Cora raised an eyebrow. “Oh? I was so sure you two were married.”

“We are.” Lane smiled. “We have different last names, that's all.”

At this, Cora seemed flummoxed. “That's quite unorthodox! Was there trouble at the registrar? Mister Castle could take of it, I'm sure, and—”

“I'm very happy with my name, thank you. You can call me Betty. What was your name?”

She knew it, of course, having heard Jasmine. But she wanted Cora to feel comfortable saying it.

“Oh, it’s...” her voice dropped to a whisper, bending over to Betty's ear. “Cora.”

Then she pulled up, smiling again. Her breasts had been soft on Betty's shoulder. Warm.

“They don’t like the ‘menfolk’ to hear them say their names,” said Jasmine, plenty of grit behind her smile. “It’s...improper.”

“Is it?” asked Lane. “How...very proper.”

Betty thoughtfully elbowed her husband in the midsection.

“I like it,” said Gregory. “Propriety is in high demand these days. Why not follow it for a while?”

There were glimmers of real, honest intelligence in Cora’s eyes. For a few moments, Betty thought perhaps Cora was simply epitomizing the third-wave of feminism, putting on her uniform and dressing for herself, creating an appearance that she wanted to be known by. 

And then the ditzy blonde began to talk at length.

“Oh yes. Really, a woman’s name should only ever be spoken, if we're talking about a man, by her husband. It’s so much more intimate that way, and isn’t that what marriage is all about? I’ve only been here for a month, but really, ever since Mister Vance and I started on the traditions here, we haven’t looked back. It’s like, totally better.”

“Like, for sure,” sniped Betty. “It totally sounds that way.”

Cora nodded brightly, clearly too dim to catch the sarcasm.

Rumbling slowly, the moving truck arrived behind them. The movers piled out from the car. Each one was tall and layered with hulking muscle. Sweat clung to their bodies like second skins, even though the day wasn't that hot.

“Oh, good,” said Lane. He walked over to hail the drivers, but they didn't seem too concerned with his presence.

A wind picked up and Betty caught their scent—hard, masculine, and overpowering. Words failed her for several moments. All three women stood with their mouths slack. Gregory gathered Jasmine to his side, and Lane did the same to Betty. Betty didn’t even know how to protest. For the time being, all she could think of was how good it felt to be held by her Man.

Her Man. Not her man. Not her beau. Her Man, capital M. 

Sudden, slick arousal hit her. Thighs loosening, knees spreading apart—and then the wind died down. 

“I’m sorry,” said Betty. “I have to, um...we have to supervise.”

What she really wanted, inwardly, was to see if that masculine man smell was still on the movers. And maybe to try out their new bed with Lane. She could yell at him later and tell him what a pig he was for staring down Cora’s dress. But after he gave her a proper fuck like she had earned for being his wife. 

She blinked rapidly, noticing Jasmine doing the same. 

God, that was a lot of thoughts all at once. Where was it coming from? 

“It’s no problem,” said Cora. “Jasmine and I have a few things to discuss anyway before the party tonight.” She took Jasmine's hand. “Don’t we, dear?”

“We...do?”

But Cora pulled Jasmine away, brooking no objections. Lane and Gregory shook hands—a strange man-off of handshake chicken that Gregory clearly won—and then Gregory walked back to his house whistling merrily. He took Cora’s path off the lawn, not once touching the grass. 

* * * * * 
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VERY SOON, CORA HAD Jasmine arranged neatly on a paisley blue couch in the drawing room of her house. There was no television there, and probably not one in the entire, warm-color saturated abode. Jasmine, indeed, had not seen one in the entire town; they weren’t even sold at the local electronics store. She knew that because her own television had been broken by the movers—they repaid the full, original cost of the television, of course, which was actually probably more than the six year-old device was worth—and hadn't been able to find a replacement anywhere. She also couldn't find stores that would deliver a television to her door, citing obscure inter-county trade agreements. 

There was a radio in the drawing room, however, and Cora had it turned on to a low, almost indecipherably low volume. The static-like white noise was at least pleasant, and filled the space between Jasmine's thoughts. It was the same model that Jasmine had in her own home.

Come to think of it, wasn’t the radio at her own house always on? She had tried to turn it off once or twice, she recalled now, but every time she had, there suddenly was something important to do. Clean off the kitchen table, or dust the bookshelves. The bookshelves were always getting dusty, and the books too. Earlier that morning she had given serious consideration to just getting rid of the books altogether, until she realized that would mean she had no way to research the Assyrians. 

It was easier to turn off the radio when she was listening to a podcast—particularly the Womaniac—but that was more and more difficult lately without any new material. She felt like she was just retreading the same ground. 

At least, Jasmine considered quietly, she still had internet access, even if none of her streaming shows worked properly. Some sort of plug-in problem. The Passion Heights digital newsletter, featuring all of those delightful little cat videos, worked just fine, however. 

“It’s been too long since you’ve moved here for us not to have a good talk with one another.” Cora sat down neatly, at the edge of her paisley blue chair with her long, luscious legs crossed. “We’re the new girls here, after all, you and me and Betty, and I do truly hope we can get along. Can’t we?”

Jasmine smiled. “Of course, Cora. I’d love to get along. I’m afraid I’m not...” her smile wavered. “I think I’m still learning how to fit in.”

Cora nodded gravely. “It’s certainly a bit clique-ish here, isn’t it? These ladies really have their friends sorted out. I’ve been wondering if I would ever be able to become close to anyone.”

A sudden, mad wave of relief rushed through Jasmine. Ever since arriving at Passion Heights, she had felt like an outsider.

She thought Cora was “one of them.” A beautiful babe. A lovely lady. An “it” girl, like any number of cheerleaders that had snubbed Jasmine when she was younger, mocking all her nerdish interests and her full figure. What she had never stopped to consider was that Cora had been acting like “one of them” just to have a social circle. In a town full of gorgeous, appearance-obsessed women, how else was one supposed to cultivate friendship?

It was important for an upstanding lady to have pretty friends, after all. Without pretty friends, a man might never want to keep you as a wife. 

Wait, that was—

“I’m just so thrilled to be going to the party tonight,” said Cora, speaking clearly over a sudden burst of static from the radio. “Aren’t you?”

Jasmine nodded. “Oh yes. Isn’t that strange, though?”

“What's strange about being thrilled?”

“No,” Jasmine smiled. “I meant that Gregory and I were invited at all. I mean, at least your and Betty’s husband work at Castle Systems. Gregory and I are just scholars. Even if Gregory does temp there.”

“Oh, Passion Heights is just inclusive, dear. We want everyone involved. Isn’t that why you moved here?”

Jasmine had to give her that. Working on a doctorate in the middle of a city had been a great way to get a lot done in coffee shops and also to never have to interact with other people. The isolation was hellish on her psyche after a few years. The allure of a small community like this, where everyone knew each other’s names and would check up on one another, was hard to deny. It may have taken a village to raise a child, but Jasmine still felt like it took a village still to make an adult whole. 

“So.” Cora clapped her hands excitedly, clearly arriving at the subject she most wanted to talk about. The motion made her tits bounce invitingly. “Who’s doing your hair? Raquel? She’s lovely.”

“Raquel?”

Cora smiled and then giggled. “I mean, you did get your appointment, didn’t you?”

“I was just going to wear my hair like this, more or less. My appointment where?”

In the past, Jasmine had talked with beautiful women like Cora who had scoffed or rolled their eyes when Jasmine said she wasn’t going to do much to get ready for a party. Instead, though, Cora looked at Jasmine with true pity in her eyes. Somehow, that was even worse. 

“The Happy Hair Salon, of course. You really didn’t schedule an appointment?”

“Well.” Jasmine felt defensive now. “No, of course I didn’t. I only just got here...” she stopped to consider. The time, for some reason, was a little fuzzy.”...like a week ago. Was there some packet I was supposed to get, telling me where to go?”

“Yes, dear. You didn’t...oh my.” Cora put a hand to her mouth. Her lips were permanently glossy and wet. “You didn’t get it. This is embarrassing.” Rather than embarrassed, though, she just looked turned on and beautiful. It seemed to be her natural state. “I’ll let Evelyn know right away. She'll take care of you.”

Cora placed her hands around Jasmine's. The feeling was warm, but not unwelcome. With the touch brought the sight of Cora's expansive cleavage, the golden locks of her hair framing her breast flesh just so. Smiling nervously, Jasmine withdrew.

“So what’s this salon? Just a place to get your hair done? Is it really that necessary?”

“Oh yes, my dear. You simply must go. Here.” She reached into her purse and pulled out a card. “They owe me a favor. Call them and tell them Cora's cashing in, won't you? And they'll see you today.”

* * * * *
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AFTER JASMINE LEFT the house, it was still early in the afternoon, and so Cora turned up the radio and began fluttering about the house, dusting and wiping. In only a few minutes, Hank would be home from work—as an electrician, his shift began early in the morning and ended in the early afternoon—and he liked having the house look perfect for him. She already had a roast cooking in the oven, and in the freezer was a special ice cream dessert from Evelyn’s Delicatessen. 

Evelyn was really something. So independent and strong, and so incredibly capable as a chef and baker. And so beautiful, too. A real classic beauty, with long blond hair—much like Cora's—and a brilliantly busty body. Her tits were perhaps the biggest, most rapturously perfect set in the entire town of Passion Heights. Cora herself possessed quite a hefty pair, but they were dwarfed in comparison to the mammoth mammaries that Evelyn sported. 

What was a bit strange was that she was, as far as Cora could tell, the only single woman in the entirety of Passion Heights even with all that sumptuous tit flesh (and an otherwise knock-out body to boot). That didn't seem to stop her fervor for serving men, though. Every time Cora visited the Delicatessen with Hank, she took Hank aside for some private tastings of her latest recipes. Hank would walk out, milk dripping down his face, a blank happy look on his face. 

What a lovely woman. 

Evelyn promised earlier that day, when Cora had been shopping, that she gave the spirited young blonde her very best dessert. She had even let Cora sample a cup of the ice cream—it tasted like strawberries and cream—and didn’t mind in the slightest when, moments after finishing off the delicious treat, Cora had to run to the bathroom and finger herself to a loud, whimpering orgasmic frenzy. The ice cream may have been cold, but all it inspired in Cora was pure, primal heat. Evelyn waited just outside the door until Cora exited, licking up a spoon from a bowl of her special cream. 

“Was it good, honey? You’d tell me if it wasn’t, wouldn’t you? It’s so important for a woman to tell another woman if she’s not pleasing correctly.”

Every thought dim, every sensation doubled, Cora could do nothing but agree. It was so nice for a woman to agree. Of course she would have told Evelyn if something was wrong with the ice cream. Nothing was. She bought four quarts, and asked for sixteen more as soon as she could get them, using her husband’s hard-earned cash.

Cora had no money of her own anymore. She was just a wife, after all. It wasn’t proper for a wife to have her own money. 

A thought struck her. Perhaps she should take some of the ice cream over to Betty? A nice little welcoming gift. They would love it, she knew already. God, it must have been so difficult, moving like that across the country like they had.

A pang of empathy struck Cora. Hadn’t she moved from across the country to get here? Hadn't she had some...some job? She stopped for a moment, leaning against the doorway into the kitchen, her forehead pressing into her perfectly manicured fingertips. That she had moved to Passion Heights from somewhere was a certainty. But from where...it was lost.

The garage was almost as clean as the rest of the house. That bit of “almost” nagged at Cora. She wanted to fix it as soon as possible. Hank might start to think she didn’t love him if she left a part of the house unkempt. And so, as she tidied, she worked her way into the practically spotless garage. The concrete was polished, clean enough to eat off of. Every tool was neatly arranged and polished to shine. Nearly every box—all of them located in one corner—was absolutely sorted.

There was one box in particular that she hadn’t yet sorted. Something kept her away from touching it. Hadn’t Hank told her he would straighten it out for her? But that didn’t make sense. Hank was a man. It wasn’t his job to straighten anything in the house. 

The click of her heels echoed as she approached the box. She took a few moments to look inside, carefully pulling open the tape and peering within. 

Right on top was a framed picture. It depicted Cora in a gown of some kind. A very unwomanly gown, in fact. It was blue, and she wore a strange little square blue cap with a tassel to one side. She had some sort of document in her hand. 

She looked...different. Her hair was short and dark. Her lips not the glossy, hot pink that she favored, but seemingly untouched by any lipstick at all. No make up. And she was holding some manner of law degree in her hands. Did she have a law degree? When had that happened?

Why would she need to know anything about law? The only degrees she was really interested in were the ones on her oven. 

She struggled to think back, but her earliest memory was of her pretty, perfect, pouty pink lips wrapped around her husband’s cock in his car. He was calling her a good girl, and that was how she had learned that she could cum just from the taste of a good man’s cock and the right words. 

Outside, she heard Hank’s car as he rolled up the drive. Her thoughts felt fuzzy and blank. She closed her eyes, trying to think, trying to remember...

Deep inside the house, the radio blared static as loud as it ever had, the sounds drifting hard into the garage.

Opening her eyes, she found that somehow, she was in the entry way. The picture was still in her hands. She hadn’t remembered coming here. Why was she...?

The door opened—Hank strolled in, smiling amiably.

Of course. Because she was a good wife, and she was supposed to greet her Man at the door. 

“Hey babe.”

He handed her his suitcase and jacket, and she dutifully put them away in the hallway closet, carefully keeping the picture in her hands.

“What’s that?” he pointed. 

“I was just...I found this. In the garage.” She struggled, feeling like she had disobeyed him wildly. Her heart thumped with panic. “I...I think it’s me?”

“Let me see it.”

Something told her to stop. No—no! Don’t give it to him! Don’t give it away!

But he was a man. He was her Man. She had to submit. That was what was right. That was simply what a Wife did for her Husband.

Hank looked at the picture and frowned intently. 

“I told you I'd take care of that box,” he said, tone full of reproach. 

Her heart sank. She had displeased him. Displeased her man. In a few moments, he had tossed the picture into the trash, where she knew she couldn’t touch it ever again, and then dragged her into the kitchen in front of the oven where his dinner waited.

“I-I-I’m sorry, Husband, I really am, I—”

“Shush.”

Immediately, Cora quieted. He took out his cock. Right away, Cora dropped to her knees. Instinct. This was where a woman belonged when her Man had his cock out. Saliva coated her tongue and then her lips, a soft dollop of drool coming to rest on her chin. 

“Why don’t you just suck me off, dear?”

“Oh. It’s just...I would, but, I feel...rather confused right now? May I...”

His cock rubbed against one smooth, lovely cheek. Cora’s body melted. There were pieces of resistance she didn’t even know she had, aware of them now only because they melted away. 

“We’ve talked about you talking like that, haven’t we, dear?”

His cock floated against her cheek again. Thick, heavy precum slid down her neck and into her dress. It was so warm. The scent so incredibly compelling. His excretions were thick and dense, like syrup. 

“Y-yes, Husband. I’m sorry. It’s just...”

“I think I’m hurt by that sentiment, Cora.” He shook his head. “I think you've done me a great disservice by speaking that way to me.”

“Oh. Oh dear.” She wrung her hands. “P-please, let me make it up to you?”

His cock spurted against her hair, weighing it down with a shot of his intense goo. 

“I'm going to teach you how to obey me, Cora,” he said solemnly. The back of her head was against the cabinet. 

She nodded urgently. She needed to be taught. She knew that she did. His voice was choked now, stifled with arousal. She had done that to him. Her big, proud titties. Her banging body. Her pouty, soft lips and angel face. Pride and sympathy rose up in her at the same time. Proud of her effects; sympathy for leaving her Man with such a big, big problem. 

Finally, mercifully, he allowed her lips to slip over the head of his cock. She took him in with urgent need, loving the feel of his magnificent cock sliding down into her wet, warm throat. Right away, she came, like a good girl—letting her know that she was forgiven after all. She knew for a fact that no wife could ever come without her husband's expressed approval. So he must have forgiven her. 

Her head bounced gently against the cabinet behind her as their roles shifted—she sucked less and he fucked her face more. She became docile and willing, allowing herself to operate as simply a moist, living hole for her darling husband to fuck at will. 

He wasn't going to last very long. The poor dear almost never did after a long day at work. Other men took liberties with the many Castle Maids employed at the offices; Hank bragged that Cora was so smoking hot he only fucked one in the morning. Her heart swelled with pride. 

Hank's cock swelled in her mouth. He was going to cum soon. She moaned with encouragement, aching to feel the hot spray fill her tummy. Grunting, balls slapping against her chin, Hank was only too happy to oblige her. He spasmed and thrust a final time, shoving Cora's head hard against the cabinet. She felt no pain. Only pleasure, the truest pleasure a woman could know—that of a job well done.

His cock slipped out from her mouth with a gentle pop. His heavy strands of cum dripped down her chin as she gasped and moaned, staring worshipfully up at her Man.

The oven dinged. She coughed, swallowing everything she could.

“D-dinner is ready, Sir. Whenever you are. May I make your plate?”

* * * * *
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RIGHT FROM THE START, the party felt like Betty’s own personal fiasco. It was held at a lavish ballroom at the top of a hill; it was encased with a large multi-paneled glass dome. Elegant flowers framed every entrance, every table and wall. There was no real purpose to the party; Betty found this out only once she was already dressed. It was just a regular monthly affair.

This kind of expense and extravagance—the ballroom, the flowers, the several (several) bottles of champagne, the live band—all for a monthly affair. It was intimidating. 

She and Lane arrived in their dependable-but-dumpy sedan. All the other couples arrived in expensive sports cars and luxury, hand-made town cars. 

Betty had on a plain black dress she had bought on sale from a department store. She didn't even have on heels. She wasn't even sure she owned any heels. Very quickly, she met up with Gregory and Jasmine—Jasmine, who dressed rather like Betty in a plain white dress, contrasting neatly with the smooth darkness of her skin. 

“Thank god,” said Jasmine. “You're dressed like a real person. Cora gave me this card for the Happy Hair Salon, but I couldn't call it. I was too embarrassed. And...oh.”

A tall, powerfully constructed man walked by in a suit, momentarily rendering Jasmine and Betty both speechless. This trend only continued—the men of the party were large, handsome, built, and looked both physically and financially powerful, dressed in tight, form-fitting thousand dollar suits, bought new for the occasion. Lane’s was the same one he’d worn at the rehearsal dinner before their wedding four years past. Gregory's looked old, as well. 

And the women...

These women made Betty feel like nothing. 

It wasn’t just their extravagant gowns or their immaculately fashionable high heels or their jaw-dropping jewelry, the combination of which on just a single woman was probably worth as much as Betty had earned in gross pay the previous fiscal year.

More than that, it was that every woman at the party besides Betty and Jasmine was...well...gorgeous. 

This wasn’t to say Betty thought Jasmine was unattractive. Or to say that Betty thought that about herself, for that matter. But these women at the party...

One walked by—no, strutted by—no, glided by—somehow, on her five inch heels. The bottoms had little narrow platforms to make walking even more difficult, and yet she handled it as if she walked on air. Her legs stretched straight down from lusciously wide, clearly child-bearing hips, which somehow snapped back up into a minuscule waist, making the width of her hips all the more flagrantly alluring. She sported breasts so immense and gravity-defying that they could hardly be imagined, let alone seen. Her chestnut hair was arranged in a delicate collection of braids and knots on her head, somehow looking both imperious and disastrously submissive at the same time. Not a single feature had a flaw. She would have made supermodels on runways across the world cry from the ease with which she walked through the party, smiled, shot “fuck-me” glances at her husband, and retrieved drinks for her peers without a single misstep.

And every woman, in some way or another, looked like this. They weren’t in another league, or even in another sport. Betty felt deeply self-conscious for the first time since...since...well, she couldn’t remember when she felt this self-conscious. These women were intergalactic travelers, spanning across light years and zooming out beyond the pull of suns and planets; Betty was a baby taking her first steps and trying and failing to stand upright.

And speaking of babies—even with probably three-fourths of the room being clearly pregnant, they still were in better shape, walking with greater grace, and glowing with more radiance than Betty ever thought she would. She and Lane had agreed to no children, ever. It had been a mutual arrangement, after she convinced Lane that her way of thinking was best. But the sight of all that fertility, all in the same place, was...disconcerting.

After barely two minutes inside the grand ballroom, clutching for dear life at Lane's arm, she felt bad about herself. She couldn’t even remember the last time the reason for her self-pity and the self-pity itself had been so clearly aligned in her mind. Usually it was all mashed together in some terrible mess—she used to become angry, for example, because someone had removed funding from her foundation (the foundation she didn't have anymore), but really that just made her scared, and her fear was born out of her own insecurities and her ability to fend for herself in a world run by men.

But there was no need for any such emotional tracking here. These women were goddesses, each one deserving epic poems dedicated to every last curve of their breasts and stretch of their limbs; Betty felt ugly, overweight, and strangely old. She was thirty-three. 

Fuck them, she decided. 

It was the only thing she could think and keep her sanity. Jasmine leaned over and squeezed her hand—from one look in her eyes, Betty could tell they clearly were feeling the same way.

She and Lane talked with many men and women, Betty putting on a brave face. Or, in actuality, Lane talked to many men, and the women—including Betty—stayed relatively silent. Everyone already seemed to know who Lane was—he chatted first with the few men who had interviewed him, and they introduced him to others, who right away were intimately glad of his presence on the “team.” 

Lots of talk like that. “The team,” “the band,” “the group,” “soldier up,” “bro-ing around,” etc. Betty hid all her dislike behind a forced smile. No one so much as began to ask about her life, her interests. She was barely even there to them. Occasionally another man might make a reference to the bimbo trophy on his arm, but only in terms of her attractiveness or child-bearing ability. The trophy would then simper and coo out a thank you, but insisted it was all his doing.

Really? Betty wanted to scream. Bearing a child in your body—that was a man's doing? Really?

But she controlled herself. For Lane. Because she loved him. 

Eventually, Lane and Gregory went off with the rest of the men, retreating to some manner of cigar room. Betty only caught a slight glimpse into the room—and thought, suspiciously, that she saw a scantily clad woman adorned only in high heels and one of those carrier trays that wrapped around the neck full of cigars and the like. 

The women were left alone, then, and grouped up immediately. It was like some synchronized dance maneuver—there was no hesitation, all exacting motion. It was hard to tell exactly what the groupings were, but they seemed intently purposeful. It couldn't have been so simple as by coloring—but then, every group's colors—their gowns and jewelry—melded perfectly, dazzling the eyes. Each group seemed to have some sort of ringleader, someone taller, bustier, and more gorgeous than the others, directing the flow of conversation. 

Jasmine and Betty were left alone, then, each rather amazed at the display. 

“It's like birds,” said Jasmine. “Like birds flocking.”

Betty nodded, unable to quite form her own words. In one such flock, she saw Cora, finally—dressed in a tight red gown, her figure devastating and luscious, with black diamonds hanging from her ears in tight spiral patterns. Betty's heart fluttered at the sight of her. God, she was fucking pretty. She spoke with an enormously busty blonde wearing a bright pink gown. Betty thought there were wet stains around her nipples, but it must have just been the light. 

From another flock—where all the girls wore green dresses and bright, shining white diamonds—a devastatingly beautiful redhead was detached and sent over. Her dress was tight and strapless, backless, apparently held in place by her overwhelmingly huge breasts. A long slit was in the front, revealing the tanned expanse of her legs. 

“I know it's overwhelming, dears,” the redhead said warmly, shuffling Betty and Jasmine over near the arrangement of buttery treats on an ornate cherry wood table. “But we'll find a place for you soon enough.”

Very quickly, she revealed her name to be Deanna Paulson. She was one of the matrons of Passion Heights, she explained—an older woman in the community, getting close to thirty-six years of age. 

Her words, certainly not Betty's. As if thirty-six was anywhere near “old.” And...it wasn't as if, either, Deanna looked a day over twenty-two. She looked younger than Betty or Jasmine. Her skin shone with youth.

At any rate, Deanna was an expert at conversation, and very quickly was able to slide Betty and Jasmine into the gentle rhythm of talking about themselves. They each held a tall flute of champagne. The drink made Betty's head swim just slightly, enough to be pleasant. Jasmine was arranged right next to the long table full of treats, and she seemed to be having a hard time not picking any up. 

“And you have a job?” Deanna asked. 

Betty shrugged awkwardly. “Oh, not...I mean sort of.”

“She’s a writer,” said Jasmine.

“A writer!” Deanna smiled. “Mrs. Kaltun is a writer, you know. She writes recipes for our weekly newsletter. They’re always so yummy.”

“Oh. No. I write...”

Now came the struggle. It was hard to talk about what you were writing when you hadn't actually written anything yet. There was something banging around in her head, a fictionalized account, perhaps, of her struggles for equality, maybe with her actually winning a few battles and not forever disgracing herself in the eyes of all her peers for a series of idiot mistakes and corporate sabotage, but looking at Deanna's expectant smile, everything she imagined she might say felt hollow and stupid.

“It’s more fiction, right?” Jasmine encouraged. “Stories about characters.”

“Oh. What was that called? Faction?” Deanna waved a hand. “I’m not too familiar, I’m afraid. My man takes up so much of my time. He’s a randy one, girls! That’s why he’s given me so much to do.”

“He gives you...tasks?” asked Betty.

“If you want to call five beautiful children that, I suppose so.”

Jasmine stuttered wildly. “You’ve had...you’ve had five children?”

Betty saw Jasmine struggling to pay attention. Mostly, her eyes kept darting back to all the pastries and chocolates sitting right next to them. Betty had to admit the smell was heavenly, but she didn't partake in such frivolous practices like treat-munching. 

“Yes, I know.” She shook her head sadly. “Carlton has to travel so often, he can’t knock me up as regular as I’d love. I’m so jealous of Lilah. She has triplets every time. Twelve in total, the last I heard.” Her voice took on deep, reverential tone. “Mr. Castle really knows how to pick them.”

“You’re upset that you haven’t had more children?” Betty was in disbelief. “I just...I can’t believe it. With your figure.”

Deanna put a hand on Betty’s forearm. “Thank you. You know, so many women here just aren’t honest enough.”

“Yes, well—”

“I know I should lose a few pounds. I’ve been telling the girls for ages. Really finally drop that nagging belly fat, you know?” She patted the hard, fit muscles of her torso. Her stomach was as flat as a highway. “It’s so refreshing to have someone who will tell me what I really need to hear to get motivated.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“God, what if Mister Castle is here tonight? He might kick me and Mr. Paulson out of the town altogether if he thought I was slacking. Or what if—” she gasped slightly. “You don’t think Lilah will be here tonight, do you? She’s much more unforgiving than Mister Castle.”

“Lilah?” This was the first conversation in which Betty had heard any native use a woman’s first name so willingly since she had arrived in the town. “Who’s that?”

Next to Betty, Jasmine's attention suddenly focused very purposefully on the arrangement of treats—they all looked so delicious, she said. As if unable to control herself any longer, Jasmine soon was munching away, trying every last kind. Soon, her lips were glazed with sugar and butter—and her eyes looked glazed as well. Small dollops of cream hung on her lips, spreading slightly onto her cheeks.

Deanna took Betty by the arm lightly, turning her from the strangely erotic display.

“Lilah is Mrs. Castle, of course,” Deanna explained finally. “She...she prefers to be known as Lilah. Even by men.” Deanna leaned forward. “The exclusivity, and all that. Her status is rather above ours, so I suppose it’s well-deserved. She does so much for the town. But she...she rather frowns upon women not meeting her husband’s standards of excellence.”

“He...Castle grades you on how attractive you are?”

Deanna simpered. “Oh my, yes. And how good a home you make, of course. Whether you meet fertility expectations. Passion Heights has to grow and grow.”

She looked Betty up and down. As if looking at meat in a butcher shop, maybe, or apples on a cart.

“Don’t worry, dear. You’ll fit in eventually. I think you’ve got a lot of potential for growth.”

“Growth? What does that mean? Do you mean—”

“I saw you looking at my tits.”

The sudden change in topic caught Betty by surprise. She had been looking at Deanna’s tits. They were terrific. So shiny and smooth. How did they fit into that preposterously tight dress? 

“It’s...they’re...it’s difficult not to.”

Deanna leaned in closer, her lips almost brushing against Betty’s. The feeling was equal parts erotic and shameful. Betty didn't know how to turn away. The champagne was really getting to her head, and Deanna was quite entrancing.

“Would you like me to give you a drink from them later?” Deanna asked, her whisper conspiratorial.

What that meant, Betty didn’t even want to consider. 

“I...no, thank you.”

Deanna giggled. “Just let me know if you change your mind.”

Perhaps sensing the trouble, Jasmine returned, her mouth full of some manner of vanilla cream and flakes of bread, and tugged at Betty’s arm, insisting they had to go the bathroom. Soon, they were huddled in a corner together, far outside of the main ballroom, each laughing nervously. They stood next to a tall exit door framed by even more purple flowers. The hallway was warm and tiled.

“Did she ask you if you wanted to see her tits?” Jasmine asked. “Is that what I heard?”

Betty, eyes still wide, heart still fluttering, shook her head. “She asked me if I wanted to drink from her tits.”

“Oh.” Jasmine’s face became distant. She licked her lips softly without seeming to realize. Little scraps of remaining chocolate slipped inside. “What did you say?”

“I said 'no!' What’s wrong with you?”

“No. Of course you didn’t. Of course. It’s just...” She shook her head. “I need some air. There's...there's something in the air here. I want to step outside.”

“Of course.”

Jasmine pushed through the exit. Betty knelt down and placed a doorstop there, keeping it open. She seemed so distracted. Was it all the treats she had stuffed in her mouth? Were they...maybe they had alcohol in them? 

She didn't get to think about it very much. From behind her, she heard tall, heavy footsteps on the tile. The hallway was shadowy—all the light was coming from the ballroom two rooms over—and it was hard to make out who was there.

“Hey, doll.”

Okay. That was enough. No more. “No one calls me doll, asshole.” Betty put her hands on her hips. “Who the hell do you think you are?”

He approached her slowly. An enormity of a man. A mountain. A behemoth, a god. Every second he left the shadows made Betty sorry she had spoken out of turn. Betty saw him coming and thought that perhaps somehow she was dreaming. No one that big could actually move so languidly, with such easy, panther-like grace. And yet this hunk did. His head was probably almost the size of her entire torso. He neared seven feet tall, maybe three or even four hundred pounds, but all of it was clearly muscle. He had on a suit, but it was held loosely, his shirt unbuttoned at his chest to reveal the marble-like hardness of his muscles underneath.

She had started drooling before he even touched her. But then his hands came across her lips, and all she could manage was soft, unintelligible babble. Baby sounds. Cooing. Gahhing. It wasn’t so much that he was attractive, even though he clearly was. It was also just that he rendered Betty somehow into the mental state of less than an animal, perhaps some primordial ooze stunned by a cell’s ability to replicate itself. It was that primal, the reaction. That basic. His musk lit her cunt on fire.

“You’re such a pretty woman,” he said, stroking her face.

His voice was a deep bass. A cascade of giggles emptied out from Betty, unable to stop herself from needing to please this giant. 

“If you had a better attitude, you’d enjoy yourself a whole lot more. Smile sometime. Wear a skirt. Maybe some heels. And have the food. It’s good for you.”

He reached into his pocket, pulled out a small, dark chocolate truffle, and placed it in her mouth. 

“My wife spent hours on these. Her own special recipe. Milk she made herself. Eat.”

Gulping, she chewed and obeyed, and did so still when he fed her another, and another. The milk chocolate core splashed against her mouth, coating her tongue and gums with sticky, unstoppable gooey warmth. She started to feel high. Her lust exponentiated. His fingers tickled against her pussy for a moment, reaching up her dress, and her excitement almost shut her brain down—but he only ripped her panties off. Like he was tearing through tissue. She was sure she was cumming, somehow, without actually orgasming. It didn't make sense. None of this did.

“You’re going to be a good girl from now on, all right?” He waited for her to nod. Her mouth was too sticky to talk. She could hear her cunt's juices dripping to the floor in between his words. “A good girl for Master, okay? And I’ll give you a lot more of these.”

His hand closed on her wet, pulsing cunt. Orgasm shook her body. And then another. She moaned helplessly.

“Good girl. No more of that stupid bullshit like you tried to pull in Alder City. No investigations. No email digging. No press conferences. I'll just have my people embarrass you again. No, you're going to be my little good girl.”

Betty was only too happy to agree. Anything. She'd do anything for him. 

And then he disappeared.

Dazed, drifting, she wandered back into the ballroom. The men were all drifting back inside as well, every wife sidling up close to her man. That seemed so nice. She ought to do the same.

Forgetting Jasmine altogether, Betty found Lane and quickly pulled him back to the exit, barely able to speak. Her pussy needed him. Needed his manly length, his husbandly knowledge. He seemed to understand innately what she wanted—all the men casting him knowing glances and slapping him on the shoulder. In less than a minute they were back inside the car with Lane driving home. She didn’t talk for the entire car ride home, wantonly splaying her face on his crotch and licking at his exposed cock, getting it hard. 

Once they made it back home, she pulled Lane on top of her in a lusty embrace on the entryway floor. His hips thrust wildly into her, unpracticed. That was her fault. She would make up for it. She would let him cum in her whenever he wanted. He deserved it. He was her husband. That meant something. That was important. 

She lasted for all of three minutes before succumbing to a hard, furious frenzy of orgasms that peaked with Lane forgetting to empty himself on her belly like usual. He came right inside her, his incredible warmth filling her insides. All she could do in response was giggle and moan. When he tried to pull out halfway through, she wrapped her legs around him tighter, making sure she got all of his happy goo in her body.

Betty was allergic to most kinds of birth control, and she hadn't been able, yet, to find one that really suited her. It hadn't seemed important. Sex was infrequent and planned for them. He apologized for several minutes, but Betty didn’t care.

“'S'okay,” she moaned, falling into slumber. “'S'nothing can happen the first time.”

That didn’t stop her semi-conscious fingers from taking what cum remained on his cock and around her thighs and stuffing it back into her needy, empty cunt before finally, finally drifting into sleep with her mouth still sucking hungrily on her husband's amazing rod.

* * * * *
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“THANK YOU FOR MEETING with me, Betty. I know we don’t know each other all that well. I’d love to change that.”

“Of course, Cora. You said you wanted to talk. That you needed help. So, here I am. I want to be a good...” she cleared her throat, troubled about something. “A good neighbor.”

It was Saturday morning, and Betty and Cora had gathered on Cora’s back porch. It was brunch time, and as such Cora had prepared a modest array of snacks, consisting of waffles, pancakes, eggs, and little truffles for dessert. From a distance, chatting with the hyper-busty Evelyn and other very well-to-do ladies, she had seen the chocolate on Betty’s face last night. From the look of it, she’d had seven or eight of Lilah’s finest batch—and decided she would treat her dear new friend with some of her own recipe. 

And so, she was slightly disappointed when she noticed Betty carefully avoid even touching the truffles. Perhaps she didn’t think Cora’s recipe would live up to Lilah’s?

That would almost certainly be true—Cora was such a novice, after all—but she had worked very hard, and dearly wanted her friend to taste her milk.

Her...cooking. Yes. Her cooking. But there was her milk, she admitted, in all the available treats. She couldn’t resist squeezing out at least a cup’s worth from her heavy, beautiful breasts into every recipe. Her husband had plenty at every meal—and regularly licked up her bounty during their intense rutting sessions. Using the milk was instinct as she made the food. Evelyn had chatted all night at the party about how wonderful it was, and all the women around her nodded and agreed—and so of course, Cora, being the best good girl she could be, nodded and agreed as well. 

Betty might have avoided the truffles, but she went after the tiny waffles and pancakes with relish, like a sorority girl with a hangover. 

“Is it all right to take so much?” she asked, a little glob of Cora’s homemade butter shiny on her lips. “I don’t want to ruin it for anyone.”

“Oh my, yes.” Cora nodded eagerly. “Please!” 

“It’s...who else is coming, though?”

“Why, it’s all for you, dear. I thought we would get some girl time in. You know, away from our men. We wouldn’t want to bore them.”

Betty shrugged and wolfed down, slathering her already-buttery waffles with even more of Cora’s butter. 

“This is really, truly delicious,” moaned Betty. Each bite seemed to be heavenly for her. Cora’s heart sang at the compliment. A good girl always loved to be complimented, even if it was just by another woman. 

Better still was a compliment from a man. And better than that was a compliment from her own Man, her Husband. 

And best of all were words from Mr. Castle.

Cora had never once spoken with Mr. Castle, she realized suddenly. So, how had she known that? 

The thought was pushed aside as she continued to watch Betty gorge herself. She was so thin. Rail skinny, really. She could use some fattening up. Though it seemed as though she had some engorgement action happening around her nipples in her tight, child-sized tee shirt. 

Already, Cora felt herself adoring her new neighbor. Her new friend. Neighbors ought to be friends, after all, and good neighbors being good friends was one of life’s greatest blessings. What could be better than living next to someone you adored?

Other than servicing your man’s cock all day and night, of course. Oh, if only Hank didn’t have a job...

Her thoughts were moving surprisingly fast. Usually, they were almost distantly slow, working through a maple syrup miasma of arousal. Perhaps it was Betty’s presence. 

“So, what did you bring me over here for?” Betty finished the waffle she was working on, looking with some surprise at her empty plate. “Was it just to sample your cooking? Because I mean,” she laughed, “if so, well done. I’m a customer for life.”

Again, Cora’s soul sang from the happy words. But then she pushed them away. 

“No, it wasn’t just that. Though I am so very glad you enjoy it. I wanted to talk to you about something...um, something like, very serious?”

Suddenly, she had Betty’s complete attention. Cora frowned just slightly, and only for a moment, as Betty put her plate away. 

You see what happens when you try to be serious? Women stop caring about what you do best. Men will, too.

But she had started down this path, and she had to pursue it.

Betty grabbed Cora’s hands. “Tell me. Is it about this town? Is it about Castle Industries?”

“Castle Industries?”

“Yes. What they’re doing here. It all seems so nefarious, doesn’t it? Isn’t that what you want to talk about?”

Betty was so intent on this matter that Cora was inclined to agree with her just to be pleasant. But, first and foremost, she had to be honest. 

“No, I’m sorry.” She shook her head. “It’s just...I have all these...thoughts.”

“Thoughts?” 

Cora nodded. Even saying that she was thinking was difficult for her. “Disobedient thoughts. And then he—Mister Vance, I mean—has to fuck me until I don’t think them anymore. I’m afraid it’s a terrible strain for him. He works so hard for us, Betty. I don’t want him to leave me.”

“You think he would leave you?” Betty chortled. “Cora, look at you.”

Cora shook her head sadly. “I know. I’ve been terribly lax about going to the gym, and—”

“Cora, no. You’re gorgeous. You think...I mean, you don’t think he would somehow find another woman to sleep with besides you, do you? Not really?”

“Oh, I hope that he does.” Cora smiled at the image suddenly in her head, of her big strong Man filling some hot honey with his hulking cock. “That’s what The Association is, after all. That doesn’t bother me. I just want him to come home to me. I need to be taken care of. You understand. We’re just women, after all.”

Betty put a hand to her forehead. She looked troubled. Immediately, Cora felt guilty. She knew she should have kept her thoughts to herself.

“That’s what the Association is? What Association?”

“The Business Association, of course. They meet, oh...once or twice a week, depending. They have their own girls there. They’re all very beautiful, don’t worry. And Hank assures me he only uses one or two favorites, just like he does at work. The other men make fun of him, but he says he’s got all the blonde he needs in me. But, try as I might, I’m not redheaded or black or Asian...”

Gosh, wouldn’t it be nice if she could be? Just for a day or two, to please Hank. Or to have her will fill up multiple bodies at once, seven or eight girls all doing their best to give her Man a good time, stroke his cock and coo in his ear and rub his back and massage his feet, and all with the same mind and timing...

“Cora!”

She shook her head. “Yes, love? I’m sorry. I was miles away.”

“You’re...” Betty’s face was pained and flushed. Her hands clambered out to the serving tray and she stuffed a truffle into her mouth, seemingly not knowing what she was doing. “You’re talking craziness. You’re like, the hottest thing I’ve ever seen on two legs. You’ve got this killer bod, and you’re just rocking it, and you’re so, so pretty, and you’re worried your husband is cheating on you? And like, you’re telling me he is already? I mean, god, if your man is cheating on you, then what will...I mean, Lane, he could...um....Cora?”

“Yes, love?” Cora’s voice was full of heated pleasure. 

“You’re playing with yourself.”

Cora looked down. Her fingers were jammed right inside her hot, warm little cunny. Warm juices spilled down into the plastic cushion of the chair.

“Oh.” She giggled and sucked her fingers dry. “How terribly unladylike of me. Would you like me to give you a turn to make up for it?”

“Give me a turn?”

“With my fingers.” She eyed Betty’s body hungrily. “To make up for it.”

“No. That’s not...that’s not necessary.”

Betty was tempted, she could tell.

“Hank says a good hostess will always finger other men’s wives if they want. But only if they want.”

“You do everything he says?” Betty downed another truffle, and then immediately began nibbling a new one. A thin, attractive layer of raspberry chocolate stained her lips. “Without question?”

“Of course, dear. He’s my Husband.”

“But...but he’s your partner, he’s not God. He’s...he’s just a man. I mean, for god's sake, if he wanted you to get, I don't know, pregnant tomorrow, you wouldn't do that, would you?”

From the phrasing of the question, Cora could tell that she was supposed to say no. But she absolutely wanted to say yes. “I...”

“Cora. Listen to me. You're in charge of you. Not him. You don't...you don't have to get pregnant. Not if you don't want to. You don't have to do anything you don't want to. Hank isn't the boss of you.”

Cora considered this carefully, suckling on the juices remaining on her fingers. “I think I understand what you’re saying. He feels like he’s not important enough. He needs to be shown how he's the boss. I should really up my game. Do you think I would look good in leather?”

“Christ, you’d look good in anything, but that’s not the poi—stop that!”

Cora, flush with Betty’s compliment, had started twisting her nipples. Her dress had been pushed down, and Betty was given a complete eyeful of her neighbor’s healthy, luscious body. 

Betty stood up, munching yet another truffle. Her eyes were wide and glazed. She squirmed, her hips rotating this way and that. “I...I have to go.”

“The bathroom is the first door on the right, love.”

She stumbled, chocolate-heavy fingers fumbling uselessly with the sliding glass door back inside. “I have to go home!” 

But her knees were knocking, her breaths heated on the glass. Finally, she got the door open and rushed inside. Cora, smiling and peeking in, noticed that Betty only made it halfway to the bathroom door before collapsing and fingering herself. Her orgasm was almost immediate, her cries filling the home.

Cora wanted to help, but something told her to give Betty time. The radio blared its hot, white static. She herself had needed time when she first moved in, after all. 

But she was so much happier now. Just like she knew Betty would be. 

There was some chocolate on the tiled floor, and butter spilled on the patio. She took a long moment, watching her new friend finger her brains out—allowing herself several seconds of orgasm-laden fingering herself—and then, shuddering blissfully, trotted to the kitchen to retrieve her cleaning supplies.

* * * * *
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, Betty walked over to Jasmine's house, feeling a bit frantic. Jasmine answered the door, dressed in a light teal summer dress that showed quite a bit of leg and a tight dark hoodie. She had on her ear buds, listening to the Womaniac podcast. 

“Hi,” said Betty. “Can we talk?”

“Of course.” Jasmine smiled. “Inside? Or—”

Inside, Betty could hear Jasmine's radio playing. The strange, discordant static-filled sound. It made her want to investigate the radio, to see what that sound was so that she could justifiably turn it off. The feeling the sound created was like a soft blanket being rubbed over her thoughts. It was alien, and instinctively Betty knew it was wrong. 

She tugged at Jasmine's arm and pulled her outside. Soon they were in Jasmine's expansive backyard,  in a sort of alley of grass on the side of the house. Outside of the view of the street, out of earshot of the radio.

Jasmine straightened herself, lightly pulling her arm free of Betty's grip. “I guess it's outside, then.”

“Something really fucked up is going on here,” said Betty, getting straight to it. “And I think that they prey on our inhibitions, on us not saying anything about it because we're embarrassed. So I'm just going to come right out and say it. I'm fucking turned on.”

Jasmine gulped. “Okay...?”

“I'm turned on all the time. It's hard to think straight. I was just at Cora's and I ate her food and I came on the floor. I wasn't able to do anything until I had a good, hard cum right in the middle of her hallway. And last night I fucked Lane until he came in my belly. He came in me, Jasmine. He could have gotten me pregnant! I'm not on the pill!”

She left out the strangest part—the weird waking dream she'd had with the giant hulk last night. Betty wasn't entirely sure that really happened. As she recalled it, it felt like just some hot fucking waking fever dream. But, she was reluctant to bring it up and couldn't explain why. When she woke that morning, Lane was already gone—off to the “Business Association meeting” for the day. The note he left said he would be back 'late.' She didn't know what the hell kind of meeting lasted for an entire Saturday, but with him gone already, it wasn't as if she could argue. 

Strangely, her biggest regret was that he left before she could make him a proper breakfast. 

“Oh.” Jasmine tugged at the neck of her dress. Little beads of sweat had collected around her forehead. “My. That's, um...that's certainly—”

“I'm sorry,” said Betty, shaking her head. “I know we met just like, yesterday, but you're the only one around who seems normal. Are you telling me that nothing like that has been happening to you?”

“I...no.” She shook her head. “I'm not. That has been happening to me. I mean I haven't been cumming on people's floors, or whatever, but Alan and I have been having sex like crazy. Just crazy. Before we moved here, it was like once or twice a week. Now? More like twice in the morning before getting up, and then right when he gets home from work, and maybe a blowjob or two when he's reading, and I'm sucking that beautiful big cock of his, and...what?”

“You're touching your breasts, Jasmine.”

“Oh.” She moved her hands, and then pointed. “Your...your nipples are erect.”

Betty nodded. “I know. But what can we do about it? It's like some fucking lust spell over everyone. Everything.”

To tell the truth, Betty felt pretty relieved. It was all out in the open now. Not just in her head. She and Jasmine could come to Lane together—or Lane and Alan—and let them know what it was that was on their minds. Or...could they? They would need proof. It wasn't like a man was going to walk away from sudden and plentiful sex. They would need some kind of evidence, something concrete. 

Right? But how would they find such evidence? Whoever was in charge—obviously, Betty guessed Castle Industries, as they were in charge of everything around here—clearly didn't want to be found out. 

It was just...somehow, she knew deep in her bones that she couldn't tell Lane about what was happening. Not yet, anyway. Committing herself to that belief was a comfort, like a nice warm sheet over her brain. 

But, wait, wasn't that—

“And also,” said Jasmine, “I've been losing weight.”

This derailed Betty's train of thought immediately.  “Losing weight?”

She nodded. “I can't seem to stop.”

“How do you mean?”

“I put myself on a scale this morning. I’ve lost fifteen pounds since I moved here last week.”

“Fifteen pounds in a week? Is that healthy?”

“I don’t know,” Jasmine shrugged. She pulled a truffle from the pocket in her hoodie and popped it into her mouth. “I feel perfectly healthy, and I’ve been eating nonstop. I don’t get it.”

Betty frowned. Those truffles were really something. They were...well, delicious, really. Her mouth watered slightly as she saw Jasmine eat one. All that hot, heavy milk chocolate sliding in her mouth. Jasmine gobbed slightly, thick lips smacking. 

“Are those the ones Cora made?”

“Oh yes.” Jasmine nodded. “I mean, she seems like a total ditz, like everyone else in this town, but she's a hell of a baker. Or cook. Is chocolate baking or cooking?”

“I don't know.” Betty licked her lips, trying to focus. “Cora. Cora, yes. We should watch her.”

“Watch her? What do you mean, 'watch' her?”

“She was the last one to move here besides us, right? And she's fairly well in to their group, or whatever, but not totally, right? So what if, like...whatever they're doing. Making girls lust crazy. Making men fuck like mad. And breed. God, they're all so fucking pregnant...”

Jasmine touched her shoulder. “Focus.”

Her grip was firm, but warm. Betty's nipples, if it was possible, tented in her shirt even more.

“Right,” said Betty. “Okay. So they're making women...different.”

“Hotter.”

“Yes. Hotter. And they're doing it to us, maybe.”

Jasmine sighed. Hands on her slimmed-down hips. “Yeah.”

“And they've done it to Cora. But they're not all the way done with her, yet.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she was expressing some doubts to me earlier. She was like, weird about it. Really weird. But they were doubts, nonetheless. And none of those other women have even heard of doubt. Or not anymore, at least. Right?”

Jasmine nodded. “Okay. And you want to watch her? Like a stakeout?”

“Yeah. We can...I don't know. We can just sit in my car and watch them. The boys, they have the Business Association meeting tonight, right? So they won't be home until late. So, we just...watch Cora. For tonight. See if anything happens.”

Jasmine considered for a moment. “Can I bring the truffles Cora made? They're really good. And I don't want her to think I'm rude and not finish them if we see her and have to like, talk to her or something.”

“Of course you can.” Betty's response was automatic. “If I get some.”

They both laughed, though Betty was perfectly serious. She thought her mouth might mutiny if it didn't get one of those truffles soon.

But even more than that, Betty felt empowered, finally having a plan. She and Jasmine were smart, independent women. They would be able to figure this out. She would be able to strike a blow right at the heart of Castle Industries—the same terrible corporation that had ruined Betty's activism career. 

Maybe this move wasn't such a bad thing after all. 

* * * * * 
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THAT NIGHT, EVELYN arrived at Cora’s house. The older, magnificently bust-heavy blonde looked stunning when Cora opened the door, as she always did, and was dressed in a tight red dress with a lacy apron around her front. Delicate white gloves adorned her hands, cut off at the wrists. Her neckline scooped deep down to just above her strawberry-sized nipples, the bottom end hugging tight to her lusciously curved ass. With the way her hair was coiffed and prepared, she looked like one of those old-time movie starlets, except much fitter and sexier.

“You’ll have to come with me, dearest.” Evelyn held out a hand. “All right?”

Somehow, Cora already knew that she was supposed to be leaving that evening. That’s why she wasn’t wearing a proper outfit—no tiny dress, no little skirt or sexy big boots. Just a long, warm fleece robe, violet lingerie, and tall pink heels. Hank was at the Business Association meeting that night, and so Cora had cleaned merrily, waiting for him to come home. About thirty minutes before Evelyn arrived, the radio seemed to switch stations on its own, and a compulsion arrived in her head:

Husband loves violet. It’s so important that I wear my sexiest violet lingerie tonight.

And she changed, and now here was Evelyn, and it was time to go. 

Evelyn led her into the back of a luxury sedan, their driver rolling up the screen dividing the front and back of the car. Evelyn dropped between Cora’s legs and pushed her panties aside, licking her pussy thoughtfully. She acted as if this was merely a way to pass the time, a manner of conversation. Cora barely had time to inquire about why Evelyn was doing such a thing, let alone protest somehow. Instead, she merely let her head hang back and loll to one side, gently orgasming while Evelyn did her gloriously hot tongue work. 

In a few short minutes of driving through Passion Heights, the pair arrived at the Happy Hair Salon, where Cora somehow knew already they would be. It was like the knowledge had been planted in her somehow. Fertilized, even.

It was dark inside, but a small mattress was arranged in the center of the enormous space. When Cora had been there before, it had been a bustling, wonderful place for women to talk and chat about how darling and perfect their husbands and children were. But now, tonight, it had an even better meaning. Something erotic and dark, something perfectly wicked. Cora stepped inside, pussy dripping wet from Evelyn's efforts. She strutted easily on her tall heels, and let her robe fall to the ground. Her hot violet lingerie was revealed to the air, ready for consumption. 

And of course, her consuming audience was there, waiting for her. Hank waited there, wearing only a robe himself. It was shiny, for some reason. Maybe with water. Cora moaned at the sight of him, his huge, muscled body. Her Husband. 

“It’s time, Cora.”

“Time?”

“To get you pregnant. Like you’re supposed to be.”

He took off his robe. His cock was beneath, already half-hard. Thick precum dripped down. She could see now that the towel hadn’t been coated with some shiny water. It was coated with his product. Drool filled her mouth. Lust filled her cunt.

“You have to ask for it, though. Castle’s orders.”

“Ask...ask for it?” She didn't understand.

“You’ve been subjected to the process. It’s been perfected. The radio. The food. But it requires your will. Your consent. You have to give up everything to me from now on, Cora. Everything. All your freedom. All your wants, needs, thoughts, hopes, and dreams. They belong to me. They’re mine to shape. Mine to allow.”

That sounded so, so very right. She nodded slowly, following along with his words. He took her hand and, together, they stepped onto the mattress in the middle of the salon.

“You’ve been influenced as far as they could take you. To tell you the truth,” he chuckled, “you put up less of a fight than I thought you would. You used to be pretty damn smart.” He stroked her chin, gripping it easily with strong, manly fingers. “Not anymore though, huh?”

Her lack of intelligence had become a bit of a point of pride for her. It was so nice, knowing she would never be a bother for her Man. She swallowed. He was using so many words, and all at once, and his cock was right there and so hard. What was he asking for? For her to give up some stuff? 

God, if it meant just feeling his cock again...

“I’m not...I don’t know.” She squirmed, lusting after him even as he placed her down on the mattress. His cock dripped down onto her legs. The heat was palpable. “Betty said...she said that I'm in charge of me. That...she said something about...being pregnant wasn't...like...something...”

God, why were words so fucking hard? They were almost as hard as that monster fucking dick floating above her. Oh god, she wanted it so bad...

“Really?” said Hank. “Betty's putting ideas into your head, huh?”

Precum spurted down onto her thigh. There was so much of it. Like a river. God, she was so hungry. She needed to taste it, but...but...“...Betty said...”

“Who’s your husband? Who’s your Man?”

“You are, baby. Of course you are.”

“Haven’t I always known what’s best?”

“Y-yes. Of course you have. B-but—”

“Then do as I say, all right?”

Suddenly, Evelyn was above her, holding a sort of white helmet in her hands—the sort that they used for perms. Only it looked different. More wires and orbs. More high-tech. 

“Put it on, dear. We can’t do it for you.” Evelyn held it out, smiling brilliantly. Her milk dripped from her tits down over the top of the orb. If Cora put it on, the milk would run down across her face, into her mouth...she could lick so much of it up...

Evelyn's voice dripped sweet sin. “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“I promise,” said Hank, rubbing his huge hands over his wife’s tiny shoulders, “that we’ll take care of you. I’ll take care of you. And you’ll be a terrific mother for our daughters.”

Daughters. He wanted daughters. Oh god, yes. Yes!

With no more hesitation, she put the helmet on. 

Time seemed to slow down. Hank was saying something. Evelyn's tits slid on top of his shoulders, and she urged him downward. But Cora couldn't hear them. All she could hear was  the thrum from the helmet. All she could hear was—

Obey.

On the mattress, she let her legs slide up and out. He was going to enter her. He was going to get her pregnant. She would—

Serve.

His cock slipped against her folds. And then, amazing her tinified brain, he was inside her again. His cock moved in and out, thrusting easily in her incredibly wet pussy. Evelyn's milk slipped past her lips finally, entering deep into her throat, warming every part of her. And she was going to—

Please.

Immediately biology began to take over. Her legs spread out wider, her nipples releasing slow, steady streams of milk. It was almost as blissfully warm as his precum. It was like her own body was trying to transform her, to get her hornier than she would have been otherwise. And his cock kept thrusting. His cock kept—

Obey.

Cora knew she was screaming from pleasure. Evelyn was smiling almost maniacally, appearing to take orgasmic pleasure in guiding Hank's body, covering his ripped, rugged body with her transformative milk. They were both dripping in white liquid. And Cora had to—

Serve.

There was nothing else but to—

Please.

She was—

Obey.

Serve.

Please.

Obey. Obey. Obey.

Her mind knew only these thoughts. They were all that was left. They were all that she wanted. And as her mind filled of these hot, perfect wonderful thoughts—these amazing thoughts that were the only pieces of reality she ever wanted to have cobbling together the tapestry of her consciousness—her hot cunt was filled with her Husband's beautifully big cock. She could see him getting close. In the distance, she could herself chanting for his cum, chanting to get her pregnant, chanting in tune with Evelyn, both of them singing Hank's praises and begging for his cum, begging to get Cora pregnant, worshiping him like he deserved, begging for it, begging, begging...

Her mind must have off from pleasure somehow during the moment. Because when she returned to conscious thought, her husband was gasping on top of her, his cock emptying its final throes of hot, spurting cum into her willing womb. Even these final spurts, though, were twice the volume of what Hank would have cum in his entirety just two months ago. Evelyn cooed in her ear, removing the helmet, telling Cora how well she had done. 

Her belly felt bulged already from the volume he’d dumped inside her. She felt so full of life.

There was no mistaking it. She was already pregnant. 

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NO POINT in trying to stop her, thought Jasmine. Clearly Betty had a mind of her own. 

The pretty young brunette rang the doorbell furiously. Fury was etched on her face. They both were dressed modestly in tight jeans and t-shirts. Jasmine wore a pair that she hadn't been able to fit inside of for six years. She felt rather proud of the way her ass looked in them. 

Betty's flat chest had started to grow tits. She looked pleasurably uncomfortable in her shirt, suddenly too tight for her.

“You saw what they did, Jasmine.” Betty slammed on the door with one fist. “They had her in there all night long. All night long. Then they brought her back,” she jammed her finger down on the doorbell again, “this morning, completely unconscious. Just hung like laundry over her Man...her Husba...over that asshole’s shoulder.” 

She shuddered softly. Some trouble with her correction of Mister Vance’s titles, Jasmine surmised. She herself would have the same issues if she tried to say “Hank Vance” out loud. It was just nicer, easier, to say Man or Husband. They were such beautiful, wonderful words. She popped another little truffle in her mouth. She couldn't stop eating them. She hoped Cora had made more.

“You think they drugged her?” Jasmine asked.

“I know they did something. Something horrible. Why else be in that stupid salon all night?”

They might have talked about this last night, but by the time they had finished their little stakeout, eating those delicious truffles the entire time, both of them had been too horny to do anything but run back home and cum.  Jasmine knew Betty had done it because Betty insisted on telling her that was what was going to happen. They had to be open about their experiences, Betty said. It was the only way to fight what was happening.

In all truth, half of Jasmine's six orgasms after their little adventure were dedicated entirely to thinking about Betty cumming just next door. So, she wasn't sure how much being open would help.

They had tried, during the stake out, to listen to the Womaniac podcast to keep themselves awake, but the car radio's static kept blaring on. It was hard to focus. So hard. They were just women.

Betty jammed the doorbell again, but Cora had opened the door. The blonde calmly grabbed Betty’s wrist, smiling gently.

“I’ve heard you, dear. You can stop now.” 

Betty gulped slowly. 

Before them was not the forced, drugged, destroyed image of a victim that Betty had been going on about ever since dragging Jasmine from her house that morning (and right in the middle of a very satisfying pre-wake handjob with Gregory, to boot!). Jasmine herself had imagined Cora perhaps something like the damsel in a horror movie—her hair frizzled and wild, make-up streaming down her face, her skin pale, her body layered with bruises or worse.

Instead, Cora looked pristine. Angelic, even. Better than ever. She positively glowed, like a young mother-to-be some three or four months pregnant. She wore a tight, form-fitting white silk robe, the globes of her breasts not even remotely concealed. Only her nipples weren’t showing, though they were clearly erect and pushing through the thin fabric. Her face had never looked more youthful or energetic, all hints of lines of worry or sleeplessness totally disappeared. And her skin! Her skin was healthy and tan, like she had grown up on the coast instead of in the arctic northern Midwest. 

She looked sort of someone who might be mistaken as the sister of that lady who ran the deli in town—Evelyn. Or her daughter, even though Evelyn barely looked old enough to have children herself.

None of the women in this town did, though. 

But the strange, wicked thought of imagining Evelyn and Cora being related somehow sent a hot little thrill down Jasmine’s spine. Cora having to be nursed by Evelyn...oh, yes. Now, there was a thought.

“Cora?” Betty asked. “Are you okay?”

Delicate fingers rose to her face, and Cora took a long moment to think about that, as if it were a difficult and important question. 

“Why, yes, dear. I’m wonderful.” She smiled brightly. Jasmine felt her knees go a little weak at the beautiful sight. She slipped another truffle into her mouth, letting the warm chocolate glow fill her mouth. “Why do you ask?”

“It’s just...last night.” Betty cleared her throat. She looked embarrassed, now, and confused. “At the salon. I saw you go in, and then...you were drug out.”

“Oh yes. Evelyn told me you two were being so good-girl detective! Snooping around and what not.” She shook her head sadly. “You’re going to have to stop now.”

Shifting, Cora dropped the shoulders down of her robe, revealing her enormous uncovered breasts. No bra. No lingerie. Just huge, buoyant tits held up by what appeared to be magic. 

“Come here, girls. Have a good suck.”

And just like that, Cora was pulling Jasmine and Betty into her tits on her front doorstep, where anyone could see.

Cora’s hands were soft, warm against the back of Jasmine’s head. She felt herself giving in totally without understanding why or how. It just felt natural to suck at this lovely matron’s milk. It felt like the most wonderfully regular action to take for Jasmine to guide her mouth forward and wrap her luscious, glossy lips over Cora’s nipple.

That she didn’t do just that, straightaway, stunned her more than the fact that she was asked to do it at all. Her head swam in arousal. Hot lusty scents emanated from the drips leaking out from Cora’s heavy breasts. 

The milk dangled tantalizingly over Jasmine’s tongue. She couldn’t help herself. Her lick was quick and effortless. The taste was so good. It warmed her to her core. Immediately she wanted more, but a deep, masculine voice sounded from inside the house, and she moved away.

“Duty calls!” Cora giggled. “Husband? Duty? Get it? It’s a joke, my dears. Try and keep up.” She sighed softly. “You can have another lick whenever you like. And, oh.” She grabbed a bag waiting next to the door and handed them to Jasmine. “You two can share these. I'll talk to you later, okay? We have so much to discuss!”

Inside the bag was an entirely new batch of truffles. Jasmine felt heated, chocolaty saliva fill up her mouth. 

“Unnh,” she said softly, only realizing that she was moaning audibly after a moment. 

Betty took her by the arm and guided her away from the door. Soon they were in the street, alone.

“This is insane,” said Betty. “You didn’t lick any of it, did you?” Betty huffed. “I kept my eyes closed the whole time. I didn’t know how I would deal with seeing those tits that close up.”

“No. No...no licking.”

The truth was Jasmine felt sort of high, like the first few moments of dropping acid. Her stomach rumbled, and she knew instinctively she would be snacking on the bag of truffles all morning. 

“There’s only one way we’re really going to figure out what’s happening here,” said Betty. 

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded. “We have to get into that Happy Hair Salon.”

# # #
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Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties
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Sparkling, shining, smiling, she stood on the beach in her thrilling bikini and too-high platform sandals, showing off her remarkably sculpted body and her enormous titties barely confined by the thrilling strips of her suit. 

She was such a thrilling, hot, sexy, young bimbo babe. She lived for cock. She lived for her Man’s cock, and nothing would ever change that. Her entire life revolved around it, around him. All she wanted to do, all the time, was make him hard and happy like a sexy bimbo should. It didn’t matter how many other men talked to her or wanted her—and they did—it didn’t matter how badly they wanted to fuck her—and they really did—she would only ever fuck her one brilliant Man forever. He owned her mind, owned her brilliantly tight young beach body, and he always, ALWAYS would.

Once upon a time, she might have been married. There may have been some other man in her life she was attached to. But that felt so silly now—like thinking of trying to do math or read long words or have conversations about politics. All of that kind of thing was for strong, intelligent men, and she didn’t need to know about whatever her life was before the beach and her man’s ownership of her either. That was for him to know and for her to forget. 

It felt so, so good to forget about everything about making his beautiful, big cock hard. 

All around her were other, utterly mindfucked harem girls just like her. She smiled and waved at them, watching their brilliant busty bimbo bodies bounce. They all waved back, smiling with empty brains, empty heads, empty of anything except the will of their Master and to serve his cock in any way he desired. 

The whole day long, they  would sit out on the beach, baking their bodies and their brains, becoming tanner and blonder under the sun’s rays. And then, when night fell, toned and tanned and tight, they would crawl back to their Master’s estate and serve him however he needed just like good, brainless bimbo beauties should.  

* * * * *
[image: image]


JUST A FEW DAYS EARLIER, Julia—blond, twenty-two, newly married, and on the arm of her hubby—arrived at the Spiral Sun Hotel bubbly and glowing just like a young bride ought to. She leaned in hard to her husband Henry, eyes open and taking in all the sights and sounds of where they would be spending the next week and a half on their honeymoon.

The interior of the lobby was decorated with the standard island themes—wooden carvings of animals and waves abounded, as did pictures of beaches. The doors on either side of the lobby were open; the drive on one side, and the courtyard leading to the beach on the other. The smell of the ocean filled her nose; made her want to dive right into the water.

They had been married just twelve hours ago—finalizing the ceremony, eating from their custom buffet, and dancing their shoes off—and then right away sweeping into a jet that carried them halfway around the world to be here, at Isle Alfa, the hottest new beach getaway for young couples. 

Julia had been reading about it for months and months and positively couldn’t wait to get into the water, show off her beach body, hang on the arm of her smashing, successful husband, and enjoy being married. 

And of course that meant—she thought, biting her lip as they approached the hotel desk—finally having sex.

Julia was a city girl but her parents had been farm kids, and raised her with all the rural values of keeping herself chaste until her vows were taken. And Julia was honest—the more pity for Henry—so that meant she wasn’t one of those lying girls who convinced themselves that blowjobs, handjobs, or anal was acceptable. She was completely celibate save for some kissing. 

Henry, who was assertive and kind and honest himself, had had sex, he revealed to her. She had nearly broken up with him when she found out. She wanted their first time to be together, like good god-fearing adults. But he was six years older than her and only really started going to church when he started getting serious about her, so she had conceded that it was a forgivable mistake to have been with someone who wasn’t her. Wasn’t it godly to forgive someone, anyway?

Shutting down all attempts of sex on the promise of marriage was a big ask. Julia wasn’t stupid, despite her ideals driving most of her actions. Luckily, she had the body to back it up. 

Henry had told her that his friends never believed that she was a virgin because she was “so bangin’,” according to them. She had long blond hair, a tight midsection from years of marathon running, well-formed legs, soft features in her face that set off the brilliant angle of her jaw, and bright blue eyes. Plus—what she was really looking forward to showing off—a really great pair of breasts. 

36D.

Julia had been told just that number and letter alone did things to men. She had never really shown them off before; she didn’t want to advertise herself like some whore, or even worse a slut. 

But now that was married...where was the harm in showing off? It would all be for Henry’s attention one way or the other. Wasn’t that the right way for a wife to behave? 

She had even started—at home, in her single-bedroom apartment back in the states—modeling bikinis a little and trying to get used to objectifying herself a little bit. A good wife had to put in the work to keep her husband around, to keep his eyes from wondering too much; that was just common sense. And so, the nights before her marriage was official, she stood in the bathroom and posed this way and that in one bikini after another, trying out dirty talk. 

“K-knockers,” she said, flipping her hair. 

or

“Boobies. B-boobs.” It was hard to keep a straight face for that one. She kept busting into giggles that made her “boobs” jiggle.

or

“T...hrm.” She licked her lips. “Tiii...”

That one gave her some trouble. It felt so dirty and demeaning. 

On the flight to Isle Alfa, she had rested her hand on Henry’s upper thigh and inner crotch. She had seen a wife do it in a movie and had always idealized that moment for herself. Henry seemed to really like it, but he excused himself to the go the bathroom a few times, and always seemed more relaxed when he was done. Julia just assumed he was doing some breathing exercises in there; it was so stressful on a plane sometimes!

So, now, even though she was properly exhausted after their long flight, Julia couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that they had chosen to arrive in the late evening. She wanted to show off! She wanted everyone to know she was off the market and soon to be on her husband! She wanted to know what his penis felt like inside her vagina, and she was thrilled for people to find out that she wanted that!

Instead, the rather large owner stood behind the desk, eyeing Julia voraciously as Henry handed over his credit card. Julia knew he was the owner because that was how he introduced himself. 

“My name is Connor. This is my hotel.” 

He had shaken Henry’s hand and Julia watched the impromptu “man-off,” as Henry called them, with Connor squeezing Henry’s hand tighter than anticipated and Henry squirming and trying to squeeze back to protect his grip. It seemed very masculine and so, very dumb. Connor was much larger and stronger than Henry. Henry ran for his exercise—that was how he and Julia had met, at a marathon—but Connor looked like he lifted weights fourteen times a week. 

Julia didn’t get what all the fuss was about big, bodybuilder-type bodies. Sure, muscles were great, but—it just didn’t appeal to her in a sexual sense. She tried to imagine the poor girl who had to sleep with such a monster. Wasn’t all that mass scary on top of her?

“Now,” said Connor, typing on the computer in front of him. “I know we have you down for the Presidential suite. It’s amazing. Three rooms, a full bar, private pool area, specialized spa beds...”

As he ticked off the features, Julia felt her excitement grow. She had picked them all out herself. 

“But,” he smiled apologetically, “unfortunately, it can’t happen tonight. I’m really sorry, folks. There’s some kind of electrical problem. The lights don’t work, the television’s out, the water isn’t heating up...it’s real strange.”

Julia tried to keep her composure. Her honeymoon would be perfect. She had it all planned. 

Henry started to speak, but Julia cut him off. “There’s nothing you can do? We reserved this ages ago, and—”

Connor held up his hands in surrender. “Whoa. Got a feisty one there, do you, Hank? We’ve got another room ready for you already if you want it. Now, you can take your chances up and down the line with the rest of the hotels by the beach, but I’d advise you to be careful. There’s a real homelessness epidemic, nobody’s really sure what’s happening, but sometimes people don’t feel safe.”

Julia felt a little short-circuited. Of course, looking into another hotel had occurred to her almost immediately—she was a born planner—but being scared of homeless people was certainly the wrong tack. You needed to look out for your fellow man! There should be a shelter or something, and—

“Of course, tonight will be on us if you stay with us, for the inconvenience, and we’ll have the electrician out first thing tomorrow morning to get everything fixed up for you. How does that sound?”

Julia didn’t like the way he spoke to Henry but kept letting his eyes wander all over her body. It made her feel exposed. She also didn’t like being called a “feisty one.” Unlike with Henry—whose relative chasteness always felt obvious and made him feel more secure to Julia—Connor obviously, obviously had a lot of sex. All the time. There was an undeniable musk about him. 

Henry looked at Julia and then at Connor. Julia nodded—she kind of hated that she had to nod to Henry for him to act—and the men shook hands again. 

* * * * *
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THE ROOM CONNOR LED them to faced the expansive mountains just north of the beach, instead of the beach itself. Henry could see their massive shapes in the cloudless night; he was sure it would be quite a sight in the morning. Julia, to her credit, didn’t even complain that there wasn’t a beach view, though he was sure it was on her mind. It was something she had been quite insistent about in the preparations. 

He remembered all the conversations she’d had with one of the clerks of the hotel, calling her a “mindless bimbo” at least once. It was tantamount to Henry calling someone a “son of a bitch” in a previous life, before he’d reformed his act and dedicated himself as a Christian man and husband. Christian men didn’t need to swear, the pastor said. They could express their displeasure in other, less sinful ways. 

Henry sometimes wasn’t sure about what the church said—they sure were gosh-darned judgmental when they wanted to be and didn’t seem to want to leave that to God—but it was a way of life with a basically good message and philosophy and that was a heckuva lot better than what he’d used to do. All that drinking and gambling; it was a miracle he’d survived. 

Julia was a miracle too—and, if he could allow himself just a little sinning with his verbiage—he absolutely positively could not wait to fuck his miracle of a wife. He’d succumbed to onanism on the plane ride here—but he justified it by saying he was thinking about his wife, which he was. That hardly made up for all the times that he’d jerked off to Julia’s image before they were married, but Henry was a lawyer and figured he could make some case that since they ended up married, it was okay and would have been okay up until the point he married someone else...which would never happen.

They entered the room together—small, dingy, and with a distinctly unpleasant stale saltwater odor. The carpet dirty and stained where it wasn’t so stiff it cracked under their feet. Julia set her bags down next to the bed and he watched her decide not to be bothered by it all. Her shoulders moving up and then back and straightening her head. She was resolute—he’d seen this a hundred times. 

Then she turned at him with a smile on her face and Henry’s heart went up—they were going to do it. Here, in this room. Now, the very form of his every masturbation fantasy wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him long and thoroughly—the kind of kiss Henry had enjoyed more than a few times in his previous life, but had never received from his celibate girl. 

“We’re on an adventure,” she whispered to him. 

“It’s kind of romantic.” He grabbed her hips. “Together, you and me, even over the bumps on the road.”

She purred and nodded. “I’m so tired, but I can’t wait any longer. I want to have sex with you even if it’s sleepy and slow. Make yourself ready?” She nodded to the bathroom. “I want to use the bed. I want to be waiting for you there. I’ll call you when I’m ready?”

Eyes wide, Henry nodded and shuffled into the bathroom with his own bag. In quick order, he showered and brushed his teeth, and then sat on the toilet. Boxers? Naked? He deliberated for a long while, sure that at any moment he would be interrupted. 

He eventually settled on boxers. Minutes passed. To be honest, he was worried that he would have been interrupted during the shower. But more time passed...and then more. He knocked on the door cautiously; his cock was hard and he was ready to go, as ready as he had ever been in his whole life. 

When he walked into the room though, he saw Julia—his gorgeous wife, dolled up in bridal lingerie— passed out on the bed. 

Should he wake her? He was so hard, so needy, and she was dressed up just for him. It would be romantic, maybe. Like she had said—sleepy sex between husband and wife. Cuddling and making love, wouldn’t that be pleasant?

He sat down on the bed next to her. Gosh, it was comfortable. The one nice thing in this abomination of a room. The sheets seemed to wrap themselves around his legs. 

Just like that. Warm and comfy, just like a bed should be. Was there a white noise machine? He thought he heard whispers. For the first time—the darkness had obscured her face—he saw that Julia’s eyes were open. 

“Julia?” he asked, barely a whisper, reaching for her.

But just as he was about to touch her, he saw lights overhead. 

Funny. Real funny, the angle on them. How had he not seen them before? There was some kind of...some kind of spiral there...


* * * * *
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JULIA WOKE THE NEXT morning feeling invigorated, refreshed, amazing. She was young, she was beautiful, she was a wife, and she had a rocking body! What was not to love about life?

Sure, this room hadn’t been what she wanted—but hadn’t she slept amazing? She should focus on being grateful. 

By the time she had showered, readied her face, and put her day’s outfit—a daring black bikini with a sheer white wrap and a flirty pair of tall cork sandals. 

“Hey, sleepy!” she whipped a pillow into Henry’s face. “Get up! It’s a beach day!”

He groaned, turning over in the bed. She was a little mad at him for failing to fuck her—she twitched a little at the lapse into profanity—failing to make love to her last night. Why hadn’t he just woken her up? She had been so ready. Now the mood was gone, although she was desperately turned on even so. Sex, honestly, sounded great.

Just not right now. Not this second. And certainly not with Henry looking so dismal. He looked more than tired; he looked a bit...sallow? Like an old candle. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m really feeling sick.”

“Aw.” She put a hand on her hip, waiting for him to compliment her looks. “Do you want me to look after you?”

She hoped he said no. It wasn’t very wifely of her, but she wanted eyes on her. She felt so good! She wanted people to see! Her blond hair just seemed shinier than ever and she hadn’t even washed it, plus she had barely done any make-up at all and her lips were so gorgeously full. She woke up looking better than ever!

“No, no,” he groaned, turning over again. “I just think it’s this bed. I’ll feel better when we move to our suite. Just...go without me and I’ll be up and about for some shopping later.”

Shopping. S-H-O-P-P-I-N-G. The word hit Julia in a particularly special way. 

Spending his money. Didn’t that sound fun? She never had before. She had her own income. But wasn’t that odd? She was a wife. A wife should be taken care of by her man. 

She shelved the thought for now. The beach called to her. 

“If this doesn’t get any better,” he said, his voice weak, “we might really have to switch hotels.”

Pussy.

Wow. That thought came out of nowhere and yet—

Pussy. What a pussy. Why can’t he stand up for himself?

That thought came out of nowhere and yet it sent a jolt of pleasure up and down her spine. Why was that? What was going on?

Pondering that, she stepped outside and took in a breath of the lovely fresh air and let her eyes soak in the view of the beautiful mountains in full view. At the room just next to theirs, she saw an absolutely stacked young thing struggling with her door. 

“Hi!” the girl waved.

Julia had never seen a brunette with such a bimbo-ish disposition. 

“I was out like, just like, all night! I just need an hour in the wonder bed and then I’ll be ready to go!”

“Ready to go?”

“You know—back out to the beach to show off for men like we should!”

Julia was taken aback. She didn’t know how to react. The like we should struck her hard in particular. It was so obviously wrong, but the words to form a counterargument seemed to have left her. 

The brunette seemed to remember herself with a giggle and a smile. 

“Sorry! Hi! I’m Starla.”

“Julia.”

“It’s so nice to meet you! So nice to meet another young bride!”

Julia smirked a little. That was a weird way to put it. 

“How did you know?”

“That it’s nice to meet you? It feels good in my pussy, silly!”

“I, oh. What? Really? No.” Julia shook her head, despite her interest. It felt good in her pussy? Why was that intriguing instead of alarming? “That I was just married.”

“Oh. They put all the newlyweds here. I was newlywed too when I got here. That was um...four days ago?”

“You were newlywed?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s not really working out.” Her smile was happy, sexy, and relaxed. “We rushed in. But it’s okay. I found someone else. Do you want to meet him?”

Julia stumbled over her words. Julia had just met her. Why would she want to meet anyone in Starla’s life?

But. The question lingered, and so did Julia’s thoughts. Warmness spread up and down her body and into her pussy. 

Why...did...she want to meet this mystery man who had broken Starla’s marriage? Starla seemed really into him, and god, he must have a giant cock if he managed to break Starla in like he had, and why was that so terribly appealing to learn more about?

“How about tonight? Meet me at the hotel bar. We’ll be there. Okay? It’ll be a fun get-to-know-you. Bring your hubby if he’s not still sick.”

“How did you know he was sick?”

Starla shrugged. “I just assumed? Mine was too. Something here hits guys the wrong way. I feel spectacular, though.”

* * * * *
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IN THE PAST, WHEN JULIA had gone to the beach, her energy waned later in the afternoon. All the sunlight and swimming and sand-walking took its toll. 

But instead, today, as the bright sun shone down on her, she only felt more energetic. She felt fantastic. She sat on her towel, soaking up the rays and the thrumming, rhythmic sound of the waves, her book forgotten. The words just felt too hard to process. It was so much easier to look at everyone. 

The beach was full of bright, beautiful bodies. They were—which she did think was a little strange—almost entirely female. The few males she did see—always exceptionally tall, strong, and handsome, with that super hot bodybuilder physique that Julia had always lusted after since she was a little girl—were flanked by small groups of exceptionally gorgeous women who clung to their masculine bodies tightly like extra pieces of clothing. The ratio of girls to men seemed to be something like a hundred to one. 

And that didn’t make any sense to Julia. Obviously, that wasn’t the world-wide ratio of women to men. But more than that, this was a newlywed resort! Were they just all lesbians? Had Julia accidentally signed up for a lesbian newlywed resort? The thought mortified her a little bit. She had no issue with their obviously sinful lifestyle, it was just that it was rather inappropriate for her to be associated with it. 

Well, if that was the case, then she would have a really funny story to tell at Thanksgiving in a few years time when this was all over and done with. 

But—no. It would have said it was a lesbian resort, wouldn’t it? The pamphlets and websites had shown men and women—she even recalled one photo of nuptials at the beach between a man and a woman! So it couldn’t be that. 

And so that made things make even less sense because all of the women were sparkling, super, mega-gorgeous hot!

They had tight, lush bodies with sculpted booties and long legs. Heavy tits, gorgeous thick shiny hair of all lengths and colors. Their bikinis revealed all, leaving only nipples and pussy-holes to the imagination. Some of them forgot themselves or forgot to adjust, and even that was on display. 

Many girls paired up. They walked arm in arm, clearly intimate. Maybe they were all lesbians? Was there something here making girls like girls?

That was ridiculous, though. If that were true, then Julia would have started liking girls or at least had some inkling. But she was just people-watching. It’s not like she had followed Starla into her room after watching the incredible turn of her ass. And it’s not like she had fantasized about squeezing that ass all the way down to the beach. No. She had fantasized only just halfway down to the beach, which was totally acceptable, and now she was just people-watching.

People-watching, admiring her own body in its tiny bikini, licking her lips while she watched hot young body after hot young body pass her by. 

God. She was young, hot, and her body was equal parts hard and soft in all the right places, and no one was touching her, and it was really dumb. She had spent the last several months preparing for today on the beach—mile after mile of long running and carefully arranging her diet. 

And yet even so—even after binging the day before at her wedding and not exercising at all over the last three days—she looked somehow thinner than ever. Ribs more visible, her abs tight and her torso long. The gap between her thighs wide enough to hold an entire highball glass—she knew, because a string of gorgeous bikini-and-heels-clad waitresses kept bringing them to her. They didn’t taste strong, but they sure left Julia feeling fuzzy. 

She admired how the waitresses were able to walk so expertly in their tall heels on the sand. That they barely topped one hundred pounds—including their over-sized busts—must have helped with that. 

Julia was wet in addition to feeling fuzzy. It was kind of a new experience for her, feeling so aroused that she was wet. She rubbed her thighs together over her pussy to deal with and probably looked like some kind of insane flesh-scissor person. But she couldn’t help it! It would have been beyond the pale to slide her fingers down toward her cunt in the middle of broad daylight on the beach. 

Even though other girls were doing it. Lots and lots of other girls. At least two within earshot; she could hear the schlicks of their attentions over the rush of the ocean waves. She wanted to tell them to stop; she wanted to ask them how to do it right. They’d probably make fun of her but then maybe they would take pity on her and actually give her some advice? Because fuck she needed something inside her pussy, oh god...

She closed her eyes, trying to concentrate. The waves rushed, the chemicals in the drink spilling all over the neurons in her brain. Nearly an hour passed as she whimpered, sliding, nearly fingering herself, thinking of how to think her way out of this thinking problem.

It was the beach. The beach was the problem. All these hypnotic waves and hot bodies were doing something to her brain. She realized it suddenly and stood up. 

Thank god she had figured it out before she had spent too long there. The sun was coming down, so it had only been ten hours or so of staring and wishing she could touch her sinful pussy while she watched beautiful maybe-lesbians and some super-studs grinding on each other.

That was a perfectly normal amount of time. Eleven hours would have been overkill. 

It was hard to walk. She was so turned on. Her pussy seemed to be dictating her movements, exaggerating the length of her stride and the sway of her hips until every step was exaggerated, turning into a model’s strut. Her feet landed carefully in a line because she noticed when she did this, it meant her pussy was thrilled with the tiniest amount of flesh contact from her thin, long legs. 

Constantly edging. Her brain felt like it was on fire, but it was a fire that felt so good. 

When she walked into the cabana bar, she hardly felt like she knew what she was doing. Starla was there, sitting next to Connor in a small booth—of course she was—and Julia slipped in next to her.

They smiled at each other like years-old friends and Starla gave her a long, lingering kiss on one cheek that slipped over onto her lips for more than a few seconds. A perfectly acceptable, warm greeting for such a dear doll, Julia figured. 

The booth really only had room for maybe two and a half people. And even though Starla was ridiculously tiny (despite her gorgeous, absolutely stacked bust), Connor was enormously built and Julia had to press into Starla’s soft body to stay seated on the slender booth. That her ass and thighs were so incredibly wet—right away, even after toweling off when leaving the beach—because of Connor’s proximity did not help matters.

Starla helped by pressing harder into Connor, wrapping her leg around his thigh. Her hands were all over him—sliding through his mostly unbuttoned shirt and adoring his hard-as-steel muscles. Her wedding ring—and god, what a rock—was visible on her hands. So was Julia’s. 

Why was she sitting here? She had a husband.

“He’s not feeling well, though,” said Starla. 

Julia shook her head dumbly. Had she said that out loud?

She looked into Starla’s eyes. They were bright and blue—almost supernaturally blue, glowing blue—and calming. 

“He’s not feeling well,” said Starla, “and he’d love for you to have a good time. Wouldn’t he?”

“Y-yes,” Julia nodded. It felt so important to be agreeable. “Yes, of course.”

“We’ll have a great time together,” said Connor. “I guarantee it.”

He had been quiet this whole time, just gazing at Starla and then Julia and then back to Starla again. His gaze was like the directed heat of an oven. Julia was sweating, but it was the comfy kind of sweat. Her moist, dripping flesh sliding into Starla’s, both of them absolutely dripping with sweat and lust under the gaze of this Perfect Male. 

He had just the kind of body that Julia had always adored—strong, full of muscles, incredibly well-built. 

“He’s like a Greek God, isn’t he?” said Starla. “Like an Adonis.”

“Yes,” said Julia. 

“Is your husband as built as him?”

“No,” said Julia. “He’s...I mean, he’s attractive and all—”

This clearly annoyed Connor to hear. Julia stopped speaking immediately. It was so important not to upset a male with her speech. That wasn’t what good females did. A proper girl was seen and not heard, and if she was heard, then certainly not to bother an important man with what she had to say. 

“It’s easy to see why I left my husband for him, isn’t it?” said Starla. “I mean, because he’s so incredibly handsome. And built. And amazing. And wonderful.” Starla sighed. “And perfect.”

He cradled Starla’s face and leaned in for a long kiss. 

“Y-yes,” said Julia, watching them kiss. “Easy to see.”

It turned into a slow, urgent, happy make-out session. Jealous, mad and fervent, spread through every part of Julia—both of Connor and Julia. 

Starla’s hands traveled downward and unzipped his pants, pulling out his enormous cock, already fully hard. It was so big. Julia looked at it and drooled. Her head spun. This was so weird. She felt apart from herself. She should be running away in embarrassment. 

Instead she sat there, in a bikini and platform sandals, looking at basically two strangers in the midst of deep homewrecking foreplay. Starla’s entire body shuddered, clearly orgasming, as her long fingers wrapped around his Cock for the first time. 

“I’m not enough for him, you know,” said Starla. She turned to Julia as Connor continued to kiss her neck. Her perfect skin was flush with the heat of orgasm. 

“She’s really not,” he murmured. 

His hands went deep up into Starla’s thighs and then easily pushed aside her bikini bottom. Everything seemed so easy for Connor. His strength. His wealth. She was blown away by it. Julia felt obsessed with it. All day today, she realized, she had just been waiting to see him again. He was so clearly the object of all her needy desires. 

“I wish I was,” said Starla, “but that’s only because I want him to have everything he deserves.”

She was stroking so beautifully now. Julia didn’t know where to move her eyes. Everything she saw was like a glorious erotic painting come to life. A tall blond waitress brought by a refill of their drinks. She whimpered, looking at Connor and Starla, her knees knocking together. She wore a tiny red bikini and tall black heels and looked like she belonged in movies or at least some hot tv show about sexy teens with dumb problems. 

It was obvious she was in love with Connor. Lustful honey ran down her pussy and made her thighs shiny. A ring with another giant, expensive rock adorned her ring finger. 

She had been married too. Just like Starla. 

Just like Julia. 

The waitress looked like she might say something to Connor. Julia saw her physically needing to beg him, to kneel before him and sing songs for his Cock. Then she moved on, strutting deliberately and staring at him with worship the whole way through.. 

Julia nodded, understanding. If he wanted her attention, he would have said so. Females weren’t supposed to interfere with the business of males. 

She saw Starla’s future in the visage of the waitress. Maybe her own, too. 

Worth it, she decided. Look at that Cock!

While one of Starla’s hands stayed busy on Connor’s Cock, the other slipped over to Julia’s thighs and slid inside her cunt. It was such a quick, easy, natural movement that Julia didn’t think to protest. 

Starla knew exactly what to do. Way better than Julia herself, who had never even masturbated. It was sinful to do so. But now she was married, and so masturbating wasn’t that bad, and another girl’s hands in her pussy was totally fine because her pussy couldn’t tell if it were Julia’s fingers or someone else’s, right? And looking...looking at Connor instead of her husband...that was okay...that was okay because...

“...because you want me to be your real husband,” he finished. He had been looking at her deeply while Starla stroked him and kissed his neck. “It’s really stupid that you have some pussy wimp for a husband instead of me, isn’t it? Why isn’t he here? Shouldn’t he be protecting you from someone like me? I’m fucking up your mind. Fucking up your body. My girl here is fucking your pussy. And where is he? Your ‘protector?’ Nowhere to be found.”

“What a pussy.” Starla’s sneer said it all. 

“Do you think he could take me in a fight?” Connor grinned. “Do you think he would last any longer than I’d let him?”

“No,” said Julia. “H-he’s a w-wimp...fuck...”

God, Starla’s fingers felt so good! And Connor’s words...they were so evil but they felt so right inside her brain...like he was saying things she had been aware of for the longest time. At least twelve hours or so, and that was her whole life right now. 

“That’s who you want?” he asked. “Some wimpy, dopey, dupe who can’t be there when you need him most? He must have fucked you good, huh?”

“N-no,” Julia shook her head. “I’m a v-virgin.”

Starla’s fingers suddenly became more animated inside of Julia’s pussy. 

“A virgin?” Connor’s eyes lit up. “For real?”

“Y-yes.” She gulped, realizing her error. “Yes, sir.”

He nodded to Starla. 

“You need to taste Cock, babe,” said Starla. “It’s unreal that you haven’t. We have to solve this right away.”

Right away, part of Julia urged. Solve it. Right away. The Cock right there. Oh god. So big. So meaty. So delicious...

Julia squirmed. Drool fell from her lips. “No. I don’t know. I should go back to my room, and—”

“It’s not cheating,” said Starla. “Your husband doesn’t have Cock. Only Connor really possesses a Cock. It’s the Pure Cock of the One True Male. Can your husband say the same?”

She could hear Starla capitalizing all the important words; her pussy twitched at every new inflection.

“I...I don’t know.”

The drool made it hard to speak; she had a little lisp.

“Sure you do,” said Connor. “He’s got a little wimp dick, doesn’t he?”

Julia whimpered. She wanted to say that, but it was so awful and so difficult and so mean. But it was true. 

“If all he’s got is a little wimp dick,” said the still-stroking-and-fingering Starla—and the words sounded so lovely and seductive coming from her—”then it’s hardly cheating, is it? You’re not cheating with me right now, are you? Even though my fingers have been up inside your brilliant tight virgin cunt?”

“No.” This was an easy one. Julia knew this one. “I couldn’t be cheating. Husbands don’t have pussies. So it’s okay to touch other pussies.”

“It’s the same idea,” said Starla. “He’s got a little, teeny tiny, pathetic little wimp dick. Connor has Cock. He has the Only Cock in Existence, Julia. Look at it. Look at it swell. Look at how big it is from just seeing you. His Big Cock is aching to feel your Pure Virgin lips, Julia. Won’t you let it?”

Julia was already falling over Starla’s lap.

Moaning, relishing every sensation, she slid her virgin lips over Connor’s Cock and took him deep inside her mouth. There was no gag reflex, no second-guessing in the slightest. Her bimbo time on the beach had changed her on the inside as well, whether she knew it or not. 

Starla and Connor kept talking at her while she sucked him off. Starla holding Julia’s hair and head, guiding her up and down. 

She was just a bimbo. She was a beach bimbo babe. She belonged to Connor. She belonged to Cock. She needed Him. She needed His One True Cock more than anything else in life. This was her purpose now. 

Henry was a pussy. A little limp-dicked wimp who deserved to be humiliated and cucked. He’d let this happen to her. He was nowhere while she was taking Big Important Cock into her throat for the first time. He wasn’t her real Husband. Connor was her real Husband, now and forever. Her big rock ring would be replaced with one of his to let everyone know who ran her life for real.

Whimpering, shuddering, orgasms shook Julia’s body one right after another. Starla’s fingers beautifully attending her trembling, soaking pussy. Even with her eyes closed, all she saw was Cock. Beautiful, big, proud Cock belonging to Connor and Connor alone. 

Her Master. Her real Man. 

She sucked as hard as she could, licking and kissing and slurping, and he stayed so firm and true and tall. Nothing could shake him. Nothing could shake the Cock. 

This is what she was. She was property. She was property of a True Male. She was a female, but better than that—she was a pretty female, a prize, and that meant she was lucky enough to receive the beautiful and holy Cock of a Male in her mouth and throat. 

When her brains were truly mush—when she was absolutely gone, and all the resisting vestiges of her that may have been were skullfucked out of her entirely, Connor came into her mouth and down her throat, and she and Starla and the waitresses watching (fingering themselves this whole time) all came together. 

And Julia knew she was meant for this life, forever. 

* * * * *
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HENRY WAS HAVING A terrible day. First he came down with something that must have been the flu or food poisoning. He felt so weak he could hardly leave the bed.

And yet even with all that weakness, he had to admit that some part of it felt right—like he somehow deserved to feel weak. It made him feel correct to be so weak. If he was strong and capable, why wasn’t he with his wife? 

Why wasn’t he protecting her, fucking her? Didn’t that mean he was really and truly weak, that he had been his whole life? 

When evening came, he finally had enough strength to look out the window. He felt compelled to look by something—a feeling he couldn’t ignore—and then he was unable to turn away. 

Of course, he saw Julia sucking off the hotel owner and being fingered stupid by that hot-as-hell room neighbor. 

His wife. His wife! She was just out there, in front of everyone, in front of him, in plain view of his spot on the balcony, just sucking off another man. 

Wasn’t she a virgin? How could she act like such a tramp? How could she do this to him on their honeymoon? And why...

Why, for god’s sake, did it make him so hard he couldn’t even walk down there?

The whole time he watched her sucking off the larger, more handsome, richer alpha, the power in his legs left him. He knelt and watched and absently stroked himself, edging, whimpering, wishing he had the strength in his body to do anything else. 

But he was so weak. He felt like such a weak little bitch compared to the alpha god that Julia sucked off downstairs in the restaurant. And when he came—because he couldn’t help but come watching his wife pleasure another man and showing how amazing it made her feel to please someone with a big bull cock—his own orgasm felt like it delivered such a distantly small load, a tiny little pleasure that hardly overcame the massive humiliation he felt. 

When it was done, he watched her sexy strut as she made her way into the lobby. A few minutes later, she showed up at their door, letting herself in and humming happily to herself. 

He had managed, in that time, to straighten up, propping himself on the bedside dresser to keep his feet. Julia preened in front of the mirror, fussing happily. She had never looked better and she looked like she knew it.

“I’ve really got to give you a piece of my mind,” he said.

His voice was scratchy and dry. He sounded whiny. 

“Oh, really?” Julia sounded like he had told her the name of a constellation. “I’m so tired. Connor said I needed beauty sleep, and I just totally agree.”

“Well, we’ve got to settle this first. You were out there—a-and I saw you! You were su-sucking—”

He almost said sucking that God’s Cock for some reason. 

“—o-out there philandering with those...those two!”

“Was I?” Her smile was evil and knowing. Eager to pounce. “Me? Doing something with Connor and Starla? Are you sure you weren’t seeing things? You have been sick, you know.”

It was such an obvious gaslighting attempt that Henry was surprised at how utterly effective it was. Maybe he was just seeing things. He had been sick, didn’t he know?

B-but, no! He saw it! She had been right outside his window, like they were just displaying it for him to see! And she said the neighbor’s name when he hadn’t even known what it was!

“If I was sucking someone else’s godly, perfect Cock,” Julia cocked a hip to one side, “Like, if I had Connor’s Perfect Cock fucking my virgin throat, and you were watching, why are your boxers covered in your cum? Did you cum watching your wife sucking off a real bull of a man?”

“I-I-I...”

He continued to stutter as Julia stripped naked and got into the bed. Her movements were almost programmed. Ritualistic bordering on robotic. She immediately spread her knees wide, heels together, and started fingering herself—her pussy already practically glowing wet—and stared upward. 

“I’ve got to put my foot down here, Julia! I am your husband and I will be respected!”

“...yes,” she moaned. “Oh, yes.”

Her eyes were glassy and empty. Did that mean she was listening? It must. 

Why was she fingering herself? Wasn’t that odd?

But...but he was just such a simple wimp. Maybe it was something women did. It wasn’t like he would know. He didn’t know the first thing about making a woman happy. 

“We leave. We leave this place.” He put a knee on the bed to get a better look at her. “We leave right n—n...to-tomorrow. We leave right tomorrow. Right and early.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir.”

She was fingering herself still. His beautiful wife, naked and exposed and glistening. He reached a hand toward her and then withdrew, feeling physically sick as he tried. He immediately lay down on the bed next to her, in the corner of the bed so as not to touch any part of her at all. That felt only proper and good; it was where a dickless wimp husband like him belonged compared to a beauty like his wife. 

Well good, thought Henry, settling into troubled sleep. I’m glad that’s settled at least.

* * * * *
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JUST A SPARE FEW HOURS later, Henry woke to the sounds of his wife’s pleasure.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh fuck, yes! I’m cumming! I’m cumming already!”

Connor had her bent over the bed from the front of the room, so that Julia faced Henry while Connor thrust into her tight virgin cunt. Starla was at Connor’s side, casually cooing and stroking him, wearing a bright blue bikini and matching heels. Every so often she stole a glance at Henry and sneered. 

“Oh my god, Master!” Julia cried. “Oh my god, you are so fucking big!”

He was big. Henry could see his bulge inside of Julia’s tiny stomach. 

“Oh my god! You’re so much better than he could ever be! Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Oh my god, I can’t believe it! I want you to be my husband! I wish you were my husband instead!”

How Henry had slept through all of this until this point was beyond him. He felt like he had been drugged. All his movements sluggish and off. His thoughts felt slow. Like he had been drugged, and then specifically woken up at this moment.

Like whoever was arranging this specifically wanted him to experience this moment for his—obviously Connor’s—experience. 

Meanwhile Julia was smiling like a fuck-hungry pornstar bimbo and cheering on the homewrecking stud as he drilled her pussy into eternity and back. 

“God!” she moaned again. “You’re so incredible! You’re my king!”

Connor slapped and then gripped her ass tight. “You married the wrong fucking man.”

“I married the wrong fucking man! It should have been you!”

Henry was hard. Oh god, why was he hard watching this? He tried to hide, but it was useless. He was right in front of them, just like they had planned. He had been set-up. This was complete humiliation. 

“Look at him,” said Connor. “He’s excited by this. Do you think we should let him cum?”

He watched the distant, dim, bimbo-bitch gears turning in Julia’s head. He knew her answer before she even answered. 

“No!” Julia reached back and gripped Connor’s hand on her ass. “I don’t want him happy ever again. He thought he could take my happiness by keeping me from you!”

Connor took Starla and exited Julia for a moment, replacing his cock with Starla’s fingers. It clearly wasn’t enough for the sexy beach blonde bimbo. Connor then rounded the bed and grabbed Henry by the scruff of his neck.

“Sorry, pussy.” 

Connor shrugged, not sounding sorry at all. He walked him to the door like a dad wielding an old newspaper and tossed him out the door. 

Still wildly hard, he pushed himself up against the door, unable to stop himself. Programmed just like Julia had been programmed. Caught in a web of sex and denial and betrayal that he could no longer escape. 

He could still hear what was happening inside the room. He couldn’t help himself. He hugged his body to the door and stroked.

Their fucking had intensified; close to the end. Throwing him out had excited them both. 

“Fuck me full of your babies!” his wife cried. “Make it real! Make it permanent! Make me just like the others!”

“Good girl.” Connor’s voice was deep and commanding. “That’s a good girl.”

Julia came audibly once again, as she came more, and more, it was obvious Connor came inside her too. No doubt he was impregnating her—there certainly wasn’t any protection on his massive cock that Henry had been able to see, and Julia didn’t believe in birth control.

Henry sank to his knees, desperate to cum—but completely unable to. Connor ran his life now, and he wasn’t allowed. 

He was so fucking cucked. 

* * * * *
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ABOUT A WEEK LATER, Julia looked stunning in a tight, cleavage-baring white dress, riding with Master on their way for dinner. Elegantly and slowly, she sucked Connor’s cock, adoring him the way he deserved at all times. 

He had big important dinners with other men on the island, and they always brought beautiful girls with them to show off their most prized possessions. Julia was so lucky, so happy to already be one of her Master’s most desirable trophies. She wore this white dress just for him. 

Connor said he loved seeing his girls in white—how it was reminiscent of their wedding day. 

“But darling,” Julia had said when he first revealed this to her. “You weren’t there on my wedding day.”

He had smiled. “I didn’t say reminiscent for me.”

Julia could hardly remember her “husband” anymore. She only stayed married now to continue to drain his banking and investment accounts. All she knew was what she had to know, as a dutiful proud female property of a True Male—that he was a dickless dweeb who had never deserved her and had allowed her to become the fuckslave of someone much greater than he was. 

The car stopped and they stepped out—Connor taking a moment to unclasp Julia’s mouth and hands from his cock, a bridge of drool connecting her to him. She crawled after him, first licking his shoes like properly dutiful female property should, and then sliding her way up to his arm where she hung, overwhelmed by her helpless femininity before his All-Powerful Masculinity. 

A homeless man was nearby holding a sign. “Abandoned. Hopeless. Anything helps.”

There were lots of such homeless in the city. She knew there were—though she couldn’t say why she knew—exactly as many homeless men as hot young bikini-clad employees as Connor had at the hotel. 

She felt compelled to speak loudly for some reason. 

“You’re such a real man,” she moaned. “You’re the only real man there’s ever been for me. I’m so happy you took my virginity. I’m so happy no one else has ever come close to You, Master. I exist to breed for You and continue your line like a good girl should.”

He smiled. “I know.”

They walked up to the hostesses. There were three of them, each of them wearing a dress more daring and cleavage-revealing than the last. He greeted them in turn, squeezing their milk-heavy tits and patting the bellies that he had made so pregnant. Julia was so lucky to be currently favored by a man who could breed so often and so well. She couldn’t wait until her own bump started showing. She knew she was pregnant—Connor fucked her, so of course she was. He wouldn’t let it be another way. 

The homeless man had stood up, trying to come nearer to Julia. Choking himself on words he didn’t appear he could say, restrained by some invisible force. Like a dog sitting in front of a door that had been trained never to leave without hearing the command first. Something about him was familiar. Something that reminded her of weddings. 

Perhaps it was the way Master had mentioned he loved seeing her in white? 

Yes, that must have been it. But all the same...

“Master,” she said, the plea in her voice clear. “Can we have an outside table?”

He was deeply pleased by this. 

“Why?”

“I want it to see us, for some reason.” She referred to the street urchin. “I...don’t know how to explain. I want to see the police come and take him away.”

Connor shrugged, like he maybe wouldn’t do it. “I don’t know...the cops have gotten really brutal lately. Someone’s upped their pay to be particularly cruel to the ones they take in.”

Julia had a dim understanding that the police belonged to Connor, his own personal military force. And she understand the idea of someone paying them more to be extra cruel. But she couldn’t connect the dots otherwise. 

“That sounds amazing, sir. I want to watch and stroke You while we do. Please?”

Connor elaborately pretended to consider before finally grabbing the ass of a nearby hostess. 

“Put us outside. We want the show.”

Julia glowed with joy and immediately sank to her knees to attend to his brilliantly hard cock right there in front of the nefarious homeless filth. Her owner was so nice to indulge her!

# # #
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