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Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015
Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free tales!
And if you want to get in touch, guess what? Me too! You can:
See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 
See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.
And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!



Recent Releases
BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty
No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more. 
Owned: The Boss
The vain Maria's need to see her King, Robert, actually take his throne continues when she sets his sights on their boss Joslyn. Maria wants Joslyn to be Robert's fertile fucktoy, but Robert tries nobly to resist her urges. It's a battle of wills with only one possible outcome...outrageously hot sex.
Owned: The Rival
The startlingly gorgeous Maria aches to see her personal God Robert become the sexual, breeding God of every other woman beautiful enough for him to own. He's starting to come around to the idea, but they've still got to tie up a few loose ends...
The Quarterback Forced Me
Hipster beauty Joseline is cornered and trapped by billionaire alpha quarterback stud, Pace. He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says. 
The Rock Star Forced Me
Hot-bodied college reporter nerd Kayla gets in too deep when she chews out golden rock star god Carson Poole. He'll forgive her, and save her college career, but only if she serves him in EVERY erotic way—and Carson doesn't give a damn what her wimpy boyfriend thinks about that. 



When you finish this steamy collection, please leave a review! They're the best way to make sure I can write more stories and help spread the word of my sexy worlds to other readers just like you.
* * * * *
Risky Threesomes: 2 Women, 1 Man, 0 Rules
This hot series features two beautiful babes and one hunky guy getting it on in the sexiest way possible—with no protection, and a guarantee to get both girls pregnant. They always end up serving their Man like they should, and he enjoys his well-deserved reward for being a big-dicked stud. The other books in this series are “Seduced by a Lesbian,” in which a down-on-her-luck beauty offers her body to her best friend and her best friend's boyfriend for financial stability, and “Steps For A Taboo Road Trip,” in which a shy, lovely young woman goes on a road trip with her new beautiful step mom and her adopted brother...and finds out they're already in a sensuous, hard-fucking tryst. 
Looking at the screen before her, Anne felt a long drop in her stomach. Quite by accident, while performing her daily cleaning duties around the house, she started reading a message from her husband, Peter, to his best friend, Jerry.
I feel like all our life is just about the baby now. And that’s great. That’s what it should be, right? The baby is important. And god knows Anne looks hot pregnant. She’s like, barely showing, except when she wants to. She’s still gorgeous—you know how she looks. Her face is just glowing all the time, and so she’s even prettier than before. And her ass is still so toned, and her tits, oh my god. Right? They’re bigger than ever, and they were already so huge. 
But no, it’s more complicated than just how she looks. I mean, she’s fine with me jerking off. Encourages it even. But she never really seems to initiate anymore. It’s got me bummed out. I’m just not sure how into it I am anymore. Into her. This whole relationship. If our sex life had a pulse, it would be on life support. 
Fuck, that sounds awful. I shouldn’t think like that. 
Anyway. Dumb shit I say. I'll talk to you later. I promise to cheer up. 
Tears sprung up unbidden from her eyes and she turned away from the laptop, closing it back down. She set down the dust spray and cloth she had in her hands, reaching for a tissue. Before she knew it, she was bawling openly at her husband's desk. 
“That bastard,” she hissed. “That bastard. That bastard!”
She continued like this, the chant of “that bastard” resounding from her mouth over and over again, a sort of mantra to ride out the sweeping tide of hormones that pushed through her system. Slowly, after several minutes and several soaked tissues, she started to calm down, wiping her pretty face clean and sitting back in Peter’s desk chair. The chair rolled backward for a bit and she could not help but laugh. She was heavily pregnant now—nearly six months—and anything on rollers slid much more than it used to. She felt fat and flabby all the time, even though Tatiana assured her that she looked as hot as ever—if not hotter. 
Anne did have to admit she was keeping up very well in her prenatal yoga classes, and was eating healthier than ever, but she had already been a regular attendee to yoga before the pregnancy, and always had made a habit of eating well, so in a weird way she felt like that didn’t count. 
Anne worked as an graphics design artist, and had built enough goodwill and contacts in the community around her that she was able to make a steady income off of it. It had taken a few months of penny-pinching, of course, and for the first few weeks Peter scowled, never very much liking the idea of Anne working to support the household (as he, bless his heart, had some trouble at times expressing what he wanted without at least a little bit of frustration behind it). He was a man's man, and wanted to be the only one that she needed to depend on. Anne appreciated the feeling behind that—he just cared about her, and wanted to take care of her—but she was also her own person. 
As such, she worked from the home. Being a creative individual, she was prone to procrastination and self-loathing, as so many creative types often are, and frequently found herself dallying about the house, looking for messes to clean. This was how she had, in complete innocence, starting cleaning out the keyboard of her husband’s laptop. It wasn’t her fault that just because she had pressed a little too hard on the keyboard the computer went off sleep mode. And it certainly wasn’t her fault that curiosity struck her almost immediately, pulling her to find what the screen might reveal.
She stood up from the desk and took a breath. Tears completely dry now, she walked toward a nearby wall, leaning forward to stretch her calves. A good little stretch always got her mind in order.
Let’s try and view this from an objective perspective, she thought. There is a problem that exists, and it exists for both myself and Peter. As such, it was created both by myself and Peter, acting in tandem. 
Right? Okay.
So, it’s not fair to place the blame solely on him, even if he is going off and yammering on to his friends about how apparently she was worthless as a wife, and...
No. Nope! He didn’t say those things. He just said she didn’t initiate. That’s it! That’s the whole deal.
He was rather complimentary of her, in his own way. Anne wasn’t exactly proud that her husband was bragging to his best friend about the set of tits on his wife, and her tight ass, but...
Well. She sat up straighter. It did make her feel sort of nice. She spent half her time pregnant feeling like a house, so it was a welcome notion that her husband still objectified her appearance a little bit. You know, in the appropriate way. Bragging to a friend? That was okay by her. 
She couldn't have married a man like Peter, burly and brash and just a tad sexist, if she hadn't known he was going to want to view her in terms of appearance and ability as a housewife. She couldn't help it, really, if her knees melted when he took her in his thick, strong arms and called her a “babe” or a “beauty” or even some dirtier names that made her really squirm. It was just biology.
Her tits were rather huge, she noticed, looking down. And keeping their shape, even this late into the pregnancy. They swelled against the tight white tank top she had on, her cleavage a valley of mythical proportions.
An alarm dinged in the kitchen. Time for her afternoon vitamins.
In a few moments she had taken the pill bottle off from the top of the fridge and downed her daily supplement. She had a particular kind of vitamin deficiency that made it difficult for her to bear children naturally. Luckily, the doctors had caught it early—thus the pills. 
This week’s batch was different, with a whole new set of warnings and side-effects on the side. She hadn’t bothered much to read them. It was always the same—dryness, racing heartbeat, take with food and water, et cetera. Before, the pills had been in a plain white bottle, yellow with a small red trim. Now they were large—about the thickness of a pencil eraser and long as a paper clip—and purple. 
It was a Wednesday, so this was the third day of taking the new pills. They had seemed to be working quite fine. Her vim and vigor had never felt more vimorous or vigorous, she had joked to Tatiana. As they had every time she took the pills for the previous two days, she felt her blood starting to pulse a little quicker, her nipples becoming slightly erect behind her shirt. 
On the wall just past the kitchen was a photo, framed, of her in Peter's arms. It was on their honeymoon in the Ozarks, when they had rented a tiny cabin. He spent the entire five days fucking her rotten. She'd barely been able to walk. It was like now that they had been married, he felt free to unleash his masculinity on her. She worshiped him all week, sucking him off at a moment's notice, eager to show her hunk of a husband what a good wife she would make him. 
But after that, although they talked and tried, the passion had slowly...fled. Dissipated, maybe. Bit by bit, their sex life had gone down to almost zero, maybe one act a week between them. Sometimes, all that act ended up being was her cheering Peter on as he jerked off. He enjoyed that—hell, Anne enjoyed that—but it just wasn't the same as those first beautiful few weeks of marriage where she had let him know that she was little more than a whimpering, needy feminine wifepet who needed her man's strong arms and cock to feel right in the world. 
Was it any wonder, she thought suddenly, that he was feeling disillusioned? She was too.
All her husband, her mate, was really asking, she realized, was for her to be a little more forthcoming. To make sure he didn’t have to masturbate for his only sexual output. 
Quite suddenly, the thought of him jerking off struck her as quite depressing—for her. All that spilled seed, not finding its way into her clearly fertile, life-giving, curve-filled body...
As he intimated in the email, she had no trouble at all with Peter jerking off in bed beside her at night. Why not? He was horny, and she would be tired or just in a different mood. But now, thinking of him needing to cum, and her unable to help him...it seemed...unnatural. Her pregnant body swelled with needy hormones, manifesting in a physical desire to give every last drop of her husband’s cum a good, natural, warm home inside of her body one way or another. Mouth. Cunt. Asshole. She suddenly didn't care where, so long as it was in her.
Yes, she could do that. She could make sure of it. That was in her power. The thought of Peter being dissatisfied with Anne terrified her. Nothing proposed a more absolute desolation of her soul, her entire being, than that. She needed her husband. She needed her man so that she could think straight. Her child needed a father. 
She would do anything to keep Peter happy. 
So, she thought again. I don’t initiate, is that it? I can fix that problem. I can fix it right away. 
* * * * *
Work had been hard that day. 
Peter owned and operated a small construction firm on the outskirts of Alder City. With the success of the tech start-up companies in the city, and all the low mortgage rates offered to young couples, they were doing a booming business with building houses in the new suburbs around the city. His own house had been built by his very hands—a fact that, Anne had told him, made his wife feel very taken care of. 
Peter liked that, taking care of his wife. Letting her know that business was handled. When she had started up her own business, it had been a struggle not to become resentful. Didn’t she know he had everything well in hand? Didn’t she know there was nothing to fret over?
But she did it to give herself something to do, and Peter could understand that easily enough. He was a busybody himself. That’s how he had come to be running a construction firm at the relatively young age of thirty-one. Lazy people didn’t run businesses. 
It was about seven in the PM when Peter finally drove up to his house and up the driveway. He already knew he would get an earful for the lateness of the hour. Anne had been getting more and more crabby lately at the end of the day, and he was already preparing his apologies. 
And wasn’t that some shit? He was out there trying to work and get home a payday for her, and she would be understanding but also inevitably annoyed that he wasn’t around, and annoyed that she didn’t really have much right to be annoyed. And he’d have to tell her that was all okay.
Of course, that was all true before she got pregnant, but the extra hormones in her body had only increased these feelings of loneliness and desperation. 
Although, he thought briefly, the last two days she had been a little more affectionate, and a little less crabby. That was nice. 
Looking very much forward to seeing you tonight, Sir.
That had been the message she sent to him earlier in the day, around five. He supposed he’d have to get used to such sarcasm. There was no way that Anne had meant it when she called him Sir. Not that he couldn’t daydream about such things anyway...
For a while in their marriage, he'd thought she was truly into that. Calling him Sir. Calling him Master, even. But her interest faded, and he stopped bringing it up. It seemed to make them both uncomfortable when he pressed the issue.
He sighed, stepping out of his car into the crisp night air. It was whatever. Part of being a partner. Not much price to pay for a beautiful wife. And god, she was beautiful. That face, with lips so full and plush, her eyes sparkled so beautifully when she smiled...and those tits, growing ever bigger by the day, preparing for their progeny’s arrival. And her hair! Whatever vitamins she was on were really doing their work on her hair. She was letting the golden locks grow longer and longer, not able to trouble herself with the extra visit to the hairdresser, and content with just tying it up in a ponytail most of the time. But when she let it down at night or early in the morning, he just wanted to take her close and hold her, to let her feel his hardness press against her thigh. Then, maybe, she'd whisper in his ear for her to take her, take her like she was born to be taken by a strong man, take her like she needed...
He pushed the thoughts away.
For maybe the seventy-sixth time, he reminded himself that he wanted to fix up the lawn this weekend. The weekend was a land of many such bastardized promises—a time of hope and renewal that was inevitably shortchanged by binging on woodworking and listening to podcasts in his garage, and not getting much of substance done outside of a few new carvings or pieces of furniture to sell at a craft sale. 
The way he thought he’d fix the lawn, in this case, was just to go to the hardware store and pick up some gravel and walkway stones. Gravel to make a path, after he’d dug out the grass. And then the stones to pave the way. Maybe they’d be in the shape of animals or something. Would the kid like that? Probably he’d like whatever they told him to like for a while. Or she. They didn’t know the sex yet, which was on purpose. They wanted it to be a surprise.
Their home was small, but nice. A small tilted blue roof over three bedrooms (one was Anne’s office), a living room, a dining room, a bath and a half, and a kitchen with a nice sized pantry. Enough for a small family like they hoped to have. It had a considerable backyard, as Peter was always hoping to cash in on his desire to start a garden. The lot he built the house on had come with a barn, and a few months back he had finally cleared it out. That was a similar task to what putting down stones in the front yard was now—the sort of thing he had to remind himself about over and over until it was done. That was just the way he accomplished everything. It was frustrating, sometimes, for himself and others, but he took assurance in knowing that it almost always came through. 
When he opened the door, what he expected to see was Anne fretting around in front of the kitchen, sorting through papers and arranging the trash to get ready to go out. It was a Wednesday, and Wednesday was the night they usually took care of that sort of thing. 
What he wasn’t expected to see was what he actually saw, which was his hot pregnant wife dressed in black-and-silver lingerie, complete with stockings, high heels, elbow-length gloves, and a tiny corset that somehow accentuated both her monumentally perfect bust and the gorgeous round belly she now possessed. 
Slowly, he shut the door. Whatever was about to happen, he didn’t want the neighbors to see. 
“Good evening, baby,” she moaned. “I’m so glad you’ve come home to me.”
Peter gulped. His wife was looking...well, hot. 
She was always beautiful. Always. Like with any beautiful woman, that was really the first thing you noticed about her. It was certainly what he’d noticed about Anne first when he met her four years ago in college, at the college graduation party of a friend. But he had stuck with Anne because of her great compassion for others. She would drive through the night in the middle of an ice storm to help out a friend too drunk to drive—and had, without once complaining. Helping out others was both her reward and duty for operating in the world, she said.
But right now...right now, she was simply hot. Like, model hot. Movie hot. Porn star hot. His cock pushed hard against his pants, wanting to come out instantly.
She strutted toward him, her massive tits jiggling in hypnotic manner in her tight lingerie. God, when did she get this lingerie? He’d never seen her wear it before. In fact, he would have been hard-pressed to remember the last time he saw her wear lingerie at all. She was more of a sweat pants and tee shirt girl, which was fine by him, as all her pants and tees fit rather tightly on her slender, busty frame. 
Peter's libido was such that he could get hard just looking at her tight, toned ass in sweats—seeing her now in this luxurious lingerie, her face perfectly made up, her hair done like a model’s and flowing down halfway to her back, he was breathless.
Smiling, her body luscious as she curved her way into his frame, she wrapped her gloved hands around his neck and kissed him slowly, deeply. Lovingly, even hungrily. Like he had been gone for months instead of hours. Her enormous, pregnancy-plump breasts pushed hard against his body, so hot and soft.
“You’ve had such a long, hard day at work,” she moaned, sliding down his body. “Won’t you let me show you how much I appreciate you?”
“Wh-what did you have in mind?”
Anne smiled, slowly dancing her way down to her stocking-clad knees. “What do you think, silly?”
Her expression was teasing, but wasn’t it also just a bit...submissive? Like she was waiting for him to approve what she was doing. Well, he did, and incredibly so. 
“Yeah,” he said. “Suck me off. Do it. Quick.”
“Yes, Peter,” she moaned. “I have to do what my husband says.”
His cock was already hard by the time she had taken it out from his pants. Quickly she started stroking, her gloved hands soft and loving.
They had a loving relationship, despite the current rough patch. They’d had sex plenty of times. But now, when Anne looked at his cock, he could barely restrain himself from the look at passion on her face. A little bit of drool was dripping down from her mouth. Her eyes were burning with submissive need. He was taken aback by the fierce, possessive fervor of her sudden licks and kisses on his shaft. She had sucked him off countless times, but for whatever reason, she acted now like she was some lovestruck school girl who finally had caught up with her rock star crush. 
His cock fit easily down her mouth and into her throat. Within moments, she had him backed up against the door, slamming it every other second as she slurped up and down his massiveness. Dumbly, in the midst of his extreme pleasure, Peter thought about how he needed to get that hinge fixed. His hands moved eagerly through his wife’s soft, golden hair, and he rose one leg up and wrapped it around her back, pulling her closer to him.
“Oh fuck, Anne,” he moaned. “Oh god, baby. Baby...baby, baby...oh fuck...”
She moaned, encouraging him. He couldn’t contain himself for very long. The surprise of her appearance, in conjunction with the surprise of her utter insistence on giving him the blowjob he so desperately needed, was too much to handle. God, what if it was like this all the time? That was what he needed. In his lustful frenzy, fucking his wife’s mouth openly, he knew that was what he deserved.
To have this incredible beauty on her hands and knees at all times, loving and adoring him, worshiping him, doting on him, waiting on him, desperate to hear a single approving word from his mouth...
Moaning, his hips spasmed, and orgasm overcame him. With hot, furtive pumps, he spurted into his wife’s mouth and down her throat.
As his orgasm subsided, the adrenaline tapering off, he allowed his thoughts to return to normalcy. Still kneeling before him, Anne cleaned off his shaft with a patient, loving tongue. She was really putting in the effort. God, she was a great woman. He loved Anne. He loved his wife.
“God,” he said. “That was just...great.”
He expected now some return to routine. Clean up around the house. Eat a quiet dinner. Snuggle into watching some streaming shows, the usual. But instead, she stood up and began kissing his neck. He could see her lingerie around her pussy was soaking wet, a trail of her juices sliding down her stocking-clad thigh. One gloved hand wrapped around his still-wet and semi-hard cock.
“Here,” she said, smiling slyly, “come to bed with me. Please?”
Embarrassment hit him. She wanted more. Wow. “I’m...you know. A little spent.”
“You don’t want to watch porn while I suck you off?”
He gulped. Of course he did. But, the notion of that was so unreal that he had trouble accepting it as what might happen. “I...uh. I'm a a bit hungry.”
“I’ve got snacks for you, silly. I was cooking all day. And cleaning. So don’t worry about tonight. You’ve got the whole night off. You can eat, and watch whatever you want...and I’ll be sitting there sliding my mouth around your cock like a good girl. Won’t that be nice for you, Sir?”
Fuck. Oh fuck. How did she know that? How did she know he loved being called Sir? That he jerked off at night to just that—to her moaning out “Sir” like it was his name, like it was his title. And calling herself his “good girl.” Fuck, fuck, oh man, fuck. That was hot.
Without waiting for him to say anything else, Anne pulled him forward, stroking him as she strutted by his side to the bedroom. Peter said nothing, only tacit approval and wonder on his face as his wife served him all night long.
* * * * *
The first time Anne looked at Peter’s computer, it could be logged into the annals of accidental motions—like how she constantly bumped her widened hips against walls these days, or how she had only found out the “asylum” was pronounced “a-sy-lum” and not “azzy-lum” because she had learned the word by reading, and said it aloud during a speech at school one year. 
But this time, as she sat down in front of Peter’s desk and opened up his laptop, she most definitely could not throw out that same justification. This time, it was on purpose. It was two days since she had sprung her blowjob-and-lingerie-and-service-night on him, and she wanted her job report, dammit. She wanted that validation! She wanted him to have written at least a page of satisfaction about her efforts to Jerry. 
That wasn’t so much, right? A page? Just three hundred little words, give or take. Hell, if he had played with the font somehow, made it bigger, stretched it out just so that he could take a page to appreciate his lingerie-clad wife...was that so very much to ask? She began reading toward the middle of the message—the first parts just lead-ins and stupid catching up about business, that sort of thing.
Honestly, if it weren’t the fact that those big pregnant tits turn me on so much, I don’t think I’d stick around for long.
Plus the incumbent kid, of course.
No, that’s stupid. I don’t mean that. I’m just frustrated. Venting! You know how it goes.
I love my wife, I do. I want to stay with her forever.
Especially after the other night, geez. I need to show her something about how I appreciate that, because goddamn and shit. That was amazing. That lingerie...her tits! 
But man, I just want some crazy ass sex before I’m a dad, you know? I feel like my whole life is going to get consumed by parenthood. That’s what happens to everyone, right? And before that happens, I just want something...insane, you know? Like a threesome. But a threesome with someone nothing like Anne. Even though she's great.
She’s got this friend, Tatiana...toned and fit, a real fitness freak. Someone like that would definitely do the trick for me, I think. The two of them even used to date before I showed up. The thought of them in bed together...man.
Anyway, just day dreams. Thanks for listening.
For the first hour after reading it, she traversed the emotional spectrum between incensed and devastated.
She paced through the house, unable to sit. That old familiar standard rose up again—“That bastard. That bastard. That bastard!”
Finally, the afternoon alarm dinged, and she took another purple pill. Slowly, her blood began to rise. Though she still felt the pang of rejection, her arousal levels were fighting such trivial things away. She had a husband, and he had needs. What was sexier than that? He was so big and burly, and had chest hair, and biceps, and shoulders, and god, she was wet just thinking about him. 
His shirts were almost always too tight. His chest was too broad for them. And so she would run her fingers up and down his rock-hard pecs and abs, drooling all the way, needing to feel his cock slide back inside of her where it was home, where she made him feel good. 
Twenty minutes later, she realized she had been in the corner of the kitchen, half-squatting with her eyes closed and her fingers up her sopping-wet pussy, fantasizing about her husband's construction-work-solid muscles. 
These pills really were something different. She was absolutely in control of her faculties. She was herself. Just a sort of focused version of herself. There was obviously a part of her that was still upset over what he wrote. But there was also a part of her that was excited, even elated by what the email revealed. He had complimented her, numerous times. He’d had a wonderful time. 
He simply wanted more.
She bit her lip at the thought of giving him more. The thought was inherently sexy. His appetite was ravenous, and she could help him sate it. She was on his side. Her fingers drifted back down to her pussy. She'd taken to no longer wearing panties around the house. What was the point? They only got in the way. 
What, was she so silly and dumb to think that her husband would be satisfied simply with her pussy forever? Look at how easily he had gotten her fertile body pregnant, after all. His spent his free time woodworking, for god’s sake! Working with his hands after spending all day and night working with his hands at construction. Of course he was brimming to the top with masculinity. It was no wonder she wasn’t enough for him all by herself. 
In fact, this email could be seen as a blessing, couldn’t it? She wasn’t just complimented. She had been given a solution the entire problem.
Tatiana.
She and Tatiana had dated back in college. Then, her best friend got a scholarship to study abroad, and the relationship fizzled out..and in the meantime, Anne met Peter. Tatiana thought Peter was wonderful, of course, and they were still all close friends.
Now, all she had to do to win her husband’s favor was seduce her best friend and former lover. 
Was that so very hard? Maybe for someone else. But Anne was full of confidence now. Her body felt more alive than it had in ages. And she knew that she could have Tatiana wrapped around her fingers—yes, those pussy-juice-wet fingers—in no time at all.
* * * * *
The following day, her shadowy feelings of lustful desperation fueled by a very large cup of ginseng tea, Anne met with her best friend, Tatiana. 
Their meeting place was a small crepe restaurant in the central part of town where they had taken breakfast many times before, The Crepe Place. Anne had picked it because she knew there was a table in the back where they could sit comfortably without anyone overhearing them. While Anne did want to be more adventurous for her husband, she wasn’t quite at the point where she wanted everyone around her knowing what she was doing. Perhaps exhibitionism would come later. 
Tatiana arrived about fifteen minutes late, which was her custom—which was, incidentally, why Anne arrived about ten minutes late. She’d spent the time waiting arranging sugar packets in complex spiral patterns, noting idly how she was going to miss her work in a few months when she had the child. She assumed that for the first several months, she would be taking care of the baby while Peter kept working and supporting them. Already, Anne was doubling her work results for her various clients week by week, so that she would have enough done before the break that she could have a little bit of momentum to carry her over the bridge. 
Tatiana, as Peter noted in his correspondence, was completely hot. Heads turned, and turned again, as she sauntered through the small restaurant. She was something of a fitness freak, the sort you would see walk into a shop wearing the same kind of tiny, barely-there outfit she had on now—nothing but a tiny pair of workout shorts, too-tight sports bra, half-unzipped hoodie, and music player attached to one firm arm—and look absolutely at home. And look, incidentally, absolutely beautiful. When her tiny, fit body was covered in sheets of sweat, her toned arms throbbing with lean muscle, her tied-up hair in an absolute mess around her face—she looked beautiful. 
So, a person could imagine what she looked like when she was putting forward the effort and trying to present herself for others. Today, though, she was clearly fresh from a workout, her thick dark hair falling in places around her face, the sweat just barely showing on her forehead. 
Even with all that, appearances didn’t seem to matter that much to Tatiana. Anne believed this was because Tatiana was so used to the way she looked that thinking about the way others looked wasn’t all that compelling anymore. Tatiana had had dates lined up for herself for as long as Anne could remember, and had learned years before that she cared much more about a good belly laugh and fascinating conversation about the state of the world than she ever did about cut abs.
If the hilarity and cut abs could align, though...that started to do things to Tatiana’s brain.
The fitness-freak beauty was, by nature, a submissive. An intense, honest-to-god, wanted-to-live-on-her-knees submissive. She had left the city for the entirety of last year following a man who she thought would be her one and only, her true Dom, her Master. But, over time, the facade dropped, and he had about as much interest in being a real Master to Tatiana as Anne had interest in getting a doctorate in biology. It seemed maybe like a fun thing to do, but all that work? Feh.
So, Tatiana had been burned. And bad. And ever since she got back from the coast a few months ago, she hadn’t gone on a single date. With anyone. 
Over a few drinks—Anne’s not being alcoholic, of course—Tatiana had revealed to Anne that she was on the verge of giving up on men entirely. She had always been rather bisexual, and had very fond memories of licking Anne's pussy (Tatiana had been rather drunk as she said this). But why not go back to the other team for a while? 
The instant-clinginess of lesbians might have been something of a cliche, but it was also frequently true, and at this point, Tatiana was much more interested in commitment than excitement. 
Anne wished she could have Tatiana’s self-confidence, especially now that she was pregnant. It had taken literally her entire reserve of ego to dress up for Peter the other night, and while that had technically been a success—she’d had her husband’s sweet, hot, perfect cum inside of her once more, and several times over—it also didn’t get the results she wanted. She wanted her man to be crazy about her again. 
In the restaurant, the two old friends greeted each other happily, sharing a small cup of coffee as they waited for their crepes. Anne was allowed one cup a day with the baby on the way, and she treasured each one. 
Slowly, after exhausting conversation about old friends, the weather, and work, the subject came around to Peter.
“Um, that’s actually why I wanted to talk to you,” said Anne. “I’ve got kind of a weird favor to ask you.”
Tatiana nodded excitedly. “You want to break up with Peter and run away with me. Check. I’m on it.”
Anne’s face must have betrayed something, because Tatiana started laughing furiously.
“I wasn’t serious, Anne, oh my gosh.” She stopped laughing suddenly. “Are you...holy shit, are you serious?”
“No. No, it’s just...that’s awfully close.”
“Holy shit, Anne, you’re leaving Peter? Or, is he leaving you?” She stood up. “No, he’s crazy. That’s insane. You’re too wonderful. And you’re pregnant. I won’t allow it. I’ll kill him.”
Anne grabbed Tatiana. “Sit down, love. Please? Just listen for a minute.”
Tatiana sat and crossed her legs, hands in her lap. Anne took a moment and deliberately did not moan as she watched the shiny, tanned surface of her friend’s legs displayed so alluringly. Or the way her hoodie had opened up slightly more, revealing the long tanned line of her cleavage in such a fetching formation. 
Her relationship with Anne might have been completely done, but that didn't mean she wasn't still thoroughly turned on by her friend.
“I need to show Peter that I’m adventurous, that's all. He thinks we're missing that.”
“Peter told you that?”
Anne shrugged. “In so many words. He said it.”
Tatiana wasn't fooled for a second. 
“Are you spying on him?” Tatiana looked indulgently pleased at her do-gooder friend's subversive activities. 
“No!” Anne blushed. “Sort of. Look, what's important is that I know about it, okay?” Tatiana shrugged. She could accept that. “I want to show him that...well, that his fun, sex-crazy wife is still fun and sex-crazy. And crazy about him.” She slipped her hand up Tatiana’s thigh. They were always physical with one another, and Tatiana barely seemed to notice the sensation. “Crazy about him, Tatiana. And I am. I’d do anything to show him that.”
“I know you would, Anne. Of course you would.”
“I’d...I’d do anything a man’s mind could think of...” her fingers traced upward on Tatiana’s thigh, slow and sure. “I’d give him anything he wanted.”
Tatiana's lovely face began to show awareness. “Y-you mean...oh, my.”
“Wouldn’t that be fun, Tatiana? We could both show him how crazy we could get for him? Wouldn’t you like to show off like that?”
Tatiana looked at her friend's hands, sighing lustfully. Her breath sped up. Her own fingers tugged at her hoodie, clearly struggling not to touch Anne's. Whether the touch would be to encourage her or stop her, Anne didn't know.
“It’s just...” Tatiana bit her lip, clearly conflicted. “I don’t know if I want to be involved in like, you know. A fling with you two. That sounds like it would get weird in a hurry. And I love you so much, Anne. I don’t want to jeopardize our friendship like that. I can't do that.”
Anne pressed on, inexorable. She had to make Peter happy. “Are you sure? I mean, it wouldn't have to be weird...”
Abruptly, Tatiana stood up. 
“I’m sorry. This is too much, okay? I can’t right now. It was nice to catch up. I'll see you...soon.”Fear struck hard in Anne's heart. “Tatiana...”
“I’m sorry,” she said again. “I’ll call you later, okay?”
Just like that, she was leaving. Anne's phone rang—her afternoon alarm. On instinct, she took the bottle of vitamins out of the purse, popping the pill as she watched her friend leave.
Almost immediately, arousal crashed into her. Tatiana's ass was so lovely in those tight, hot little shorts. Practically painted onto her body. Her pussy took over her actions—she had to do right by Peter. She had to make everything right with her friend. 
With my lover. I can make us lovers again.
Anne flung some cash down from her purse, and followed after Tatiana into the street. “Please wait, Tatiana. Listen to me.”
She heard Anne, but she wouldn’t slow down. Anne watched the amazing curves of her friend’s tight ass as she hurried ahead. Anne rushed after. In the parking lot ahead, Anne saw Tatiana's car. Rushing around, as soon as Tatiana clicked it open, Anne slid into the front seat and locked herself in.
“Wow,” said Tatiana. “Really? You're doing that?”
Anne's face was fevered, excited even. “Yup.”
“You’re really serious about this.” Tatiana frowned.  “I can tell. And I respect you, Anne. But what you’re asking...it’s sort of insane. And it’s asking a lot from me. You know it is. I don’t have have a fling left in me. Not with anyone. Certainly not with my best friend and her...fucking cock-stud husband. You remember what you told me about the way he fucks you? You think I would be able to just forget about that when you're done with your crisis? I’m not your...you know. Your whore, or whatever.”
Instantly, Anne saw the problem. Tatiana was already projecting her feelings of disposability onto the situation. She still hurt from the break-up with the fake Dom—the man who was always supposed to be there for her, to tell her what to do, to let her know she was infinitely worthy...had broken her heart. Now, she was terrified of Anne doing the same thing. 
Blood rushed into all of Anne's erogenous zones, her nipples erect. Her cunt wet from the sight of her friend's soft, beautiful vulnerability. All Anne had to do was calm her gorgeous friend, and this would all turn out just how she wanted.
“You mean the world to me, Tatiana,” she said. “I wouldn’t want to make you feel like you were replaceable. Like this was just some spurt of desperation for me. You’re right. That would be wrong. Totally, completely wrong.”
“Thank you. It’s just that’s...I mean, when we were together, I always thought we were missing some component, and...” she stopped. “I shouldn’t say. I’m sorry.”
Anne reached forward, grabbing Tatiana's hands. Tatiana grabbed her right back, fingers sliding in and out of Anne's. 
“Tell me.”
“It’s like...” Tatiana's head bobbed slightly. “I’ve never been able to quite make it work with a guy. Or a girl. Anybody. And I always thought it was because, well, I wanted something more. Or something different, you know? I didn’t want to be the ‘sole focus,’ or whatever, in a relationship. So, I’ve had fantasies. Lots of them. About...being in a trio. With you.”
“Oh.”
“And Peter, too.”
“Oh. My.”
Anne's pussy felt like it was on fire. Tatiana, fantasizing about fucking her and her husband? Was there anything in the world hotter than that? She had to make it come true...not just for Peter, but for Tatiana.
“So it’s like, for you to just suggest it, out of nowhere? It caught me off-guard. And I...I can’t just jump into that when I know you’re just spit-balling ideas because you’re hormonal and a little nuts.”
Anne saw her friend in a whole new light now. All those years, all those frustrated years of desire and need she must have felt. Tatiana had always been flirty with her. Complimenting her, joking—or so Anne thought—about how they should have sex again, being so incredibly graphic with her talk of sex with her boyfriends... 
“And, you know all that stuff with that stupid fake-ass Dom. I thought maybe if he controlled me hard enough, I wouldn’t want to be with two other people. But I really do. And so...let’s just forget it, okay? I don’t want to make this weird.”
But it would be weird, now that Anne knew about this. There was no getting away from that. Unless...
Unless she doubled-down. Arousal controlled Anne now. She knew exactly what she needed to say.
Her voice become low and sultry. “It doesn’t have to be a one-time thing, you know. A fling. It doesn't have to be that way.”
“Wh-what?”
“I am really attracted to you, Tatiana. You know I am.”
Tatiana’s voice became very small. “I know. It’s just...after what happened in California, I...”
“His cock would be just for you and me,” she whispered in her friend’s ear. “We could share it as much as we’d like.”
Tatiana gulped. “Come on. Don’t.”
“You and I could fuck all the time, just to turn him on. Or to turn each other on, whatever. You could watch him fucking my pregnant belly, getting me so full of his seed. Why...” her hand crawled over Tatiana’s stomach. “He could even fuck you pregnant. Would you like that, Tatiana? You and I could be mommies together.”
Tatiana’s eyes flashed, and Anne knew in an instant that her friend did want that, very much. They could hide nothing from one another.
“Anne...”
“Do you know what I found out just recently? He’s very domineering.”
Tatiana whimpered. “Don’t...tease...”
Even so, she was pulling Anne’s hands into her, and not pushing them away. Her fingers drifted down to the bare short-short fabric over Tatiana's pussy.
“He’s obsessed with calling me his ‘good girl.’ I think that’s only a step away from being his slave, isn’t it? You would know better than me. He got hard right away—right away—when I called him 'Sir' the other night. Isn’t that sexy? And he had just come already. What a man, right? What a stud.”
“I can’t...fuck, Anne, really?” Tatiana's breaths were hot and fast. “Are you being serious right now? I want that, I want that, but I’m...” she gulped. “You can’t just...” she gulped again. “You can’t just do that and then not do it again with me. You know that, right? You’re not going to fuck me over?”
“You trust me, don’t you love?”
Tatiana nodded weakly. “I do. I really do. Anne, I...I...” her voice became low and tiny. “I really love you both, and I can't be hurt by you.”
Anne's heart blossomed with emotion, her cunt fueled with the perfect combination of connection and desire. Everything Tatiana felt, Anne felt perfectly reciprocated. She leaned in and kissed her gorgeous friend, fingers sliding past her shorts and into her willing, waiting pussy.
“I love you too, darling,” Anne whispered. “We'll be together, with Peter, forever.”
Tatiana moaned, hips bucking into Anne's fingers. “Yes...god, yes, please!”
There in the car, Anne fingered her best friend for the first time in over five years. It had been a long time, but she still knew exactly how to touch her fit, gorgeous lover. Anyone could have walked by; anyone could have seen. Anne didn't care. Tatiana needed to cum. And Anne, in an almost matronly way, needed to take care of her friend. She had to see to her needs.
Nothing felt better than being responsible for the needs of another, Anne realized, fingering Tatiana harder and harder. Her friend stared lust into Anne's eyes, open heated looks that spoke of years of longing finally realized. 
“I love...I love....I love...”
“Shhh,” whispered Anne. “I know, sweetie. I love you too. Now cum for me.”
“Yes! Yes! Oh, Anne, yes!”
Tatiana thrashed in the car, hands sliding up and down Anne's pregnant body. Caressing her sexy baby bump, squeezing her titanic tits, grabbing her ass. She shook up and down before finally slowing.
She breathed deep and slow, licking her lips as she admired Anne. Slowly, she guided Anne's fingers up to her mouth, cleaning her own juices off with little darts of her pink tongue.
“I've needed that,” said Tatiana, “for a long, long time.”
“I'm so happy to have let you have it. I wish I would have known.”
“It's all right. We can make it up. And we can let Peter in on the fun, too.”
Anne smiled. They certainly could.
* * * * * 
At two in the afternoon, they strolled into Tatiana’s apartment and went about getting ready for the night. Tatiana led Anne into her small bedroom, with Anne openly again admiring her friend’s bubbly, perfectly tight ass as she walked. 
With Tatiana on her side, Anne felt empowered. The thought of this fit, gorgeous woman becoming intertwined into her sexual life was almost too hot to comprehend. Before, she’d written off the notion of Tatiana being with her in that way again. But now that their affection was on the table, now that Anne would do anything to make Peter happy, to make him feel at home and wanted...that changed everything.
At the beginning of the day, Anne had felt determined, but also weak. She loved Peter dearly, but his way was his way, and he was exceptionally stubborn when he wanted to be. That was part of why she loved him, of course, because he was so stubbornly in love with her. 
And also, his manly stubbornness drove those feelings that made her feel so guiltily turned on, so ashamed—that feminine submission, giving into what he wanted simply because it was what he wanted. Because it was what her man wanted. Her knees knocked at the thought of obeying him, and her cunt twinged with desire. Being told what was what...there was an excitement to it that she couldn’t explain. It was not that way for every woman, but it certainly was that way for her. 
But he was dangerously close to making up his mind to be away from her. To doing enough mental kung-fu that would make him believe he shouldn’t be with his wife anymore. Clearly, it was her duty to prove him wrong—and now she had an ally. 
She and Anne spent the afternoon preparing. With an email, she had begged Peter to meet them for drinks at a small bar, Baker’s, near their house. It had to be nearby, because she was rather hoping that Peter would want to drag both of them home for a thorough fucking before very long. No reason to delay that with a long car ride. 
But the better part of preparation was choosing what to wear. Tatiana put on a show for Anne, trying on all manner of different outfits. She put on tight short skirts that showed off her sexy long legs, tight boots that did the same, hot corset and halter tops that pushed her big tits up and out, and sexy heels that made her calves turn just the right way.
And all the while, Tatiana was over the moon. Every other minute, with each new outfit, she was pulling Anne in for a long, needy kiss, biting at Anne’s neck and chin, holding her close in tight, loving embraces. She was starved for human attention, and Anne had no issues with feeding her. 
Tatiana had better clubbing clothes than Anne did, and was a bit of a seamstress as well. So, even though Tatiana was more fit than Anne—and definitely slimmer, what with Anne’s baby bump—they were able to modify one of Tatiana’s hot mini dresses for Anne’s use without too much trouble. 
Anne’s hand slipped inside Tatiana’s dripping wet cunt as she worked. 
“That’s it,” she purred. “Make me look hot. I’ll be so hot for you. And for him. We’ll won’t give him a choice. He’ll be desperate to dominate you...”
Tatiana, moaning and melting, did a wonderful job with the dress by the time she finished. They found—as they finalized their outfits—that it fit Anne perfectly.
Tatiana’s own outfit was bright sky blue, a tight tiny minidress with a sash hanging off her wide, child-ready hips. Her suede boots were tight and tall, wrapped around her thighs, with frilly leather strands hanging down the side. The neckline of the dress was narrow, but very deep, ending well below Tatiana’s perfectly plump breasts. 
“Fuck,” said Anne. “He’s going to flip his shit over you.”
“Over me? Um, what about you?” Tatiana practically drooled at the sight of Anne. “God, I never thought I’d find a baby bump hot, but you are really working it.”
Anne blushed. “Thank you.”
She did have to admit that the outfit they picked really accentuated her high points in the looks department. The dress was red, fitting tight over her substantial curves. It frilled outward around her thighs, sexy black pleats clashing with the red of the rest of the dress. The neckline, in contrast to Tatiana’s, was scooping and wide, showing off her huge tits to any passer-by. Her heels were tall and black, four-inch cigar-thick stilettos that accentuated the tightness of her ass and the length of her legs. 
“What if we...you and I...had some fun while we waited?”
Tatiana kissed her slowly, still tentative with her new lover.
Anne’s phone dinged, and she pulled away.
“Hold that thought, love.”
It was a text from Peter. 
Got off work early. What a day! Meet you guys at Baker’s in fifteen?
Anne’s heart thumped faster than she knew was possible. Tatiana leaned in and saw the message, and immediately began to purr excitedly.
Yes!!! Anne wrote back hurriedly. See you then!
* * * * *
Whistling softly to himself as he drove, Peter found himself looking forward to being with his wife. When was the last time they had gone out on a date? Even if it was with Tatiana—who was always a little nuts—when had he just hung out with an adult in a social setting? It felt like ages. Probably it was months. Maybe since the first round of parties after the announcement that she was pregnant. 
Earlier in the day—in fact, at regular intervals all through the day—Anne had been texting him how turned on she was at the thought of sucking him off later. 
It was a bit strange, in fact, how casual she was about it, and how the meet-up with Tatiana didn’t seem to factor in to any sort of proprietary concerns.
Tatiana wants to hang out tonight. I think we should. She seems down. Also, is it all right if I touch myself thinking about you fucking my mouth?
Her asking permission was hot enough. Needing to ask so much that she would do it while at the same time asking him to hang out was even hotter, for whatever reason. It was like she couldn’t get the thought of his cock out of her head. 
That was good, he thought, stopping at a red light. That’s how he wanted it. That’s how it should be. She should be obsessed with my cock. 
He tried not to get carried away with such thoughts. They weren’t exactly politically correct: wanting a wife who was a cock-obsessed trophy, concerned only with slobbering over his knob and giving him babies. But if you were to ask him honestly about what he wanted, that might easily be the answer he’d give. And more and more, that seemed to be what Anne wanted as well, which surprised him.
He wanted her to be her own person, always. But, if the person she was somehow was able to also be the person he wanted her to be...wouldn’t that be the best possible option? 
Stupid thoughts. 
A thought as stupid as, say, the way he felt his excitement rise when he knew he was going to hang out with Tatiana tonight. Driving the car to Baker’s, his attention was divided between the sparse traffic of the city, his desire to fuck Anne’s mouth hard enough to watch her tits shake, and the notion of seeing Tatiana’s legs another time. 
God, Tatiana was a fine woman. It was too bad Anne would never go for a threesome, because if she was open to it at all, it would easily be with Tatiana. 
If Tatiana was into it, of course. She was a good friend, even to him, even though in some ways he had stolen Anne away from her. A big heart on her. He didn't know if he could ever forgive someone who even vaguely took Anne away from him.
If Peter were to have a threesome, it would have to be with someone he trusted. And, he wasn’t sure Tatiana was the right type—she’d probably think of it as just some fling, and then everything would get weird, and the friendship would be ruined.
No, best to push such thoughts from his mind, just like he always had. Tonight, he’d have a few beers, sneak a few peeks at Tatiana’s legs, and then fuck his wife’s pretty mouth until she was practically drowning in his cum. 
The thought of his beautiful wife’s breasts bouncing as she sucked him off, her boobs covered in her own drool and his precum, smearing it along that thick expanse of titflesh just for him just drove him wild. He had lost time at work, caught up in the thought, and decided to leave early to make it happen. It was a powerful feeling, knowing that he could make a fantasy come true.
Peter was still dressed in his work clothes, of course, but that didn’t exactly mean he was formal. He was the boss, after all, and he could dress how he wanted. Tight jeans, steel-toed work boots, and a dirty white shirt. The shirt hadn’t been dirty when he started the day, but he’d had to get into the thick of work today, helping to put up boards for a house frame and sliding into the muck for some wiring more than once. He wore a light tan jacket that covered most of the muck, and had been careful before leaving to wash his hands and face, but there was still a little dirt around his neck and shoulders. His “work grit,” as Anne liked to call it. 
She had taken, the last couple of days, to guiding him to his favorite chair right when he got home and rubbing his feet. He didn’t know quite what it was about, but he liked it. 
He got to the bar before Anne and Tatiana, and so ordered a pitcher of beer and sat down at a small booth near the back. He didn’t want to deal with all the crowds close to the television. There was some sort of football game going on tonight, the Tornados no doubt charging through some new team on their massive undefeated streak, but he didn’t have much interest in that. Even if they had the hottest cheerleaders in the entire league. 
It was around five o’clock, well before game time, when Tatiana and Anne walked in. Baker’s was a small bar, built for small business. They attracted the sort of crowd that stopped in for a beer and a shot after work, or newly-minted twenty-one year-olds who wanted to drink while they watched sports. 
Anne and Tatiana, dressed hotter than he had ever seen either of them, stood out like twin suns on a snowy day. 
His jaw dropped, torn between watching Tatiana’s hot tanned legs in those tight, tall boots, and his wife’s incredible bouncing tits as they strutted toward him. He tried looking at something else, but his gaze only shifted then to Tatiana's incredible rack, shown off expertly by her tight dress, and then his wife's hot legs in her daringly short dress.
He scooted to one side to let them into the booth, but Tatiana took one side and Anne the other, sandwiching him in between the two beauties. 
He should have known then that something was up. They always wanted to sit next to one another and chat. Anne’s hips came right up on Peter’s, which was normal. She liked sitting with his arms around her. But Tatiana did the same thing, sliding in close, her thighs against his. Her warmth, vibrancy, was palpable. He could feel her heat through his jeans. His cock stirred, wanting her instantly. Then his eyes drifted back to his wife, her tits practically falling out of her dress. He wanted to bury his face in them.
Wants, wants, all around...
“Are you two...going out after this?” he ventured. 
They both laughed. “No,” said Anne. “We just...wanted to dress up, is all. Don’t we look hot?”
“You look incredible. Both of you.”
Tatiana squeezed the rock-hard bicep of his arm. “Thank you! See?” she said to Anne. “I told you he’d like it.” She leaned in and “whispered” in Peter’s ear. “She thought you’d think she was fat.”
“No, god. She looks...incredible,” he said again. “Both of you.”
He poured Tatiana a beer. Anne’s glass of water was already ready for her, thanks to Peter.
“We haven’t talked very much since you got back,” he turned to Tatiana, apologetic. “I’ve been busy.”
She shrugged, tossing her lustrous dark hair back. “It’s no problem. I know a man like you has a lot on his mind.”
Something about the way she said that—calling him a “man,” it almost felt capitalized to him. Italicized, even. She was playing it up, glad that he was male and that he was entertaining her presence. Everything about her voice and body language was flattering.
“I know you had a rough time out there in California.”
She shrugged, appearing for all the world as if she had moved on completely. “It’s all right. Lesson learned. Don’t make time for fake Doms.”
“Doms?”
“You know. Dominants.” She watched his reaction with relish. “Did Anne not tell you?”
Anne smiled, a little sheepish. “I didn’t know if you would want him to know.”
“Oh, I don’t care who knows. I’m into being dominated. Hard. And completely.”
Peter, despite himself, gulped a bit. “Oh.”
“Yes. I think I would lose basically every inhibition I have if I was with the right sort of Master, you know? I wouldn’t care about fidelity, or tradition, or what he wanted to do with me. I’d be his complete and total slave. Forever. Doing whatever he asked. Wearing whatever turned him on. Fucking wherever he wanted...” she looked out toward the bar. “Even in public. Even at that stadium.” She pointed at the television, where huge-titted cheerleaders had lined up for the pre-show dance.
Peter’s cock was becoming uncomfortably hard in his pants. He’d never heard Tatiana be this open about sex before. He’d heard her brag about this or that—saying she was a great fuck, or laughing about how she thought someone might be a bull in bed—but never so much candor about exactly what it was she wanted to have in the bedroom. 
Anne’s hand rubbed his thigh—the thigh opposite the one his cock was quickly growing against. “You know, you should tell her what you had me call you the other night.”
He struggled not to choke. “What?” 
“Don’t be shy. She’d want to know. She could give us some tips.”
“Tips?”
He felt lost, swimming in lust. His wife was just talking about what they had done. She was going to just throw it out there. He’d never known her to be so bold. 
“On how to dominate me better. I mean, sucking you off, calling you Sir, and giving you sudden blowjobs is a good start—”
Tatiana giggled. “I’d say it’s a great start.”
“—but, don’t you think she could really let us know what’s in store if we keep going down that path?”
“I had no idea you were so kinky, Peter. I knew you were, you know, decisive, but you’re...I mean, Anne, are you saying he was dominating you?”
“I am. He was.”
“Wow. That’s hot, Peter. I had no idea.”
This felt...arranged somehow. Like he was falling into a trap. Tatiana’s hand came on top of his on the table—and he knew Anne could see it, she had fucking eyes, after all—but it felt natural. Good. He deserved this attention. That’s how they were making him feel: like this was just what he had coming.
“I bet you’re just a fucking boss in the bed,” said Tatiana
“He is,” Anne said cheerfully, squeezing his leg warmly.
“Well, recently...” Peter cleared his throat. “Some things have gotten more heated than they were, yes.”
“He’s being modest,” said Anne. “He fucked like a God.”
Holy shit. He looked to his wife, expecting to find some sort of sarcastic smile, but she was merely staring at him with that same sort of glassy-eyed, lip-biting adoration that she had been showering him with all week long. 
Well, he thought, I did make her cum three or four times last night. She just wants that again. Like she should.
“What if...” said Tatiana, dragging out the sound, “we play a game?”
“A game?” asked Peter. “Like a drinking game?”
“No way. I want Anne to play. What if we played truth or dare?”
“Truth or dare?” Peter scoffed. “What are we, fifteen? No thanks. Let’s just talk. We’re adults.”
Tatiana and Anne traded glances—indeterminable. Again, Peter got the feeling something was happening between them, but he couldn’t figure out what. Between the two glasses of beer he had downed and the hard-on being coaxed forward by these two beauties, thinking was low on his list of priorities.
“I gotta run this way,” said Anne. “Sorry guys. Pregnant lady and all of that.”
She rushed to the bathroom. Her water was barely touched, but Peter didn’t notice.
“Come on, truth or dare.” Tatiana was tugging at his arm, but in a way that made it feel almost more of a caress on his thick, dense muscles there.
Peter rolled his eyes. “I’m not playing.”
“Truth, then.”
“Sure, fine, whatever.”He put up his hands in frustration. “Go ahead. Truth.”
“Do you and Anne use dirty talk with one another?”
“Do we...jeesus I thought you were supposed to warm up a little. You know. ‘What have you stolen?’ ‘Where’s the dirtiest place you’ve had sex?’ Things like that.”
“Where is the dirtiest place you’ve had sex?”
“Oh my god.” Peter put his face in his hands. “I’m not talking to you about that.”
“Mine’s the butthole.” Tatiana giggled, pushing into Peter’s shoulder with her own. “Get it?”
He chuckled. “Yeah, yeah.”
What was with her? Why was she acting like this toward him? Was she really flirting with him while his pregnant wife was in the bathroom? That was...
Well, that was kind of hot, wasn’t it? She found him attractive enough to risk a friendship so blatantly, just to stroke his ego. 
“Come on, tell me. Don’t you do any dirty talk? Maybe you roleplay?”
“Roleplay?”
“Like Master and slave, that sort of thing. Oh!” Tatiana’s face lit up. “Look at your blush. I bet you do,” said Tatiana slyly, one hip pushing into his. 
She used his arm as an anchor, both hands wrapping around the bicep. Her hands were so tiny compared to his arm muscles. Why did that make him want to fuck her so badly? She was so tiny and fit...he would break her in two with his cock. 
“Is that what you did the other night? She didn’t just call you ‘Sir,” did she? She went further. I bet you made her call you Master. I bet you get right off on that.”
“Come on. We don’t do stuff like that.”
Peter didn't want to keep going down this road. There was too much potential for disappointment. 
“Really? Why not?”
“Are you serious? Because it’s...it’s, I don’t know. It’s not...us...”
Tatiana had started drawing a line down from her neck to her cleavage. Her thick, glorious cleavage.
“Really? Because I look at you, Peter, and I just see someone who is...very...Masterful. You know what I mean? I feel like you could tell me to do any old thing, and I just wouldn’t have a choice anymore. I’d have to do what you said. That’s the vibe I get from you. And with everything Anne keeps saying about how you’ve been dominating the fuck out of her...god, it just gets me thinking, you know?”
Peter, slowly, was starting to cotton on.
“In fact,” said Tatiana, “I bet you could make me do any old thing you want, right now.” Her lips crawled up to his ear, nibbling just gently. “Right in front of your wife. You could order me around, boss me like the boss you are. What do you think is on your mind? What could you come up with to make us have a little fun?”
“Tatiana, come on. I love Anne. I love—oh.”
Her hand slid up to his thigh, gripping firmly on the bulge there. He was already half-way hard. Feeling her slender, sure fingers around his length only made it pulse harder. 
“Tell me what you want,” she urged, kissing his neck just gently. “Master, please? Tell me what you want? Your slave wants to obey so bad...”
“Ffff...”
Peter's heart raced. He didn't know why this was happening. He didn't care.
No, said a little voice in his head. You know why this is happening. These beautiful babes have finally woken up to what you deserve.
And wrong though he knew that was, every part of him lost himself in believing it. Even if it was just for tonight.
“I tell you what, Master,” Tatiana purred. “If you don’t say anything, then I’m just going to assume that you’re too turned on to say anything else. What do you think of that? I’m just going to keep doing what I’m doing, and whenever you want me to stop, you tell me to stop.”
God, she moved quick. In just a few seconds, she had unbuttoned his pants entirely, freeing his fast-hardening cock from their denim confines. She let out soft squeals of glee and desire, intensifying when she felt the precum spilling out from his cockhead. 
At the other end of the bar, Peter saw Anne walking out of the bathroom. She caught his eye and smiled brilliantly. Fuck, he loved her smile. Seeing it made his cock pulse harder in Tatiana’s hand, which only made her stroke and coo more, which in turn again only made Peter’s cock pulse harder more, and so on.
Peter knew that his crotch was hidden from Anne’s eyes. The table and booth were arranged in such a way that really, the only people able to know what Tatiana was doing were Tatiana and Peter. Tatiana’s hand motions were minute, contained, and deliberate. Though she stroked his cock expertly, she did it slow and steady. The passer-by might have easily thought she was simply tinkering with something in her purse, or dithering with her phone, or just letting her hand rest at one side. 
Anne scooted in, staring intently at her husband and friend. “So, did you guys start or what?”
“S-start?” Peter laughed, somewhat nervous still. How much did she know? “What do you think we would’ve started?”
“Truth or dare, silly.”
“Oh, right. That.”
Tatiana stroked harder. He leaned back, closing his eyes briefly.
“Yeah.” Anne leaned in, pressing her tits on her husband’s arm.
Fuck, Anne had such nice tits. He was so happy to be able to see them all the time. 
Peter laughed softly. “It’s just, uh, ha...”
“Yes, love?”
Tatiana pushed harder on his side, becoming positively obvious about what she was doing now. And yet even so, Anne still played the innocent. 
“I, um...oooh, god. That is...oooh. Jesus, you are just, really, really...”
Feigning concern, Anne put her hand to his forehead. “Why, you’re burning up, dear. Do you have a fever? Should we get you home?”
Anne’s pregnant tits pressed hard against his hard. They were so full and hot. Those pills she took really were doing a number on her. And if her nipples were that hard and erect, sliding up and down his arm...that meant...that meant she was turned on too. Of course, she didn’t care—she knew he loved it. Tatiana liked it too, biting one lip slowly as stroked and stroked on Peter’s cock.
“I didn’t ask for this, you have to understand.”
Anne nodded. “No one asks to be sick, dear.”
“No, not that. What Tatiana is doing,” he said, teeth gritting.
“Oh, yes. She looks very sexy, doesn’t she? Look at that dress. Her tits are practically popping out of it.”
“No, I—”
Anne took him by the chin, then, guiding his face around. 
“Look at those big, sexy tits she has, Peter. Aren’t they fantastic?”
And before he had a chance to answer, her hand dropped down to his thigh, sliding up slow. There was no mistaking it now. Peter knew that Anne knew what was happening; he must have. And his wife had just guided his face around to her best friend’s tits as that same gorgeous, fit friend stroked his magnificent cock.
He let out a grunt, breath heated.
“Let her stroke you,” Anne urged. “Please? I want her to. I want my best friend’s hand on my husband’s cock. Please?”
“Oh man, Tatiana...Anne...”
“Do it, please?” Anne begged again. “Please...Master?”
Her voice became so soft, so sweet, so yielding and needy, that Peter lost control. He began to orgasm. He could feel it—the sudden lightness in his hips, the way his entire life force seemed to surge forward. 
“Fuck,” he said slowly. “I’m gonna...gonna...”
He was sure he would spill all over his pants and Tatiana’s hand. But she was too quick for that. Anticipating his needs, she hurried downward and wrapped her face around his pulsing cock. Her preciously plush mouth took one long, twisted strand of cum straight down her throat as she spiraled her lips around his rod. Tatiana moaned with pleasure, slurping down each subsequent long pulse of seed. Her mouth felt amazing on his cock. Peter had given up the thought of ever having another woman touch him like that because of Anne.
Now, Anne was practically drooling at the sight of her best friend’s face buried in his crotch, taking down his cum.
“Oh fuck yeah,” Anne moaned. “Take him, Tatiana. Take my Master husband, won’t you? Swallow all of his seed. It’s so fucking good, isn’t it Tatiana? He’s so fucking delicious.”
Anne pressed her tits hard into Tatiana’s mouth and face. The beautiful brunette tilted her head slightly, sucking eagerly on her lover's breasts, and then slid her mouth back down to Peter's massive erection.
“F-fuck,” he moaned. “That’s hot. That’s so hot.”
“It’s what you deserve, baby,” Anne cooed in his ear. “It’s what my husband Master has always deserved.”
And Peter was beginning to believe it. 
* * * * *
Before any further mess was caused, Peter made the decision to leave the bar and get back to the house. Anne had no problem with this—all part of the plan, after all.
They rushed into the house and all three made a beeline for the bedroom, tearing off their clothes on the way. Peter tore between passionately making out with Tatiana, the taste of his cum no doubt still in her mouth, and then sliding his tongue and hands up and down Anne's tits. 
Soon, Tatiana and Anne were both on the bed before Peter, wearing barely anything. Tatiana had on her sexy boots. Anne had on her bra and panties, her pregnant belly easily visible in the light. But that was all that covered the two lovely women. They knelt before their Man, his body completely naked. The two held hands, eyes wide at Peter's expansive, rough musculature. All those thick, earned muscles. His cock standing out proud and huge. 
“Before we go any further,” said Tatiana, “I want you to tell us. What we were talking about in the bar. I want us both to hear it.”
“Tell us what?” Anne asked, squeezing Tatiana's hand tight. “What is it, my darling? I’ll do anything. Anything you want.”
“Tell her, Sir. Tell her what you want to be called by your servants.”
Peter groaned with longing. His hand ran up and down his huge length. There wasn't a time in his life he could remember being harder. Anne’s cunt was on fire as she watched Tatiana coax him on, her hand sliding up and into her wet pussy.
“Tell her, Sir,” said Tatiana. “Tell her, please...”
Both Tatiana and Anne had already called him Master, Anne knew. But Tatiana was right—it was different for them to say it, and for him to command that they do it. It was all the difference in the world. These two beautiful submissives would never be able to respect a man who couldn't affirm what he knew himself to be. 
Taking Anne’s face, he kissed her hard. “This is what I deserve,” he growled. 
Anne nodded into his kisses, smiling gleefully. “I know you do. I know! I know—”
“I deserve it because I am your Master.”
“Y-yes!” Anne cried, crying tears of joy now. “Yes, Master! Oh please, yes!”
“You are both my slaves. Aren’t you?”
He slapped Tatiana’s ass, and she yelped, smiling devilishly. “Yes, Master. I’m your slave.”
Taking Anne by the hair, he pushed her down to the ground.“Get me ready, slave.”
Obedient as ever, Anne wrapped her mouth around her husband's cock, sliding her lips up and down. Up and down. Every last inch of his meat soaked in her eager saliva.
Even as Anne expertly sucked his cock, her huge tits sliding out from her clothes, his gaze fell mostly on Tatiana. He pulled the young, fit beauty forward and began kissing her hard. Tatiana's hand fell on Anne's head, guiding her back and forth on Peter's cock. Anne loved that, being guided like that by her best friend on her favorite dick in the world. It was so hot for her. 
Soon, though, Peter couldn't take anymore. He pushed Tatiana down on the bed, and removed himself from Anne's mouth. In no time, he had crawled up on top of Tatiana, wrapping her long legs under his chest, so that her knees were on top of her tits. The way those elegant sloped valleys smooshed underneath him was perfect, Anne thought. He was totally in control of her. 
Tatiana held Peter back for just one moment.“Please...just...remember to pull out? Please, Master? I'm not on the pill.”
Peter nodded, smiling almost gently. “Are you ready?”
Tatiana looked up at him with adoration, hands gliding across his cut abs. “Yes, Master. Please...fuck me.”
The gentle look faded away, replaced by something primal and fierce. Peter sank forward, and Anne gasped as she watched her Master's cock enter the cunt of her fellow-slave. 
“Y-yes!” she gasped, eyes wide. She couldn't help but touch herself at the sight. 
“Oh fuck!” Tatiana moaned. “It's so big! Oh god...oh god! Anne...Anne never said you were...were...so huge.”
Anne knew just what Tatiana was feeling. That enormity sliding through her tight folds. Her walls squeezing tight, trying to restrain Peter's overwhelming passion just slightly...but it couldn't be restrained. He was too strong. His muscles pulsed as he pounded deep into Tatiana again and again.
Anne slid up next to him, her hands around his waist, pushing him in with every thrust.
“Fuck her, baby. Oh, fuck her, please? Fuck your new slave...”
“God, yes...you're so good, my slave. You're such a good slave.”
Tatiana's eyes rolled back in her head, overwhelmed with pleasure. “Th-thank you, Master...”
Her voice was stuttering and wild. Peter fucked her so hard that she was having trouble breathing, but she seemed to love it. For no good reason, Anne suddenly remembered the way Tatiana's eyes lit up when she mentioned Peter impregnated.
“Fuck her...fuck her pregnant, Master.” In response, Peter moaned, thrusting harder. Encouraged, Anne kept going. “Won’t you please fill her up like you did me?”
The gorgeous blonde's tits pressed on her husband's back, urging him forward into her best friend.
Tatiana moaned, her eyes suddenly wild. “O-oh fuck! Yes! Do it! I’m not on the pill. You can do it. Y-you can f-fucking put a baby in me, please, Master!”
Peter had a moment of doubt. “But...you said...”
“I know what I said!” Tatiana shook her head, face wild with orgasmic pleasure. “I take it back! That was before I felt you. I don't have a choice, I need your cum in me. Fucking fill me, Master, please? Make me your fertile fuckslut. Make your fucking Mommyslut, please? I need to feel it, I need it inside me, please please oh Master please...”
“Oh fuck, I'm gonna...I'm gonna fill you, slave...”
The voices of the two slaves became interchangeable, both of them wanting the same thing. Anne's fingers buried deep in her cunt, feeling the climax of her lovers approaching in the air.
“Yes!”
“Yes, do it!”
With a roar, Peter unleashed inside of Tatiana. There was no protection as he filled up her fertile, fit body with his obviously virile cum. There was no way she wouldn't be pregnant soon. Tatiana screamed in orgasm, her body clutching Peter's hard muscles close to her.  And Anne, cumming with the two of them, envisioned her friend soon clutching a hot pregnant belly, taking those sexy purple pills, and begging to do whatever her Master said.
They collapsed on the bed. Tatiana and Peter made out slowly, cuddling softly. Meanwhile, Anne licked their juices up from Tatiana's pussy and around Peter's cock.
“You'll be our Master from now on, won't you?” Tatiana asked. “This is permanent?”
“Yes, Master,” Anne moaned, swallowing a mouthful of spent cum. “We need you now. We need to be yours from now on.”
Peter reached around and slipped his hands into both girls' asses, taking them between the cheeks like he held a handle. His juices and theirs ran down through his fingers. 
“I own you. Both of you. From now on. You're my property.”
“And you're happy?” Anne asked.
“That's right, my good girl. I couldn't be happier. You've done very well.”
Anne let out a pleasant, contented sigh. Her home and family, newly evolved, felt more secure than they ever had.
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Owning My Co-Worker
This hot saga features a young man who finds out that he's the luckiest guy in the world—his cum puts the beautiful women at his work into a blissful, obedient trance. But as he uses this power more and more, he begins to lose control on his morality...and wonders if he's supposed to be a “good guy” anymore at all. Other books in this series are “Owning My Boss” and “Owning My Ex,” both a continuation of Victor's ever-growing harem of delectably endowed beauties. 
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.
* * * * *
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 facepalm 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.
* * * * *
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 San Paulo 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.
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * *
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 San Paulo City University and Hamilton, and though they weren’t at odds academically or in sports, there was a clear divide between their student bodies. 
San Paulo 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 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.
* * * * *
“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. 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.”
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * *
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.
* * * * *
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.
“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.
* * * * *
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.
* * * * *
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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Gang Up: Overload
This hot saga centers on a dystopian town where the men are all huge, endowed biker studs and the women are eagerly fertile, servile babes aching to be the chosen mate of the biggest hunk around. When a new gang shows up on their turf, a love quadrangle explodes...and in every story in this series, the only way to solve the problems started is through an immense gangbang. It continues the babymaking gangbang action in “Gang Up: Lust War” and “Gang Up: The Big Gang Theory.”
It was close to done now. Brall’s men had been fucking girl for more than an hour, and with there being six of them and only one of her, she was finally starting to tire out. They worked inside a circle of small white stones, standing on thick jet black sand in a small valley between the rocky, desert hills beyond the town of Temple.
Not long ago, the girl was a prospect for marriage in Temple. Might be she could have ended up with some rich merchant or even a tradesman of some kind, or even married into the Family—the gang that owned Temple. But she was a gorgeous girl. Thick-waisted, with enormous breasts and a face that could melt any heart, save possibly for Brall’s. But even he had smiled at her once or twice as she served him drinks in her tight little corsets and tiny skirts. A rare honor, one she bragged of often. Not many earned Brall’s favor. Fewer kept it for long.
Brall was an enormity. Just over seven feet tall, his weight far past three hundred pounds. All of it muscle and bone. His hair thick and dark, running down halfway past his shoulders in a tangled mess. A beard gathered densely around his face. Under the night sky, he was shirtless, wearing only ragged canvas jeans that wrapped tight around the bulging muscles of his thighs. His immense chest gleamed in the light, thick with sweat from the heat pouring out off the bonfires they had arranged.
Vivienne was the girl’s name. She had stood up well to the indoctrination. Six of Brall’s finest men had pounded her voluptuous body and for every step of the way she had urged them on, swallowing their cum deep and moaning with hot lust as more and more of their cum spilled on her devilishly hot curves. 
There was a glazed, orgasmic smile on her face. It had been there since the men started. She had been on her knees, calling out for more and more men. Only three men, technically, were required to perform the rite of passage on a new girl, making her officially one of the Cauldron Girls. Most girls asked for four, to ensure that all knew how enthusiastic they were about being owned and fucked by the soldiers of the Cauldron. 
But Vivienne had asked for six huge studs to break her body and mind. That was as many as Brall had ever seen. Only a few others had been able to manage so many. Vivienne loved it. All those cocks pounding into her at once. All of her lusciously developed curves covered in a gooey, shiny mixture of cum from several biker warriors. Her thighs glistened with the hot substance, her mouth and face was sticky with it. None of the men seemed to mind all the cum everywhere. They had seen it all before, on different girls. Hell, they had participated in it—each soldier got to indoctrinate sooner or later.
This, the gang bang, was the indoctrination. Claiming Vivienne. Making her a member of the Cauldron and the Cauldron alone. After this, all of Temple would know that no other sort of man could ever have her. Only the Cauldron. And if anyone tried, they’d be strung up and left for dead in the middle of town, where everyone would see, and everyone would get the message.
Because Vivienne was gorgeous. Gorgeous girls in Temple belonged to the Cauldron, as far Brall was concerned, and the Cauldron belonged to Brall. They rode for him, they fought for him, and they killed for him, and nobody nowhere would ever stand in the way of what he wanted. 
Yesterday, the leader of the Family had died. An old man. His time past due in this overheated wasteland, every breath a labor and every movement worked through a fog of radiation and terror. 
His strength was what had kept the Family together; his confidence the mesh by which their various equipments found a common holding. Temple was a battleground, a fertile ground in a land where there was almost no fertile ground left. It was fertile for farming, and so fertile for commerce—and for Brall, fertile for drugs, guns, and trade. 
He and the Family had battled much, but the old Skull leader, Titus, had kept him at bay. A crafty one, Titus. Always with three or four extra plans for every move Brall made. 
No matter, now. Brall’s sights were on Temple for good. And yes—Titus’s daughter, Abigail, who had denied him for so long.
Vivienne collapsed in the stone circle, the last man finally done with her, ejaculating hard down her thoroughly-fucked throat. Two other men stroked themselves off on her face, all that cum hitting her all at the same time. Vivienne shivered in bliss, suckling up as much as she could, and then fell. The men wiped themselves off on her lovely body, a few giving her an admiring pat on the ass or hair.
“She’s in,” Brall said to his second-in-command, Carthage.
Carthage, a huge black man made for wars and warring, nodded and signaled to the troops. The initiates began to clean it all up. 
soldiers, his veterans, had women at their sides already, women who passionately stroked their men’s cocks while they had witnessed the indoctrination. These women had been indoctrinated themselves, willingly. They’d give up anything to have it happen again, to feel the lust of so many primal warriors piling into their hot, fertile bodies once more. Brall’s power over the men, therefore, gave him terrible power over the women. At any time, he could give any last one of them their true heart’s desire in a furious gang bang. 
But Abigail yet eluded him. Daughter of another gang. Owned by the Family.
He would take her, and then she would be his, forever.
* * * * *
Thunder of dozens of engines powered through the cemetery air. The old King was dead. All that was left now was to crown the new one. 
All atop an old hill outside town they had gathered. Family and Kin and citizens alike. All of them paying their respects for the old ways. None of them knowing yet that new ways were upon them, seizing their underbellies hard and fast and furious. The day was hot, but the days were always hot out there in the apocalyptic wastes leftover after the Long War. 
Several hills formed a perimeter around Temple, part of its natural defenses. The cemetery had been started long ago by Titus, the very man buried there that day, Case’s father, and it had started off as small thing on the hill, barely taking up a portion of its space. Now the graves were overcrowded and often the Family would not bother to report the dead of those who were not members of their warrior circle. The Family were the only ones who mattered, after all. Titus had taught them that. 
Bikes made the din of the day, crowding out every noise. No one could talk and hear themselves; it was the entire Family warrior retinue revving their bikes, sending Titus off to the afterlife. They would go on for five or ten minutes yet and then file back down to the Family’s Compound and garage their bikes. After that, there would be a lot of drinking and fucking and then the men would file back out once again, but this time into the wastes to retrieve wealth for the town of Temple. 
The grave was nice enough and the tombstone made from real granite, not limestone like so many of the others circulated upon the embankment. Case was pleased with the arrangement, if not his father’s death. It had not come at a good time for him. Probably a murder never did, though. 
If he could, Case would throw all of his resources at finding out who was responsible for his father's murder. But there was no time for that—the fabric of society in Temple was fragile, and always needed more attention.
Another two years, maybe, and Case would have had everything well in hand. Brall and his damnable Cauldron would have been taken care of, Troy would have been quietly killed off, and he would have married Abigail the very same week his father died. That had always been his mind.
The patrons began to file back out down toward the town. Case stayed at the grave, watching them go. Abigail had gone with them, had gone with her mother, Sandra, before leaving Case with a short hug around his muscled form, which was all she was able to give him in public. It was not enough. He wanted all of his stepsister, and he wanted her all the time.
Then Case was left alone at the top of the hill with a shovel in his hand and a hole to fill and nothing but time to do it with. Case shoved his boot into the dirt, walking around the grave. They had buried the old man with his bike—or the shell of it, anyway. The engine was too good to throw away and probably Brall’s people would have tried to steal out the grave if anything valuable was left behind. The Cauldron might have had a code, and were damnably disciplined, but they didn’t have morals. 
Even with his size, which was considerable, Case had plenty of stamina. Plenty of endurance. His muscles were large and the leather vest denoting his status as a leader of the Family fit tight around bulging lats and rock-like trap muscles. He was about six foot five, his body tapered and almost deceptive in the way sometimes he would look lean, even though every part of his body was overloaded with hard, dense, work-earned muscle.
It took Case a good hour to fill in the hole and then he rode back down to town himself, following the same path as everyone else. The streets of Temple were paved with broken concrete, holes layered over with gravel and sometimes black pitch. There were a few sturdy buildings—the bank, the armory, the eponymous temple itself—but besides that everything outside the Family’s Compound was made to break. Boards and clay and tents. On the far east side of Temple, outside the town's walls, was the shantytown where Brall and his Cauldron reigned. He was a problem, and Case had known it to be so. But Troy wanted to deny the collected power of so many people under such a man as Brall, and Titus had lost his teeth with age. Once upon a time, it would have been war, right away, after the first suspicion that Brall had taken a trade shipment from the Family. 
Old days, gone away now. But Case would start new days, and better times. All he needed was a little luck. 
The Family's Compound was a series of squat concrete buildings reinforced with steel and layered over again with lead. A safe place from the ever-oozing radiation of the world outside. 
The bar in the Compound, the Mud Pit, was open to pretty much anyone with money. Traders would come in and spend their dime there on the Family’s whores and good moonshine. But anyone who wasn’t Family, or didn’t give the Family good regular money, took their chances by being present. Death was common, and fights more common still.
From just outside the poorly-painted building, Case could hear the reverie. Stories being swapped by old timers and veterans at the near end of their riding time themselves. Lots of swashbuckling bravado being spouted about Brall and the Cauldron by the younger men—each one to a man, almost, being one of Case’s men. 
The men were divided up now between belonging to Case and belonging to Troy. Troy had been Titus's second-in-command, and had earned much loyalty from his duty to the Family. And always, there was the talk of his sister, Robin—probably the most beautiful girl in the entirety of the wasteland.
But Case and Troy were at odds to running the family. Case knew it; Troy knew it; everybody knew it. They had to consolidate power soon or else all of Titus's work would be for nothing. The peace was uneasy between the Family and the Cauldron. It rested only on the fact that not a single drop of blood of either side had been shed so far. Not even in bar fights. Brall’s men were disciplined, Case had to give the man that. 
The second Case walked inside the Mud Pit, the swarming chatter reduced to a somber rumble. Case pointed to the bartender and ordered everyone up another round on the house—the whole night on Case, as a matter of fact—and there was a cheer went up behind him as he walked to the back. 
Troy sat at one end of the bar and Sandra the other. Both blamed one another for Titus’s death, gunned down in the open street. No witnesses—and in the town of Temple, no witnesses only meant that everyone who knew was paid off, loyal, or dead. Temple was too small for no witnesses. 
The idea was that Troy had murdered Titus to gain power; or that Sandra had murdered Titus to put her stepson in power, who she had always favored so much. Case rejected both of these hypotheses; too distasteful by half. But Case would have to deal with the dislike between Troy and Sandra, and soon. They weren’t the allies he wanted, but there was a war coming with Brall. 
Like Titus always said, you don’t go to war with the army you want. You go to war with the army you have. 
* * * * *
There was a cloud of grief hanging over The Mud Pit, and Robin wanted no part of it. She lived in a cloud of grief. For everyone else to be feeling sad only made her feelings seem all the more disingenuous. But there was no one to talk to—no one who understood, anyway. 
Abigail was Robin’s best friend, and her advice wasn’t ever any good.
“Just kill him.” Abigail would say. “I’ve fought off five or six guys like that. No one seemed to mind.”
“You weren’t killing your own clan, though.”
Abigail would grin at that. As if maybe to say—just give me the chance.
Across the bar, she saw Troy looking at her again. Eyes roaming up and down her body. Her stepbrother was an enormous brute, thicker almost than he was tall and far too cunning to ever take for granted. If Robin had a little more time, in a year or two, she might have been able to take over for Sandra’s position as auditor, deciding where to send out the Family for loot. And she might have decided to send Troy out into the White Waste, a heavily radiated area blasted by nuclear energy where no one ever returned...
A comforting thought, but not a real one. Troy glanced at her again. Robin caught his glance this time, glaring back at him and then rolling her eyes. He just grinned. 
Robin was used to male attention. She was a looker, or so Troy said. So many men said. Blue eyes. Her hair a deep, dark chestnut color and vibrantly thick. Her body was athletic, toned with muscle from the hard-living in the wastes, but she had trouble finding clothes to fit over the impressively large bust she sported. Even now, sitting at the bar after a funeral, her button-up blouse only managed to close just above the line of her nipples, leaving a long line of enticing cleavage open for any prying eyes. Her neck, slender and fair, was like a handle for any of the strong men in the bar to pin and fuck her against the wall until she was begging to be bred for years and years, begging to be relieved of all thoughts of responsibility and worry. 
And she knew it. A Family girl knew exactly what her place was, or else. 
Titus had taken a soft spot for Robin. Protected her for all the years that Troy had wanted to fuck her brutally and invoke his right of clan on her body. But now Titus was dead.
The right of clan was taken from time to time to ensure that a family’s bloodline was protected. It would never result in marriage—that was strictly forbidden. Families, even stepsisters and stepbrothers, could not be allowed to intermingle. After the Long War had devastated so much of the population—Robin had heard estimates as high as ninety-five percent of everyone just being gone—the humans left had a population to rebuild. That couldn’t happen well by intermixing self-same bloodlines through marriage. 
But. A bloodline could be continued, if it was small enough and its clan felt threatened, by invoking the right of clans, whereupon a stepfather could take a stepdaughter, or a stepbrother a stepsister, solely to get them pregnant. 
Robin knew that Troy jerked off to just such a thought. She knew it because he told her almost every day, that sick grin on his face.
She had lived in fear. Now, with Titus dead, she lived in terror. 
Case walked across the bar and spoke to his stepmother, Sandra, and then across the other way and spoke with Troy. 
Sandra was a small woman with deeply tanned skin. Nearing forty, she was almost the oldest of any woman that Robin had seen in her life. Easily the oldest who looked as good as she did. Her hair, dark and full, still retained some shine, and her skin had not yet developed overmuch the telltale wrinkles from years of radiation exposure. She stayed inside as much as she could and lived easy, ensuring to only eat the crops nearby which had been crafted with safe conditions. It was an expensive way to live, to be sure, but the wife of the Family’s leader could afford it. 
Titus had run the overall decisions of the Family. Who to attack. Who to trade with. Where to fortify and where to retreat. The Family’s region was nearly the size of the entire Texan panhandle, with several towns under their purview, and all of their strength relied on Titus’s clear decision making. But it had been Sandra who ensured that warriors were fed, that supplies were delivered, and yes, that women were passed out equally. Warriors had to be taken care of with plenty of fresh, willing pussy.
Any man in the Family could take any woman he wanted. But Sandra, as the Matron, held final say as to whether a woman would be able to be married in. A woman had to have the right mix, she would say, of eagerness and submission. Knowing how to anticipate her man’s needs. Knowing how to cook for him, to clean for him, to keep the home free of filth and distasteful activities. 
A rider for the Family could spend weeks or sometimes even months away on business, protecting their home. How awful it would be for him, then, to return to his haven and find it ill-kept. A woman had to know her place, and Sandra kept all the girls in line. Looking pretty, smiling amiably, never talking back. Robin believed all of this with her heart and soul. She burned inside to some day be a good wife for a strong, sure man who could lead her around, fuck her rotten, breed her stupid until she was drooling out praises and mindlessly sucking on his cock for hours at a time.
That Abigail got away with doing absolutely none of that must have driven Sandra wild, but Titus had favored the girl and treated her like a son, even though she was not his natural daughter. He’d always wanted two boys, he would say, taking Abigail and Case out on some hunt or raid. 
Case, Sandra, Abigail and Troy walked to the back room, the conference room. Robin watched them go past and then turned back to the bar, ordering another beer.
“No,” said Sandra. “Inside.”
“What?”
“You may as well get used to it now. There’s no stopping it.”
This surprised Robin. She ran the numbers for the gang’s legitimate businesses—Titus had always wanted her to be the face of their public side. She was a chameleon—able to slide effortlessly between the leather-and-denim world of The Mud Pit and the suits-and-skirts land of the rich traders who came in from Dallas, a bustling metropolis which was still standing from all accounts (if, of course, rather drastically reduced in size and population from the Long War). From the brutally primal warrior men of the Family, she was afforded, if not respect, at least deference in matters of money. 
But now Titus was dead. 
And Troy was alive and well—her stepbrother, so hulking and terrifying. Eyes always on her. Waiting to have her alone with him in the house. Maybe in charge soon, if Case didn't edge him out. Or kill him.
God, wasn't that a lovely thought? Big, strong Case, strangling Troy to death. Maybe Robin could cheer him on while it happened.
Not that she would, of course. It was just a fantasy. Troy had fucked with her life for far too long to not fantasize about such things.
They stepped inside the conference room and circled around. Overhead was a long hanging light, the sort that went over a pool table. Pre-war pictures of dogs and landscapes were on the wall. Robin sat in one corner. Abigail sat next to Case, and Troy far down the table on one end. Sandra sat across from him, glaring coldly.
“There’s a problem here and we’ve got to sort it,” said Case. 
“I don’t see a problem at all,” said Troy. The rubber lining around the table squealed and shifted in his hands. 
Case gave him a look. “I want us to find some agreement amenable to both of us, all right? We’ve got to get along. Otherwise those Cauldron bastards will run right over us.”
Troy had something else smart to say, Robin could tell. But he swallowed the remark and nodded. 
“Okay,” said Case. “We need to bring our families together. Titus talked about it all the time. You had your loyalty to him. All the work you two did for one another.”
“He was my blood.”
“And I’m not. And I know that. But I know you respect blood. And I know as much as you want other things, you don’t want war with the good men you’ve fought with. And you don’t want the Cauldron to ruin everything we’ve made.”
“You been thinking hard, boy. But you’re dead wrong if you thinking you walk out here in charge.”
“I’m proposing a joint rule. Everyone on the council gets a vote, and we each get a veto. That way, we aren’t stepping on each other’s toes.”
Titus had, beneath his own rule, set up a council of sorts of veteran riders and even women. Well, one woman—Sandra. But he had let it slip that he wanted Robin on the council in the future. 
Case let that simmer for a minute.
“And?” Troy's posture languid, unimpressed.
“And,” said Case, “you’re to mate Sandra. After a year passes.”
Troy snorted. “A year?”
“She’s got to show mourning. Otherwise all the boys, they’ll get ideas about what happened. Not me, you understand. I know you’re clean as—”
The chair banged as it hit the wall. “If you think for a minute those boys will suspect me—”
“People suspect any old thing, Troy! But only if you let them. You wait a year. You’ll have the biggest estate in the region under your control.”
Part of being the boss was owning the most land. 
“And what do you get out of that, huh? Pimping out your mother like that? Who are you mating to?”
Robin gulped. She had already put it together. It was simple addition, really—and these men had just reduced her to a number for acquisition.
Case turned right to her. “Robin.”
* * * * *
The shopkeeper was old and small, nearly fifty in a land that tolerated almost no one over thirty. His skin hung loose on his bones and his hair was all whittled and white. Abigail, smiling, picked up a long gold chain with a curious small jeweled pendant. It was not pretty—nothing really was pretty anymore, unless you were talking about Temple women—but it was nice enough.
“That’s seven.”
“Seven?” Abigail shook her head. 
“...Six?”
If she wanted, she could easily flirt with the shopkeeper and convince him to just give her the jewelry. She had done so before, with other traders, before she learned of the greater power she possessed by being in the Family. But Abigail was a beautiful woman—even in the town of Temple, known all across the Texan region for holding some of the most gorgeous women left in the world. Her body was stacked with huge 36E breasts, her waist narrow, her hair golden and long. Bright ice blue eyes shone out from her almost unreal beauty, her entire face capable of melting men to pieces with a simple little pout. 
But she did not pout—she smiled, small and cruel. She had done this before. 
“Why don’t we go to my brother, and let him decide how much it ought to be?”
Sweat ran down the shopkeeper’s brow. He knew the score. He had, most likely, known before Robin even walked inside. But it was just occurring to him now how screwed he really was.
The shopkeeper shook his head quick. “N-no. That’s all right. You know what? Why don’t you take it?”
“Just take it? I couldn’t leave you with nothing.”
“Oh, then...half of one? Then...”
Abigail’s smile was dead inside; she waited for the shopkeeper to notice.
“No,” he said again. “No, no. My gift to you.”
Abigail knew how to live in the world as it was, now. Her father had taught her history. 
The Long War had torn everything apart. Ruined everything. Civilization did not necessarily crumble—too ingrained for that—but it did fray and burn, like a quilt left over a burning fire. Pieces remained, none of them truly part of the fabric that had once been.
After the war, with so many men fighting, there had been an excess amount of women. Only the prettiest—the sexiest, the most willing to submit and comply—had been left. Others had been left behind and unused, unbred. Women now were largely busty, largely wide of hip and narrow of waist. Their bodies beautiful in every way, some voluptuous and some skinny and some slender and some athletic and some a mixture—but always lovely. Always pleasing to men. Otherwise they would not be alive. 
Men got bigger and meaner, then, the ones who were left. To fight over the women who had survived. It was possible to think that with all the women being so pretty, it was impossible to tell which ones were truly more attractive than others—but the body knew. The body always knew. Cocks knew, and pussies too. 
Abigail knew she was horribly attracted to Robin, for example, but the only worse thing than her attraction to her stepbrother was an attraction to a woman; at the end of the day, even a stepbrother could get a stepsister pregnant and give her that perfect feeling of purpose in her life. Two women could not say the same thing for each other, and that was inexcusable in the new order. Lesbian forays were permitted, but only for the display to and pleasure of men. 
Their town, Temple, was one of only five or six such towns that they knew about. Sometimes they would get traders coming in with tales from the East and the North—big protected, shielded supercities that were relatively untouched by the Long War. But Temple was not one of those places. They lived where the Long War had not spread, in the hot badlands of what once was Texas. 
The closest city was Dallas, and Abigail had never been there. They had law there, and order. 
In Temple, the order was the Family, and the law was whatever the Family decided.
The Cauldron, fools that they were, thought they would infringe on the Family’s territory—to their demise, most likely. Other gangs had tried, and Abigail had seen many of them fall. 
And so, Abigail operated with the shopkeeper with perfect confidence, knowing that she didn’t even have to use her considerable feminine qualities to get what she wanted. All she really had to use was reputation.
The door rang—or tinged really, a small piece of tin hitting brass on the edge of the poorly crafted door. 
Like a mountain in motion, Brall walked in. He did not make a pretense of looking around at other items. He was there for one object, and one object only—Abigail. She knew it as well as he. 
Brall wanted Abigail. He had made no secret of this. Even Titus had known, before he died. It was one of the few times that the brutal wasteland barbarian-turned-warlord had offered any kind of a deal. Common terms of open negotiation for business in Temple, so long as Brall was able to indoctrinate Abigail into his gang. 
“Indoctrinate.” Abigail scoffed inwardly. As if that were any term for a gang bang. 
Titus had refused, of course. Abigail was a Family member. She would never be allowed to suffer under the brutal gang bang tutelage that the Cauldron required. 
“Hello Abigail,” said Brall. “Fancy meeting you here.”
“I doubt its coincidence.” She shook her head. “Who do you have following me today? The one with the lazy eye? Or maybe that fellow who carries a hook around?”
He smiled. “Neither. You’re important enough for a man to do his own recon work for.”
She supposed he meant it as flattery. Being such an important, strong man, following her himself. 
Abigail’s place, in his world—or any man’s world—was as an object.
There wasn’t much of a place in the world anymore for women. If a girl didn’t have a man’s approval or protection, she was basically walking naked through the streets. Forced marriages were common. Many women said they got used to them...but if they didn’t say that, Abigail knew, they’d have hell to pay.
Case was her protection. The biggest, baddest guy in the region. Or at least, he almost was. Only Brall was the clear stand-out tough guy who could top Case’s reputation.
Brall was bigger. Tougher. Monstrous, really. In a town full of monsters like Troy and Case and even Brall’s second, Carthage—Brall was the worst. Everyone knew it. 
And he wanted Abigail, according to him, worse than he had ever wanted anyone or anything.
It was an exhilarating feeling. If every part of her didn’t already feel completely owned by Case, she would have probably easily accepted. Brall was a hunk and that was easy enough to see. Probably hung like a fire hydrant. 
Hell, she might have accepted now except for a couple of small reasons, like sparking a war that might kill her entire clan and the fact that Brall would never, ever just accept a simple fuck from her. Brall fucked for keeps—his cock didn’t touch anyone he didn’t own. 
Of course, since Case's cock didn't touch anyone he didn't own, and Abigail had been thoroughly fucked by Case's cock over and over again, she could feel the appeal of Brall's ownership easily enough.
“Your father’s dead,” he said. 
“I had noticed.”
“His stupid decisions kept you from me. But we both know that was wrong of him. You should be mine. There’ll be peace in it. Lots of blood avoided.”
“That’s why you want me?” Slowly, Abigail gripped the knife she kept right above her waist. “To avoid blood?”
Abigail’s knife was a gift a long time ago from Titus. It was a wicked, curved thing, shaped like a crescent moon. The blade was hard steel.
He smiled. “You know why I want you, girl. You know why it is I deserve you.”
“That’s big talk from a man who isn’t even welcome in this part of town. If any of my brother’s men see you this close to me, they’ll shoot you.”
“They better shoot on target, then. Else they’ll wake up with their guts in their mouths.”
He closed the distance between them, pushing her up against the wall. His hands so big on her shoulders The shopkeeper sputtered out some protest. Silence overwhelmed him the second Brall turned his head.
“I want to fuck you for days,” said Brall. “God, you even smell pretty. Do you know that? Of course you do. I want to ruin your life, girl. I truly do. I want to ruin every last thought you'll ever have with my cock.” His hands ran up her waist, gripping tight. His grip was rough and hard, and Abigail fought to ignore the hot excitement she felt at his urgency in needing her. She had been bred, after all, to reward exactly this sort of forward behavior. Her cunt sang with the need to give in—submit, submit, please, lick, suck, submit!
But she wanted Case. Her love for her brother was everything to her. Everything.
She pressed up into Brall’s crotch with her blade. Instantly, Brall’s eyes widened, and his touch relinquished. He tilted his head slowly, smiling without teeth.
“If you talk to me again, if I see you again,” she held the knife up against his cock, thickly outlined in his tight pants, “you will not have much to boast about for the rest of your life.”
Brall smiled at her. “If you try that, I’ll kill you.”
“If I try it, I very well might succeed. You wouldn’t be the first that this blade has tasted. And how would you like that? Can you risk it?”
He let her go, slow. Desire still burning in his eyes.
Despite all her bravado, Abigail was a bit terrified. But the terror only encouraged her lustful rage that he would touch her. She wanted to be wanted, it was true—she wanted to be admired by all, held in high opinion by each and every man she came across. But she wanted to do it at Case’s side. No one else. Her heart thrummed with the need for all to know that her brother’s cock was the only one she had ever tasted, the only one she had ever had enter her. 
Brall, exquisite a specimen of manhood though he was, was not her brother. And therefore, he would not do. 
Slowly, he backed away. “I leave you, now. But you know where to find me once you change your mind.” He smiled. “And I know where to find you.”
“You’ll find me in your nightmares, animal. Fearing slaughter like every other pig.”
But despite her words, she found it hard to catch her breath, and harder still to fight the desire roiling in her pussy. She needed to find Case, right away, and work this out.
* * * * *
Brall returned to the shantytown outside of Temple. In truth, the shantytown was not much worse off than Temple itself; it simply did not have walls around its edges to create protection nor any solid stone-and-steel buildings to create legitimacy. But otherwise, much the same. Buildings wrought from spare sheet metal, some houses built from the stacked, hollowed-out bodies of automobiles that no longer operated, pathways paved with long boards over puddles of mud that could have been inches or feet deep. 
His headquarters was a large tent bordered by a line of turned over tanks and a long trench, a moat really, filled with broken glass and gears.
Inside of the tent were a number of beds. Carpeting on the ground where there wasn’t shined and polished wood. A small liquor cabinet. A heavy table loaded down with navigational tools and maps—so valuable now in the days beyond regular communication with others. There was a long rack with several guns and a wickedly-bladed axe and a crowbar painted yellow. There was a small fire in the middle of the tent that was kept just beneath smoldering. Outside there was a couple of women tending a large fire, every so often bringing a coal in to keep the tent warm. They had done that for nearly three months now and the tent had not been cold once. 
Cauldron women knew their place. They knew their jobs. They would not dare to deny a man like Brall. The Family had gotten too lax in showing women their proper place. 
Along one side of the tent was a long couch they had taken from a city well past the borders of Texas. There had been plenty of men and women in that city once, and now there none—now there were a great many corpses and women who served at the command of Brall and the Cauldron. If the men had surrendered, Brall would have let them live. He could always use conscripts for his army. Servants to take care of what the army needed. The Cauldron had a code. But the men didn’t submit, and Brall had been clear about what that would mean for them. War was war, after all; life was war.
On the couch was his second, Carthage, enjoying the services of a skinny broad with thick dark hair.
The girl’s name was Miranda, as far as Brall could remember. Last week, Brall and Carthage had picked her up in the middle of a raid on a drug lab outside their border. Stupid Deathheads thinking they could get away with selling their own product in Brall’s market. 
Carthage took a liking to Miranda. Busty and short, hair stretching shiny all the way down to her ass, she was Carthage’s type. She was cooing something in Carthage’s ear, stroking his enormous cock underneath a blanket. 
This was fairly normal for Carthage. Hell, for Brall. Why would he mind? There was a blanket. 
“How long before that Sooner crew gets here? I want those reinforcements soon.”
His entire body burned with lust for Abigail. If he had to burn down Temple to get her, then so be it.
Of course, he couldn't really burn down Temple. They had too many plans for the town. It's fertility was impossible to ignore, like a beautiful woman just on the cusp of knowing her true place in the world. The Cauldron's plan—Brall and Carthage's plan—had always been to take Temple for their own. 
But the want of Abigail, burning down the town was damnably tempting.
“A few days at most.” Carthage reached over and grabbed a piece of paper, handing it to Brall. “Wire came in this morning. Said a dust storm put them on the delay.”
Brall took the paper and read it and then balled it up and threw it against the edge of the tent. He took the heavy map table at one end and overturned it, taking a leg off with one hand and then bashing into the liquor cabinet with the other. 
Carthage watched all this, apparently nonplussed. Miranda tried to slide off but the huge black man kept her in place with a single hand around her tiny waist.
“I take it you want to attack sooner than that?”
Slowly, Brall began to calm. “Yes. I want it sooner than that.”
“It’s not like you to be so impulsive.” Carthage wavered. “Mostly, anyway.”
“It’s different this time.”
“How?” Carthage grunted, his face lighting up. “H-Hold on.”
Grunting, he took Miranda by the back of the head and shoved her underneath the blanket. Right there in front of Brall, she sucked Carthage dry, moaning and mewling. 
Sexuality between the two men was nothing new. Women were the spoils of war and they had always taken what they wanted; any sense of propriety about where and when to fuck had long ago been stripped away by the sheer excitement of fucking some willing, wet, eager submissive beauty just after a battle, when always there were dozens waiting on them. In this new and ancient world, nothing got a woman going like watching blood spilled for her.
“There is a girl.”
“Of course there is!” Carthage laughed. “You always have a girl. Always a girl, and always you are confused. Have you noticed a correlation?”
“You’re not listening.”
“I have.” Carthage huffed now, close to cumming. “Noticed a correlation, I mean.”
“There is a girl,” Brall said again, his tone humming dangerously low. “She is meant to be mine. I know this for a fact.”
“You’ve known that for a fact in the past, as I recall.” Carthage’s head rolled back. Miranda must have been very good. “With Sara. And Hannah. Yolanda. Eve.”
“They were all...” Brall searched for a moment. “They were unworthy. This one is different.”
“Of course she is.”
Finally, Carthage erupted in Miranda’s mouth. She moaned with hot pleasure, swallowing him down, every drop. Some heavy spurts landed on her nose and eyes, and she slid them up with one finger and sucked them dry. When she was done, Carthage pushed her off, and she crawled away, cumdrunk and giggling. 
“Now,” said Carthage, a relaxed smile on his face. “What do you want to do about her, then?”
“It’s complicated.”
“How is it complicated? You want a woman, and you take her.”
“She is...claimed. More or less.”
“More?” Carthage asked. “Or less?”
“It’s complicated. I do not think she has a husband. But her status is protected in the town.”
“The town will be yours, ours,” Carthage grinned, “soon enough. I would not worry over such things if I were you.”
“I do not worry,” Brall snapped. “You asked me why I was in a mood. She is the mood. That is all.”
Carthage considered this for some time.
“Women like to be wooed. Find someone she does not like and destroy him in front of her. That should make her grateful enough.”
These were brutal men and brutal times, and the logic made only perfect sense to Brall’s violent disposition.
* * * * *
After the incident with Brall, Abigail needed to cool off somehow—or let out some of the hot pressure that the hulking brute had created inside of her pussy. 
The Family's garage was possibly the most ornate of any structure in the town. Built inside of an old pre-war government building, designed almost by itself to withstand the blasts of bombs from the enormous conflict. The building—and a few other buildings like it—were why Temple had been founded by the Family in the first place. The town was pre-equipped with bunkers and shelter; pre-equipped as a base for any conflict that might occur. That the land was fertile was a nice bonus. Probably men and women would have drifted to the sturdy, tall buildings regardless to get some protection from the ceaseless raiders and threats that the wastes churned out. 
Auto parts filled the walls. Shiny chrome and dark steel intermingling in a sort of neoclassical fashion so alien to the waste beyond these walls. 
Case was working on someone's bike, not his own. Clearly bothered still by grief, by all this sudden responsibility. He worked on bikes when he wanted to be alone.
Just from looking at Case, she felt like her body had melted into nothing. All she wanted to be was a puddle at his feet, forever surrounding the warmth of his skin. Warming him, warmed by him. Touching him, touched by him. Loving him, loved by him. They were alone in the garage. 
Long ago, she had been confused about her feelings for her brother. So many would say it was wrong. Most, even. But Abigail had learned not to care. It was easier to surrender to her desire. It was easier to accept where she knew she belonged in the world. 
“Hey, big bro.”
The words were innocent enough, but not in the way she said them.
“Hey, sis.”
His tone was cautionary. 
“Where is everyone?” she asked. “Out for duties already?”
“Training. With Troy. I wanted to look through everyone’s bikes. Give them one last check.”
“Like Titus used to do.”
“Yeah. Like he used to do.”
The way they were positioned in the garage, no one would be able to see them do anything without Abigail or Case hearing them first. The side entrance was on the other wall, and the front bay doors were closed. Their bodies were completely hidden behind row after row of metal and leather. Abigail pushed her hands forward on her brother’s thighs, loving his strong, dense tissue. 
“Come on,” he said. “I’m stressed. We can’t do this. I’ve got to take care of...”
His voice trailed off. Abigail let off a small wicked grin, her hands massaging the shape of his thick cock through his jeans. 
“I want it,” Abigail moaned. “I really, really do. I’ve been burning all day for it...”
“Come on. Haven’t you heard? I’m gonna be a married man soon.”
Abigail frowned. Not a subject she was fond of. She loved Robin—truly did. She was a terrific friend. And often Abigail had these hot fantasies of them being more than just friends, even serving Case together at the same time...but the thought of Robin being Case's personal property, his breeding pet, his fertile fuckwife darling, made Abigail's stomach turned. Robin was gorgeous, and Case would forget all about how he wanted to fuck Abigail until she was too pregnant to walk. 
But she didn’t have to show Case those fears. More flies with honey, and all of that.
“But that doesn’t mean you and I stop having fun, does it?” Her lips brushed against his slow. “It doesn’t stop us from being brother and sister, does it, big bro? Won’t you still love me?”
“Of course I’ll love you, Abigail.”
She giggled softly and kissed him deeper, her tongue probing into his mouth. Finally now, he kissed her back, his hand sliding through her thick golden hair. Abigail moaned, pressing her slight frame against his huge, tough body. Loving how thick he was, the way her huge tits flattened on his muscles, how soft and pliable she felt in those strong arms. 
Abigail bent over and pulled at his zipper slowly, smiling.
“Come on, big bro. Just let me suck you and we’ll forget about this, okay?” Her hand wrapped around his revealed cock, already stiffening. “God, you’re so big. Please, let me suck it?”
Case nodded briefly. It was all the invitation that Abigail needed. Her mouth immediately slid around his shaft. Deep, happy moans emanated from her body. When his cock continued to grow, she jerked the base of her shaft in one hand. Hot saliva lubricated the skin.
There was nothing in the whole world better than sucking her brother off. She had adored it since the very first time—when he showed up in her room in the middle of the night and slipped into her bed. At first it had just been a repeat of a very normal activity—he would visit her in the night after a raid or a hard day in the shop and hold her tight, and she would feel safe and protected in the terrible wastes of the world. 
But one night he came in, with his cock hard already. It was a few years back, after they had both turned eighteen. They hadn’t spoken at all. She simply turned into his body and wrapped her hand around his thick manhood—and then her mouth. 
So it was now. As good as the first time, if not even better. His sweaty, salty meat so delicious and nourishing in her body. 
She could feel him shifting, pulsing. His hips thrusting up into her face. So close, now—so close! This was how he always acted right before exploding in her mouth. She had learned her brother’s habits inside and out.
“Stop.”
Case tugged her off his cock.
“But I-I wanna...”
Abigail didn’t understand. Had she done something wrong? But she sucked him how she always, always had...
“Wasn’t it good?”
“It was...it was great.”
He spurted, slightly. The cum landed on Abigail's hands and she licked it up slow. A shiver of small orgasm passed through him. But the load was slight—Abigail knew his loads were dense and huge, and always portents of so much, much more to be delivered in her body.
“I’m going to be married soon. And I’m the boss now.”
Oh, she thought. He didn’t want a blowjob. That was fine by her. 
The last time he fucked her, he said he’d gone too far. He said he thought he had started fucking with her head. They had fucked maybe four or five dozen times—it was hard to keep count. At first it was gentle and passionate, the two young siblings exploring one another’s bodies as was only natural. But then it became...all so dirty and hot. 
He would make her promise she belonged to him. He fucked her until she begged to be his mate, to only be fucked by him, to only know his cock. To be bred by him—damn the consequences. She agreed to all of it. So hot and perfect and fun. She wanted all of it.
“So...so you want to fuck me again? You said we couldn’t anymore, but I don’t care, Case. I’ll do it. I’ll fuck my big bro’s boss cock any day—”
“So,” said Case, “I’ll be under more scrutiny. I can’t have the community knowing about us.”
“Who cares what they know?”
“Because the people care about the image. They want a boss who’s married and not fucking his sister.”
Abigail shrugged. “Give them a generation of watching you fuck me rotten, and they’ll get used to it. And if anybody else complains, just kill them.” Her eyes lit up, hands sliding up to his cock once again. “Gosh, you could kill of them for me...”
The thought lit her cunt on fire. Her warlord brother, destroying anyone who thought to indemnify them for their perfect, loving relationship.
“You’re crazy. Good lord.” He stood up, sliding himself back in his pants. “This is done. You and me. All this. No more blowjobs, no handjobs, no dirty little notes or looks. Done. Okay? I’ve got to be with Robin now. I’ll be good to her, don’t worry. I know you two are friends.”
Perhaps they were, thought Abigail. She watched her brother walk away, her desire stoked but not slaked. Needing more; needing her Man no matter the cost. 
Even a friendship was small potatoes compared to the value of true love.
* * * * *
Two days after Titus's burial, Abigail asked Robin to come with her on a walk through town, and Robin had of course agreed. She loved Abigail’s presence—her off-kilter look at the world, the cruel way she was able to simplify all problems down to sex and violence. 
There were even, she had to admit, certain physical benefits to being around Abigail. As much as Robin longed for a real man in her life, she'd never been able to find one who she thought was truly worthy of her time. And she and Abigail had participated in all those late-night practice sessions of kissing and loving, trying to be so ready for the men who would own them some day. Robin's body felt electrified every time she was in Abigail's presence. Her nipples stood up and out, her pussy ached gently, urging her to do something stupid with her friend.
But, joining Abigail was also just simple courtesy. Women weren’t much allowed, really, to walk alone through the streets. If a woman was taken against her will, a witness had to be present to account for it. Men always had plenty of witnesses to account to the contrary; a woman had to have her own witnesses, a woman witness—and always it was the woman’s word that was taken over the man’s. 
Women may have been a commodity, but men in this land had been built for fucking and killing, and so were not often trusted. 
They walked through the streets, Abigail with her eyes brazenly meeting anyone who dared to look at the two gorgeous beauties walking together. “Brall tried to come on to me again. Yesterday.”
“Again?” Robin laughed. “Gosh. He’s really into you. Do you want him, too?”
“Have you seen him? Of course I do. Just not as much as...some others.”
Robin was dressed that day in a light blue dress. Her walking boots had a small heel—every woman was expected to walk through life wearing heels. They were natural decorations for women, enhancing the length of the leg and the turn of the rear. Robin had started when she was under twelve to get the feel right. Her long, lovely legs looked fabulous encased in the tight leather. She took special pride in her legs. Often her tits were so prominent that men forgot to look there. It made her feel good to not be seen as just a nice set of tits, but rather, the whole package. Tits, legs, looks—and a brain smart enough to know her pretty little place.
Abigail had on tight knee-high boots, a significant heel to each. Her jeans were tight and largely intact—just a few holes, a luxury—showing off her tanned skin where they weren't. Her shirt was tight, expertly made in Dallas, a short jacket around her busty form. 
“I haven’t seen him,” said Robin. “Up close, I mean. Brall. I saw his speech last month, when he asked for terms.”
Everyone had seen him. Up on top of the ramparts at the edge of town, using a megaphone to make his case. Every muscle so huge. Bigger than Troy. Taller than Case. Robin had gotten an idea of his true scale when he stood next to the mammoth flag pole on the wall, and came up past the half-way point. 
Abigail shook her head. “Why don’t you have a man already? I mean, besides Case now, I guess.”
“Your dad wanted me working the accounts. I worked the accounts.”
“You do everything other people tell you to do?”
“Of course. I’m...” she shrugged. “I’m a good girl. I have to be. It’s the right thing to do.”
“How do you feel about being with Case?”
Robin shrugged. “Your brother is a good man. I am...I am honored to be with him.”
Only she wasn't, really. There was something just slightly off about what she felt about Case. But she thought, being a good girl, that she would grow into her affection of him. 
They stopped in front of the general store.
It was run by Calhoun, a younger man who once had ridden with the Family. But he lost his leg during a raid, and used his decommission pay to buy himself a new shop in Temple. His connections with the Family had, of course, enabled him to push anyone else trying to open up a general store right out of business.
Inside—speaking of the devil himself—was Brall.
Abigail squirmed slightly. “Go in there, would you?”
“That’s Brall in there.”
“So what?”
Robin shrugged. “He scares me, that’s all.”
“Don’t worry about it. Just get it, okay? If I go in, he won’t stop bothering me, and I just put the fear of God in him yesterday.”
“The fear of your knife, you mean.”
Abigail smiled. “Six in half, half-dozen the other. God’s nothing without a few blades to do his dirty work, huh?”
Gathering herself for a moment, Robin walked into the store. She didn't know what to expect from Brall except for nothing good. Her hope was that she could walk around for a moment and gather what she needed before he worked up the will to talk to her.
But instead he approached her right away. All confidence. No fear of rejection or that their conversation wouldn't go exactly how he wanted.
“...hi.” Her voice was small.
“You’re gorgeous.”
His enormity was held in only by scuffed denim and his leather vest. No shirt. Every muscle visible. There was a soft smile on his barbarian face; his dark eyes solid.
Despite herself, Robin blushed furiously. In front of this huge, hulking stud, she had trouble thinking. Her life was built around numbers, and so therefore designed around analysis. Some objective viewpoint might have been able to tell her that she was just responding chemically, like women had for thousands of years, even far, far before the War. That her emotions were being jump-started by the primal, heated smells he gave off, all motor oil and musk, and that the lightheadedness should be expected in such a situation. 
And, in being expected, also disregarded as some spontaneous spark of true, fiery love that would burn for a thousand years before it ever cooled.
Somewhere in her body, she knew this. But all she could do, standing there in front of this impossibly built stud, was mew softly and smile. Fuck, he was so hot. How was she supposed to let any thinking be on her mind when he was so fucking hot? 
“Th-thanks.” She gulped.
His hand came down on Robin’s shoulder. So thick and rough. The palm cradling the entire ball of her shoulder easily. God, she was so little compared to him. She had never felt so tiny in her life, not even in front of Troy.
“Do you like that? Me touching you?” His hand slid down her body, fingertips tugging at her skin in the holes in her dress. She wished suddenly, desperately, that she was dressed up more. Her best finery on, just to impress him. 
That was suddenly all that was really important. Impressing this monster of a man. Making him want her enough so that he would take her back to whatever cave he lived in and fuck her until she was full, full, full of his...seed, his warmth, his...
God, I want his babies. I want to be his woman, his bride, his fucking everything. What the fuck is happening?
Whatever it was, it was instant. Like a lightning bolt had come down and struck the both of them.
Outside, she saw Abigail grinning with a somewhat wicked look on her face. Robin didn’t have time to wonder what it was all about. Brall pulled her toward the back of the store. 
“What are we...” She was breathless. “What’s happening?”
“Something wonderful.”
His hand rose up on one tit. Never before in her life had she ever felt such a sudden onset of pleasure as she did then. Her body shifted, eyes sparkling wide, mouth dripping open slow. 
“I want you.”
Her mouth formed the words before she had time to stop them, consider them. For the first time in her recollection, she was acting without considering all the variables, all the endless ways in which propriety would find her culpable, all the different rules and ethicalities of her actions and how they reflected back again on the women of the Family.
She wanted Brall. And she didn’t care who knew or what they did about it. 
“Good,” he said. Leaning down, he kissed her roughly. His face was almost twice the size of hers. A giant. She loved it. Loved his strength, his bulk. The incredible animalistic brutality lurking beneath his every action.
Surprised at her own fierceness, she slammed him back against the back of the store. The look on his face made it seem as though he thought she was going to fight him off. But Robin had only the opposite in mind. 
Roughly, she ripped open his pants and pulled out the massive cock waiting underneath. A monster. Already mostly hard, and as thick around as her wrist. Warm saliva rushed to her lips, threatening to eep out in layers of drool. With no ceremony or waiting for permission, she lunged her mouth forward, sucking up the monstrous manhood of this impossibly built alpha god. His cockhead, so thunderously thick, plunged deep down her throat and Robin just kept sucking and moaning. 
She could feel her eyes rolling back into her head, her body pulsing with shivering bliss as she took him inside of her. Nothing had ever felt so good in her life as tasting this man, taking him, enjoying him, giving him everything that she knew instinctively he had been waiting for. 
“Lord,” said Brall, his voice shuddering and almost vulnerable. “Lord, god.”
Their gazes met once more, sweltering the air between them. The locking of his eyes on her forcing new shivers of intimate pleasure into Robin’s tiny, fertile little body. 
There was so much of his cock. More than she could take properly—at least so far. Instantly she began to daydream of a day far in the future, when she had been fucked and bred and owned by him for years, when he would return home from a day full of conquering the worst and most evil of the wasteland’s bad men, and she would reward his hardship with a deep, soulful, loving blowjob the second he returned home. But for now, she took his massive meat in the tininess of her delicate grip and stroked him passionately. Her other hand rubbing along his thick balls. They must have been full beyond almost all measuring with potent, lifegiving cum. Her cunt was on fire with need. She was desperate to feel this hunk’s unearthly seed spreading all throughout her. 
“Shit,” he moaned. “I’m going to...to...”
Robin knew what he was going to do. In her mouth, this powerful animal of a man had been reduced to a helpless muscled mass of need. Her body vibrated with the thrill of knowing that it was her, and her alone, who had done that to him. She knew instinctively that no one else ever had—because if they had, he would be fucking that woman right now instead of her.
The load splashed hard against the back of her throat, shooting down fast into her tummy. She moaned, slurping it all down. Her first blowjob. So perfectly performed, so effortless in her enthusiasm, and all of it so very sudden and surprising. 
He slid down to the ground, cradling her in his thick arms. For several moments she just snuggled deeper into the thick muscles of his body, kissing him and adoring him. 
Her entire world had just blown up, rearranged, just like that.
After nearly half an hour of this intimate cuddling and holding, though, Robin knew they had to get moving. It was a miracle they hadn't been seen already. They were right close to the wall of Temple, and always there were Family warriors making patrols.
“I think...”
He shifted. “What?”
She shook her head, almost not willing to say it. It was too much. So soon. It was the most stark of all possible foolishness. 
“You’re in love with me?”
Her lip trembled. He had just thrown it out there. His fucking confidence.
“It’s all right, you know. You can be.”
“It can’t be all right,” she smiled, shaking her head. “That is the opposite of all right.”
“It’s perfectly all right if I feel it too, isn’t it?”
She gulped, nodding slowly. “Do you?”
“I do.”
“Tell it to me.”
“I love you. I want you to be mine.”
“I am yours. I love you too.”
Somewhere in her mind, she knew the words to ring false. Not because she did not mean them—she meant them, indeed, more than any others she could ever remember saying—but because there was no way, no possible way, to ever make them last.
* * * * * 
Toward the end of the day, Case and Troy made their weekly trip to Farner’s tavern, The Smoking Gun. It was outside of the Compound and open to any visitors who made their way into Temple. 
Before Titus died, Case and Troy had gone together amiably for this duty. It was the errand that Titus had used to bring them together and for Troy to teach Case the ropes. 
It was always the same. Troy was the muscle, and Case did the talking. 
When they entered, the Tavern was rather full, as it usually was toward this time of day. Farmers were back from their fields, and traders had finished their trading for the day. A great many men sat at a number of tables, playing cards or rolling dice, and many more just sat and drank, swapping stories.
“Listen up.” Case rapped on the table. “Time’s come for donations to the Family.”
Groans went up in the crowd. It was never good news to be taxed.
“You all know the drill,” Case continued. “We keep you safe. We keep you protected. You want to stay protected, you gotta keep the fund going.”
Troy opened a thick leather pouch in his hands and began to walk around. When the first man he approached didn't pay right away, Troy swatted him in the face with the bag. That was enough. Soon, the bag started to fill, clinking with currency, and Troy walked to the next table over. 
“Now,” said Case, “pay the man so we can leave you nice folks alone.
The Family was set up to serve all of Temple. They earned their income by raiding the surrounding territories and taking land, loot, and women for trade. Family members got first pick of each. Then those favored by the Family—the Kin, as they were called. And then just the normal denizens of Temple, so long as they paid their taxes. 
Anybody could live in Temple, those were the rules. But only the tax-payers would actually receive the true benefits of the protection under the Family’s reign. 
Currency was standard for all of the post-war arena of Texas—pieces of gold, silver, and bronze. Legend had it that the coins they had were forged from the first founder of post-war Dallas, an adventurer who had robbed the old Fort Knox and melted down all its earnings. 
Whatever the truth, the coinage was around now and used widely.
Troy approached the barber and dentist, Hanley.
“I got nothing this week. I’m sorry, boss. But my daughter, Evelina, you know she’s of age. I can send her over later on.”
Case traded a glance with Troy. Troy shrugged.
“She’s a fine looking girl,” said Troy. “I’ll take a look. But we ain’t making no promises.”
A man who gave up his daughter to the family essentially paid off any debt he might owe to the Family for a year. If he had no debts, then he got his pick of more land, more loot, or more women coming his way before any others in the town. 
And so, men had lots of daughters—procreation was important in Temple. It meant more protection, more favors.
In this way, the importance of women in their society had grown and grown. A father had to be good to his daughter, else she might catch the ear of a Family member and his debts might not go away, or he’d get his picks of the share last.
Sons were important too, of course. If a son was taken into the Family, then his entire clan would share his benefits. 
After some ten minutes or so they had gathered up money from nearly everyone in the tavern, and left for a walk back to the Compound. As they did, Troy stopped against an alleyway not far from the tavern and looked inside the bag. He began taking out large portions of coins and stuffing them in his pockets.
“What are you doing?”
“Funds go to the Family. We’re running the Family. Funds go to me.”
“That ain’t how Titus worked it.”
They had taken the funds and put them in a safe, keeping them until they needed them. 
“Titus ain’t around, is he? We got a new relationship. Time for some new rules.”
“Put it back.”
Troy stuffed his pockets once again. “The hell with you.”
Case punched him in the head once, and then once again. Troy stumbled and then tackled Clay, the two of them quickly grappling with one another in the dirt. The money bag flew to the ground, gold sprinkling across a small mud puddle. 
And all the while Case thinking: maybe it was him. Maybe he killed Dad. Might as well strangle him and be done with it.
Someone approached from behind them. Robin.
“Hey,” she said. “You two. Cut that out.” 
They continued. Case's hand wrapped around Troy's throat, squeezing just enough to choke him. 
“Hey!” She grabbed at Case and then Troy, shoving them away from one another. Case was surprised at her strength. “Cut it the fuck out! What are you thinking? You’re in the middle of the street?” She looked around. “It’s just barely sundown. You think people aren’t seeing you? You think they aren’t already talking?”
Troy pushed himself upward onto his feet, crowding Robin. “You need to calm your mouth, little girl.”
Without a single pause, she slapped Troy across the face. “You need to watch how you act, little boy. No one is going to respect you two if you don’t respect each other.”
They all stared at one another for a time. Finally though, Troy walked off, muttering and cursing.
Case was impressed. He gathered up the coin and looked back at Robin.
“Where you been, Robin?”
She looked suddenly and intensely guilty.
“I’ve been...I was...with Abigail. We got separated.”
Case laughed. “No, girl. I meant all my life. Where’s this Robin been?”
“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “Things happen. Changes wake up in people.”
It was no answer, but it was the only one he gave her. 
* * * * *
The next morning, Abigail moved to the next stage of her plan. She walked to the outer edge of Temple, where the addicts and the booze hounds lived under shambling masses that were less even than shanties, just sheet metal lean-tos pulled up over concrete blocks.
For Brall and Robin to hit it off was delicious. Her initial impulse was to follow in after Robin and thrust Brall’s attention on the dark-haired beauty in that way. But their own desires—like some magic spell rushing through them both—had superseded that notion.
Fine by her. Now, she had to escalate. 
The thought occurred to her that maybe now it would all take care of itself. Maybe Robin would run off with Brall, and Abigail would have Case back to herself. She was the pick of the litter, after all, and he could invoke the right of clan. Or, she could. Women had done it before, in times of crisis.
But no, Robin was a coward. She would try to keep her love a secret for months or even years. After a little while, she might even tell Abigail about it. All the while, married to Case and carrying on an affair with Brall.
All the while, Abigail not getting any of Case’s cock back in her body. 
She found Carthage knocking the shit out of a smooth addict near the eastern water station. 
“You got my money now?” Carthage asked, kicking him again and again.
Abigail felt her blood rise, watching this hulking dark stud completely abusing someone helpless and weak. Fuck, but she was a slut for strength. Feeling her arousal at his actions made what she was about to do so much easier. 
Still, she had a little sympathy for the addict. Smooth was an artificial drug, made in underground labs around the region. Most prominent in their region were the Deathheads—a gang that not even the Cauldron tolerated. 
The drug got its name from the way it left a person’s brain—after enough usage—completely smooth and free of wrinkles. All their lessons, eaten away over enough time and hits. Apparently, it was quite pleasurable, though Case firmly ensured that none of his crew or family were ever on the stuff. Too many problems possible. That didn’t stop them from selling it, though. That trade was an ocean of money to be tapped.
Finally Carthage finished with the addict. He stepped away and picked up a bucket, one wary eye glancing up at Abigail. He sat down on the bucket, his bulky form straining the metal, and lit up a cigar.
“I ain’t ask you to be around here. What are you doing here, girl?”
It was a mistake, Abigail knew, to let her prey set the terms of the engagement. Her father had taught her that well enough. 
That was partly why she had dressed how she had. Tight denim short-shorts molded to her ass. High-heeled boots. Her shirt barely hanging down past her tits, baring her midriff, all of her hot body on display.
“It’s too bad he couldn’t give you a real fight,” said Abigail. “I bet you’re a monster in a real fight.”
He smiled and nodded, chewing his cigar. “I am.”
“You ever fought in the arena?”
“The Temple Arena?” Carthage scoffed. “I find better fights across every inch of the wastes. I don’t need to fight there. I seen ‘em. Don’t get me wrong, now. But they ain’t what I like. All those rules.”
“Sometimes, there’s no rules.”
“Sure. And sometimes an addict pays you what he owes. But I don’t count on it.”
“Fair enough.”
“What you want, girl? You want to talk to me about Arena fights?”
“I want to talk to you about joining your gang.”
He laughed. “Girl, I knew you was crazy. I knew for a long time now. Other fellas, shit. They don’t wanna listen. They wanna talk about how you hot. And you are, that’s for damn sure. But you want to come talk to me about my people? Girl.” He shook his head. “You don’t want to have that conversation.”
“Why not?”
“Because what do you think you gonna offer me? I know you're Family. You gonna take me in, is that it? Your boss dead, they offer you up to me to bring ol’ Carthage into the Family, huh? That’s how it is? It won’t work. I’m Cauldron. For life.”
“That’s savvy,” said Abigail. “I could see that happening, actually. Not a bad play.”
“Except for how it won’t work.”
“And except for how it’s not what I wanted to talk to you about. I said I wanted to talk about joining your gang. Not the other way around.”
“All right. I bite. Everybody listening? You listening?” He kicked the addict again. More blood on the stones. “What’s on your mind, girl?”
“I want to be indoctrinated.”
“You want...” Carthage shook his head. “What is it that you want?”
She smiled. He wanted to hear it all the way? Fine.
“I want the cocks of every last member of your gang inside me.”
“No way.” He shook his head. “No fucking way. You’re crazy. I like you, all right? You got more balls than most my dudes just walking right in here up to me. Especially looking how you do.” He whistled, taking a look up and down her tight, luscious form again. “But no way. That’s an invitation for disaster.”
She strutted forward now, knowing his eyes were glued to her tits, her waist, her supple, muscled torso. She leaned over and put her hands on his thighs, grinning.
“Come on. Why does anyone else ever have to know?”
“Have you lived in this fucking place? Everybody knows everything, and all the time. Don’t give me that. You know why people will know.”
“We’ll keep it quiet. We will.” Her hand slid up on his cock. “You want to fuck me. You know you do. And your boss does too. Brall. Probably he's talked to you about some girl he wants but he can't have. It's me, naturally. And I turned him down for a long time...but I've changed my mind. I want to surprise him with my indoctrination. And once I’m indoctrinated, why...your boss, he might decide you get to use me whenever you want. Wouldn’t that be nice for you?”
“Damn.” Carthage shook his head. “Goddamn. You wild.”
“Yes, I am. And I’m perfectly serious.” She squeezed his thick manhood one last time. It was hard now. Huge, too.  “Talk to your boss. Make the arrangements. Send me a message through the general store. I’ll be checking there every morning and evening.”
And she walked away, smiling to herself. Knowing he was watching the hot sway of her hips, the tight flexing of her short-covered ass, his mind running away from him with the thought of what he could do to her tiny, hot, busty blond body. 
* * * * *
Not far from Brall’s tent was a training area for the cauldron. It was inside an old gym. The ceiling was mostly gone, one lip of shade in the corner providing some reprieve from the sun. The floor had once been wood, and in parts around the edges the thick boards could still be seen. But mostly the floor had been dug out and cleared away to get to the dirt underneath. 
Brall’s men held knives, clubs, chains. Whatever weapon of their choice. They were spread out wide enough so no one would hurt the other as they moved.
He bellowed a command. “First attack!” 
The men all followed through with overhead blows, stepping into each movement. 
“Second!”
They responded with another movement, swiping to the side. 
“Third!”
More movement forward, swiping up from under. And so on—moving up, down, to the side—and then backward making the same motion. The early part of training was always these warm-ups. The men knew how to fight; they always had. This was just to get them used to hearing Brall’s voice—or the voice of his sergeants—and to get them used to following orders. Later in the training day, he would have them do the more important work: learning positions of attack. Forming up ranks. Mock-battles and studying tactics.
There were more than seventy-five soldiers who followed him, and another hundred attached to those soldiers as whores, merchants, life-partners, or just otherwise hangers-on. Nearly two hundred mouths to feed needed only one thing more than food, and that was discipline. 
So, he trained them. 
A man with a belly full of food and a mind full of chaos was the most dangerous sort of person underneath a leader. Contrarywise, a man with an empty belly and a disciplined mind could be reasoned with—food is coming, you could say. Just follow me a little longer. It had saved Brall’s life in the long, famine-prone journeys in the wastes on more than one occasion. 
Brall felt drained, unloaded, but somehow more full than he ever had been in his life. Sated for the first time since he didn’t know when. 
She’s different. She can take me.
That was always the problem. Finding a woman who could stand up to his desires, his mercurial attitudes, his need to relief every last ounce of stress in his bones and muscles through rampant lovemaking. And Brall had a lot of bone, a lot of muscle, and so a lot of stress that could build up in his body.
He would meet her tonight, this time behind Farner's tavern. A darker place. More time for privacy. He couldn't wait. The only thing that kept his mind off of Robin was training, and so he kept training.
Brall continued the training.
At the side entrance, he saw Carthage leaning against the door. He picked out Garner from the crowd of training men, and told him to continue the practice. A good man, small and wiry and covered with tattoos. 
When he was sure that Garner would do the men justice, he turned to Carthage. 
“Did you get your money?”
“No. Taught him a lesson, though. And I learned something.”
“What’d you learn?”
“I learned who you want. I learned she’s into it.”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
Brall would never admit it, but he felt some self-awareness and even embarrassment at the suddenness of his affection for Robin. She was everything to him. She eclipsed Abigail in every possible way.
But just yesterday he had been telling Carthage that Abigail was everything. 
His passions ran deep and dense, and he could not explain them; without being able to explain them, he did not want to be held accountable for them. 
But this was all deep beneath his surface. All Brall truly knew was that Carthage asked about his business, and Brall found no reason to oblige his questions.
“It’s that Family girl, isn’t it?”
Brall felt a glimmer of fear enter his heart. The wrong words whispered around his men would end him.
“What?”
He pushed him out of the gym and they walked back toward the tents, toward Temple.
“Ah, yes now. Come, my friend!” Carthage clapped his back, squeezing his shoulder tight. “You need not hide such understandable wants from me. She is a beauty. A fine, fine beauty. You'd be doing right to make her yours, that’s true enough.”
Brall eyed him, suspicious still. “No one knows about this. How do you know about this?”
“What are you, some double? Some doppelganger stolen in the night to replace my old friend?” Carthage was laughing. Brall’s deadly serious look made him stop. “I...you’re serious? You’ve been talking about her for weeks, now. Weeks and weeks. I didn’t know it, of course. It was always ‘the blonde, the blonde, the blonde.’ But it is her, yes? It could not be another.”
“...no.” Brall shook his head. “The one I spoke of is...nothing. Old news. Not for me. My heart belongs to another.”
“Shit. I don't believe that for a minute. The words you said, friend! The way you romanticized!” Carthage let out another big belly laugh. “There ain't no way she's just been cast aside for some other.”
“I’m telling you the truth, now.”
“Of course you are.” Carthage winked.
“Don’t do that. Don’t fucking do that. You know me.”
“I know. I know. You a man who says what he wants. But sometimes a friend knows better than the man.”
“Not this time.”
Brall had much more to say still. They arrived at his tent, and he was about to invite Carthage inside and explain the entire matter to him, but a runner arrived.
He looked at the paper, grinning slow.
“New wire from those Sooners. Said they made up some time. They’ll be here tomorrow.”
Carthage nodded, and left to prepare. There would be a battle soon, and battle for the Cauldron took precedence over all things. 
And yet Brall could not help but think, with Robin's life in the balance, that some sort of peace could be worked out. Perhaps he would sit down with Case or Troy or whoever ran the Family, and see what terms they could come to, just so long as he could have Robin at his side.
* * * * *
What Robin was really good for was accounting, but when the riders were at home, and the numbers were all crunched, her duties took her elsewhere. 
She and Abigail worked on the long driveway leading out into the wastes, just inside the wall surrounding Temple. The driveway led directly into the series of garages owned by the Family in the Compound. 
Robin stood over a tall metal pot set over a fire. The need for this task was regular enough that the fire had its own square built from stones. Abigail had pieced it together years ago using scrap from abandoned houses further out in the area surrounding Temple. The fire boiled pitch inside the pot, and as Robin stirred it around Abigail gathered up scoops of the thick black substance with a long wooden ladle and spread it out onto the drive. 
All through the wastes the men put their bikes on the hardest land around. The tires had to pass over rocks and dirt, bones and metal, scrap and rodents. When they got home, they deserved an easy path back into the safety of the Compound. Titus had insisted upon it, and so it became the law of the land. A strong home was a strong Family. Home life was built on a series of shared expectations, regular anticipation of others’ needs, and no lipping about what needed doing.
But the men were always away, and so it became the women’s duty to perform maintenance such as this. Women also were responsible for patching holes in roofs, for clearing stuffed pipes, for rehabbing broken staircases and walls, for re-insulating houses that had been allowed to decay. 
Robin did not look much at Abigail. She felt ashamed for what had happened with Brall—but also joy. True joy. She knew that he would take care of her.
She could not wait for tonight. She would lose her virginity then, she knew. Finally. To a real man. To a man who deserved her beauty, her body. She would fuck him rotten, and be fucked rotten.
Maybe I'll even get pregnant.
The thought delighted her dreamy, hot young mind. 
All the details were uncertain, now. Her body burned with the possibility of tasting him again, knowing his intimate touch once more. And her mind burned with the possibilities he promised, how their life might be once they declared for one another. The two sensations were in competition with one another. She could not possibly keep up them both and hope to remain a whole person. It would be like launching yourself into a fire with a rocket at your back.
But she didn’t care. It felt so gloriously good to be consumed by something, anything that wasn’t fear. Fear of Troy, fear of the wastes, fear of the world. 
It would mean a betrayal of her family, a betrayal of her values, but somehow that wasn’t as important anymore. She knew he would take care of her, and that she would take care of him. She felt like he would need her. God, the way he had shuddered when he said her name, the way she had emptied him. She knew that she was important to his life now. It was integral to her being, knowing she suddenly couldn’t live without him—and knowing that he, too, in turn could not live without her. Once again, it was difficult to determine which was more exciting.
Abigail leaned against the mop, staring at Robin as she stirred distantly. 
“I have to admit something to you.”
“Oh?” Robin let the stirring stick settle for a moment. Leaning forward, she focused all her attention on her friend. “What’s up?”
“The man I’ve said I’m in love with? The one I see?”
This was a sudden turn in talk, but that was fine. Abigail had been distant all day long. 
“Your mysterious Romeo?” Robin nodded. “What about him?”
“It’s Case.”
“It’s...it’s Case?”
This was even more shocking than Robin’s own hidden romance. She struggled with the sudden revulsion that shook her. Revulsion that centered squarely around the thought of fucking a stepbrother—when fucking her own, Troy, was the worst idea in the world to her. 
“My brother. Yeah. The one...you’re marrying.”
“Right.” Robin had almost forgotten about that. “Right. Yes. I see.”
“He loves me back. It’s not just me being crazy.”
“Of course he does.” Robin nodded. “Of course he does. Why wouldn’t he? You’re terrific.”
Be supportive. Try and understand. Abigail knew what she was doing. What she described was taboo, but Abigail had always been out there. 
God, what a taboo, though.
“It’s just that...now with the marriage, he wants for us to stop. Because of what people might think.”
But Robin’s mind raced. If Robin went to Brall, then Case would have to turn back to Abigail. He’d be emboldened, even, by Robin’s move. Abigail would comfort him. They would be together.
Everyone would get what they want.
“It will all...” Robin shrugged. “It will all work out. I know it will.”
She did not look convinced. “How?” 
“It just...will, that’s all.”
Abigail's mouth became hard, then. 
“Do you have anything to tell me?”
“W-what do you mean?”
“Anybody you’ve been seeing? Anything that’s happened?”
Abigail knew. Of course she knew. Abigail always knew what was happening with Robin.
But still, Robin shook her head. “Nothing. Sorry.” She gestured back to the pitch, and her bag of documents beyond. “Boring life.”
“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Abigail. 
But strangely, she didn’t seem sorry at all. She left soon after, to where Robin did not know.
* * * * * 
As the evening fell over Temple. Carthage dragged Brall out from his tent and walked him toward the hills surrounding the town. 
Brall didn't want to go—he was due to meet Robin—but Carthage insisted.
“What have you got, big Boss? Who ain't gonna wait on you? Come on. This is important. You'll like this.”
Brall didn't know to explain himself without revealing far too much. And so, he went along with Carthage, feeling trapped though he didn't know why. 
Robin would understand, he told himself. He'd explain it all the next he saw her. Get a message to her through someone in town. That would be simple enough. And then he'd make it clear—well clear, beforehand—that he was not to be disturbed during that time.
Just a kink to work out. That's all this delay was. And then he'd sink himself into Robin just how he had always needed.
Hell, if they finished up soon enough, he might even still see her. She would wait. He knew she would wait.
He continued to press onto Carthage, asking him what was happening. At first, the big man would reveal nothing of his intentions, but after several minutes of Brall’s demands, Carthage finally gave in.
“I’ve got a surprise for you,” he smiled. “Your girl. We’re going to indoctrinate her.”
“What?”
“I know who your girl is. I found out. Very smart, your friend Carthage is. Now she’ll be yours. Consequences be damned. We are the Cauldron. If they want to fight us, let them boil.”
Brall’s heart hammered with anticipation. He would have her, finally. Robin. His cock in her cunt. All his thoughts of working out kinks felt immediately wiped away. He was going to have her. 
Goddamn, what a friend he had in Carthage. He suddenly could not walk quickly enough to the indoctrination area. 
She could take the other men. He knew she could. And once she had been through that trial of fire, that tribulation of cocks and cum and brutality, he’d know for certain that she was his and his alone. Forever. 
But when they arrived finally in the small valley in the hills, the sand black and torches lit up in a circle to illuminate their dark ceremony, it was not Robin in the middle of the stones.
It was Abigail. Not Robin. Not the love of his life.
Abigail.
She looked like she had arrived early, before the sun had properly started to set past the mud-red horizon. But it was dark now, and all the men were waiting for Brall to arrive.
In the circle now, she was surrounded by six men. Each of them with muscles hard as the land they stood on. All of their thick, veiny members glistening with precum, stroked slowly and sure by helping Cauldron Girls aching for their own taste of the hot, delicious substance contained in every man. The soldiers thrummed with anticipation now that Brall had arrived—they would start soon. 
Abigail got down on all fours in the circle, her tight ass held high. Long blond hair draped to one side, the tips sliding in the dirt. Her thighs were wet already. She may have been a Family girl, but she was still a woman—all those hard, dripping cocks around her was driving her wild.
“This isn’t enough men,” she called. 
A happy grumble struck up among Brall’s men. They all wanted a turn with Abigail. Even if she had not been a Family girl, and so all the more taboo of an offering, she was gorgeous. Positively gorgeous. Possibly the sexiest babe any of them had ever had chance to come across in the past, saving maybe for Robin. She was like an angel, fallen from on high, waiting to be corrupted and destroyed by their sinful ways. Their eyes shifted to Brall, each of them hoping to take the honor of having Abigail for themselves. 
Abigail continued. “And none of your number will be enough, truly...unless...”
Her eyes blazed and rested on Brall. She brought up one hand slowly, like she was composing at a concert. 
“You. I want your cock to claim me.”
Before, Brall had tolerated this exercise. Knowing something was up with the girl, knowing that she had her mind on evil things. It was the way of a mind like hers. But now his mood, always volatile, had ramped up to a strange grinning fury. He could not turn down her request in front of all his men. And yet his heart burned with endless, furious hot passion for Robin. Only for Robin. The thought of fucking another woman—someone so close to Robin, as well—was not a welcome one. And yet he felt trapped. There was no choice in the matter.
If he lost face in front of his warriors, he lost everything. Already, he had waited too long. To hesitate much longer would bring questions. 
Approaching the blond vixen his stance was tall and strong. He took off his vest and then the shirt beneath, revealing the massive musculature that had won him his primal kingdom of killers. Then his pants, his thighs dense and cut with rivulets of defined flesh, his cock half-hard but already more massive than any other in the mob. The Cauldron women in the crowd, previously purring in the ears of the soldiers next to them, stared in awe at his reveal. Muscles stacked high, each one chiseled and hard. Like a statue from old. His appearance struck something primordial in each of them, a distant relationship to the gods they had long ago abandoned for slaughter and hedonism. 
This was so even though almost all in the crowd had seen him before in such a manner—naked and hardening. Their awe was only re-doubled by seeing the force of his nakedness once more. Women stroking cocks stroked them harder, helpless before the power of so much manliness. Their minds consumed with the thought that maybe, somehow, by stroking the cock in their hands hard enough that it would take on the perfect form of the one on Brall which now filled their suddenly vacuous minds. Drool formed at their lips, and all jealousy from the other men struck away by this increase in pleasure encouraged by Brall’s colossal appearance.
Even Abigail was impressed. As if she had to rethink what she knew upon seeing him—this new god in the primitive wastes of the earth. He held her by the face, stroking her downy soft hair. The strands thick and golden, streaming through his fingers like tangible sunlight. His cock pulsed just under her chin, and her breath caught, feeling the stark heat of him against her body.
He placed his lips next to her ear so that only they two could hear. 
“I will make you pay for this.”
But she only smiled up at him. A wicked, devilish thing. “Do you promise?”
She was no fallen angel. She was a succubus, brought up from the depths to torment him. It was the only explanation.
Very well. If she was a demon, he would exorcise her from his mind and his body forever after.
He powered his throbbing manhood into her mouth, fucking her brutally. Enjoying the pained, pleasured moans that she let out. Other men fucked her from behind, pushing her all the way to the ground. Her body contorted so that one man could enter her asshole while another fucking into her tight young pussy. Abigail loved all of it.
Excited from so many watching him, from finally fucking this demoness who had tempted him for so long, he chose not to hold out long in his cumming. He wanted more. He wanted to fuck her body everywhere. He unleashed with a hot, quick series of spurts in her mouth, loading down her tongue and throat with much of his cum. 
But he wanted more, now. 
Exiting her mouth, another man entered it right after, and Abigail’s cum-soaked tongue slid around his cock in a torrent of fever-pitch fellatio. Moaning and cooing for more.
After he came, he was still rock hard. Her body was too perfect. He wanted her again. He’d take her as many times as he wanted. He was the boss, wasn’t he? He was the leader of the Cauldron. He was the fucking king of this town. He shoved a soldier, Garner, back from her asshole, pushing him out roughly. Garner stumbled and rose back up, annoyed, but a harsh look from Brall kept him at bay. The smaller man satisfied himself with stroking his cock on the sidelines, looking on, grabbing her tits and rubbing her back as he edged himself to climax.
Brall thrust back inside Abigail—into that tightest of spaces, her tiny little asshole. It had been spread open already by Garner—but Brall pumped deeper into it still. The cum and precum of the former fucker lubricated his entrance, and he pounded inside her. 
“Fuck you,” Brall grunted. “Fucking...fuck you...”
Abigail moaned with ceaseless enthusiasm. 
That was good. All fine by Brall. He’d fucked girls into loving him in the past. Always, he had worn through them in days or weeks. Tiring them out or getting tired of them. All the better to do it to Abigail—to exhaust her possibilities for him. If she fell in love with him, all the better. He wanted to rip her heart out for making him do this to her. To Robin.
His hands groped up and down her body, joining the hands of five or six other men as they felt up her tits, squeezed her luscious thighs and ass. Her entire body covered over with manly grips. She was made for this, made for abusing and fucking just like this. 
Brall couldn’t hold on. He didn’t want to.
“Yeah,” he grunted. “Gonna...yeah...”
He erupted inside her body in a long shuddering orgasm. This one more triumphant than the last—given after so much effort and care and thrusting. Beneath him, he felt Abigail quivering with her own orgasm as her body was overloaded with hot goo, a white flood of perfection that melted right through to her core. Brall, heaving and laughing slightly, slid out from her.
But it wasn’t over. Abigail held her asshole high, even as it dripped with Brall’s cum. 
“More!” Abigail cried.
It was beyond belief. Brall had given her everything he had. Shrugging, he waved on another two men. They would tire her out, soon enough, and she would be indoctrinated all the way. 
The Family would hear about this. What Brall had done to Abigail. It would mean war. 
He approached Carthage, smiling on the sidelines, a woman kneeling and sucking his cock. Miranda again.
“Whenever she’s done,” Brall said to him, “you tell her she’s in.”
Then, he began the walk back to Temple and his tent.
Wars needed generals; generals needed plans. 
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Revenge On His Hot Assistants
Warren loses his job, his wife, his sister, and his associates in one fell swoop...and then he finds the magic watch, and things start to turn around. Like any reasonable man, he quickly learns that the best thing to do with a watch capable of entrancing anyone is to use it to collect himself a harem of the most beautiful, fertile, snobby girls he knows—and make them all eagerly obedient to his every erotic wish. This saga continues in “Revenge On His Snobby Household” and “Revenge On His Unfaithful Wife,” in which Warren collects the crown jewels of his harem—his spectacularly endowed sister and his heartbreakingly beautiful, estranged, arrogant wife.
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. 
* * * * * 
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.
* * * * *
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.”
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * * 
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.
* * * * *
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 traversable 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.
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * * 
“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.
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * *
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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Lust Fever
In this hot anthology series, a virus breaks out that turns regular men into breeders—hulking studs with heavy balls full of virile spunk made to breed every woman they come across. And the virus likewise turns women into fertile fuckpets—eager to be bred and eager to fuck whoever they see. It continues in a small town in “Lust Fever 2,” and then on a Spring Break getaway for a group of college girls in “Lust Fever 3.”



Hour 20
The two had forgotten their names long before. Such knowledge was extinguished before the all-consuming heat of the virus throbbing through their blood, fueling their lust. 
They were in a car somehow. Where they drove to was anyone's guess. They themselves no longer really had the ability to guess. All their brainpower had been rededicated to mindless, endless rutting. 
The woman sucked at the man's cock in fervent bobs as he gripped the wheel and kept them safe on the road. In all truth, she had forgotten more than just her name. She had forgotten that there was ever a time in existence when she hadn't had her mouth mindlessly attached to his cock. She had forgotten that other men existed. She had forgotten there was anything to living other than blindly moaning on a thick, ripped shaft of a masculine being, sucking him down and praying for another glorious spurt of his load down her eager, needy throat. 
And he, in turn, had forgotten that women were ever used for anything else. He had forgotten everything but the need to protect, to provide, and to breed. That's all he was anymore. That's all life was for him—the human brain, once the co-model of life's evolution, had been downgraded to those three simple tasks. 
And for his complete embrace of his true role, nature had rewarded him with a pretty young cocksucking female, whose other half of that model brain in turn only knew two roles of her own: to please and to breed.
* * * * *
“Is it the same as before?” asked Pruitt. “I haven't ducked in here in a couple of months.”
“Of course not.” Martinez shook his head. “We’ve already got the control case. We’re experimenting now.”
“Is it still transferable by contact? Kissing, licking, fucking...?”
“Transferable, totally. They’ll be in a clean room. No contact from the professionals unless there’s trouble. Or until they die from overheating.”
“Overheating?”
Pruitt shrugged. “They fuck too often and they overheat. It’s happened with all of them so far. Within about twenty-four hours of initial contact.”
“And we’re trying to stop that?”
“Well, it’s no use as a weapon if they die too soon to spread it. Ideally, they’d be alive for about a week or so. Even a month.” 
“A month is too long. It would get way out of control if it was a month.”
“Well, three weeks, then. I don’t know. I’m not the tactical guy. I’m just a chemist. They want people to last longer, so it’s going to be longer. Or, that's the idea, anyway.”
“So what else is different? From last time I was here?”
“Smell.”
“Smell?”
“Of emissions. Pheromones. It was in the last batch, but it’ll be more potent this time around. To help with the transfer.”
“How long do you think before they start fucking?”
Martinez shrugged. “Maybe three hours? It was five last time.”
“With a twenty-four hour life expectancy?”
“I’m hoping to bump it up to thirty. But more or less.”
“Twenty-seven hours of fucking.” Pruitt whistled. “What a way to go.”
“Wait till you see the chick. We got a beauty this time.”
* * * * *



Hour -2
Frank entered the small room with some trepidation. There was a table in the middle, and a heavyset middle-aged man sitting down on one side of it. He had his arms crossed, a pleasant smile on his face.
“Please, take a seat.” The man spread his hands.
The chair was metal and hard. Frank disliked interviews. One of the perks of running his own handyman business was that he never had to sit through any sort of job interview. Another perk, though, was that he made his own schedule, and this institute was offering five thousand dollars to qualified applicants for three days of their time. 
Frank, a larger man, didn’t fit all the way on the chair beneath him, and shifted uncomfortably, trying to find his seat. He’d had problems with his back for nearly a year now—common in his line of work—but the pain it caused combined with his relatively young age gave him worry.
The man spoke into a small recorder on the table. “Frank Tasset. Thirty-two years old.”
“That’s me.”
“We’ve just got a few questions here, Frank. We want to make sure you’re who we’re looking for.”
“I figured.”
“You’re uncomfortable.” 
It wasn’t a question. 
“I’m all right. It’s a little cold in here, is all. And you got us wearing these jumpsuits.”
He tugged at the paper-thin fabric that they had put him in. The outfit was a light teal. Easy to see in the bright lights of the large complex where they had brought him and several others. It was like the sort of scrubs a doctor might wear, except the material thinner, like what a hospital gown was made from. 
“They’re necessary. Sorry.”
“You’re not wearing one.”
The man wore a lab coat over a collared shirt and slacks. He shrugged. “We have different roles. May we approach the questions at hand?”
“Sure.”
“What do you do, Mister Tasset?”
That was all on the forms Frank had filled out. He figured the question was just to get him talking. That was fine. After four hours of waiting around in a cell, he was happy to gab a little. 
“I run a small handyman business in my hometown. There’s a few other people in town that do it, but I’m the honest one. Of course,” he laughed, “they say that too. So who knows.”
“Are you honest?”
“My word is my bond, I’ll tell you that. That’s why I couldn’t ever get married.”
“How do you mean?”
“I’d cheat on her. I like to fuck around. There’s no getting around it. I don’t believe in sticking with just one person. Doesn’t make any goddamn sense.”
The man shuffled his papers for a few moments, ticking off marks on the paper with his pen.
“What’s your sex life like?”
Frank laughed again. It was a harsh, rough sound that reverberated against the walls of the small room. “Wow. Right into it, huh?”
The man didn’t answer, waiting.
“All right. It’s pretty good. I haven’t been laid in, I don’t know, three days. Today’s Wednesday? So three days. Late Saturday. Or early Sunday. It was okay. She went down...do you want to know all this?”
“Any detail you provide will be helpful.”
“She went down on me and then after a couple of hours we screwed in the back of her car when I drove her home. I’d had too much to drink before then, was why we waited.”
“And before that? Was your sex life regular?”
“Sure. I’d say every other weekend or so. I got money and I spend it, so girls come around. I’m not particular in who I go out with. Sometimes it’s the same lady as some other night. There’s sort of a crowd, if you catch my meaning.”
“What’s your ideal woman?”
“Ideal woman?” he snorted. “I don’t really think there is one.”
“You’re straight, aren’t you? Heterosexual?”
“Of course I am. But you’re talking about ideal woman like I’m supposed to fall in love some day. Get shacked up.” He shook his head. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got a vasectomy. I only ever shoot blanks.”
“The vasectomy,” said the man. “That was your idea?”
“Oh yeah. I don’t like kids. Don’t want any. Never have. It’s just easier this way.”
“I see. But all of that means you don’t have an ideal woman? Don’t you like sex?”
“Hell, I love to screw. But if that’s what you’re looking for, fine. My ideal woman is, I don’t know. Big-breasted. Red hair. Thick red lips. Like that girl from that business show? The one where they're in the fifties or whatever and they sell stuff. That one. I fuck her, I leave her, she doesn’t whine or complain the entire time. She’s got a nice smile on her face for me when I arrive, while we’re together, and when I leave. That’s all.”
“You’d never stay with a woman?”
“I stayed with a girl for a few years once. We got on each other’s nerves after just a couple of months. I don’t see why it would be any different with anyone else.”
The man shuffled his papers again and then stood up. Behind Frank, the door opened. The man held out a hand.
“Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Tasset. I think you’ll be of great use to us here.”
“Yeah, what’s that about? Is it some kind of sex drug? Like the little blue pills? I don’t need that shit. I get hard on my own.” He considered for a moment. “But I’d try it.”
“All will be revealed in time.”
Another man in a lab coat stood at the door, gesturing for Frank to follow him out. Frank, sighing, exited the room and returned back to the holding area. 
* * * * *



Hour -1
Rebecca entered the room with a smile on her face. Presenting. Always presenting. They would be interviewing her and she could really use the money, as her new independent law firm wasn’t quite where she wanted it yet. It was tough, gathering clients, and tougher still since those bastards at Locke & Powers had dragged her name through the mud for months now. And for what? Because she’d spoken her mind, because she’d told them that she was quitting because of the way they wouldn’t stop telling her to smile and dress nicer. 
Pigs. She was better without them. 
There was a woman at the table—older than Rebecca by about ten years, into her forties. Her hair was tied in a bun, and she wore a lab coat over a pair of faded slacks. 
She spoke into a recorder on the table. “Rebecca Heberson. Age twenty-nine.” With a small smile, he looked up to Rebecca. “Have a seat.”
Rebecca sat. The chair was hard and uncomfortable. She shifted for a moment, finding her posture. Posture was important. Her shoulder blades flexed together, spreading her shoulders wide. The natural veer of her hands was to come together and cross against her modestly sized chest. She had spent many years convincing herself not to do just that—and instead to sit openly, relaxed but attentive, her body language ready for any discussion.
“I’m ready,” Rebecca said, smiling. “What is it you would like to know?”
The woman raised an eyebrow slightly and then read from the page in front of her. “What do you do, Miss Heberson?”
“I’m a lawyer. I practice law.”
“Civil? Criminal?”
“Real estate, mostly. It’s a growing business. We have a small clientele at the moment, but we’re gaining steam.”
“I see.” The woman ticked a mark or two. “And do you have any romantic involvements?”
“The application said that we had to consider ourselves single.”
She nodded. “Yes, but people lie. We’re offering a lot of money for very little time invested.”
That made sense enough. Rebecca shook her head. “No. I’m not romantically involved.”
“And your sex life? What’s that like?”
“Well, as I said, I’m not romantically involved, so...”
The woman gestured for her to go on. “So...?”
“I’m not the sort to just sleep around.” She laughed, as if the accusation—and that’s what it was, wasn’t it?—was ridiculous. Which it was. “I don’t go to bars and look around for men, if that’s what you’re implying.”
“I didn’t mean to imply anything.” The woman smiled. She set her papers down. “I apologize if I offended. We’re merely trying to get the full shape of you, that’s all. Many people are not romantically involved and still have sex with high frequency, and—”
“And many don’t, thank you very much.”
“Yes. And many don’t.” The woman nodded. “It’s all kosher here. We’re just trying to see what’s what before we move forward.”
They were quiet for a moment. Rebecca felt as if the woman was allowing her to cool down, which immediately she resented. She wasn’t upset. And anyway even if she was it was this horrible woman’s fault, asking her all those classless questions. 
“I couldn’t sleep with someone who I didn’t know intimately already,” she explicated. If she said enough, surely the woman would concede the point and realize Rebecca was right. “I couldn’t possibly. It’s too...I just couldn’t.”
“That’s fine, Miss Heberson. That’s all very fine.”
“Thank you.”
She had won that little battle. She straightened in her chair, wiggling upward and pressing her butt outward so that she could push her chest forward more. Authoritative. In control. This little outfit was so uncomfortable. Why were they dressed in paper, anyway?
“Another question, if that’s all right?”
“Of course.”
“What’s your ideal mate like?”
This was an easy one. She had thought this through many times.
“He is tall. Taller than me. Wiry, though. Not too muscular. Like, not bulky or anything. Thin. Looks good in a suit. Wears a lot of suits. Rich. Funny. Loves commitment. Responsibilities. Wants a family some day—but not too soon! God, I’ve got my own career to worry about. And he should respect that. And love that, in fact. He should be something of a crusader for rights.”
“Whose rights?”
“Who have you got? There’s not enough going around. Anyone in the LGBT community. Minorities. Women. Everyone.”
“So, an outspoken man?”
“Very much so. Except, articulate too. A way with words. No crass language.” Her nose drew up. “I despise men who swear. Women too. It’s so classless.”
“I see. And sexually? Any preferences there?”
“How do you mean? He would be straight, of course.”
“No,” the woman shook her head. “I mean in bed. Is there any particular manner you are fond of there?”
“I’m not sure I understand the question.” She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, you just get in there and do it, and that’s all. To be honest, that’s not all that important to me.”
“I see.”
The woman ticked a few more marks on her sheet and then stood up. The door behind Rebecca opened.
“That’s all?” asked Rebecca. 
She had much more to say. She was a mine of valuable information about every sort of topic. Didn’t they want to know about her cats or her knitting? Wouldn’t they like to hear what she thought of that idiot senator in her home state? What if she had valuable ways of framing her pet peeves?
“Oh yes,” said the woman. “You’ve been very helpful. I think you’re going to be a perfect fit, Miss Heberson.”
Rebecca smiled at that. A little bounce joined her steps as she headed back to her holding area.
* * * * *
“These two? Really?” Pruitt shook his head.
“They’re perfect for each other.”
“What? Didn’t you hear the interviews? They’d hate one another.”
“Oh, they’ll definitely hate one another. That’s why they’re perfect for one another.”
“What do you mean? I thought—”
“How do you suppose, Pruitt, that we test this fuck drug without making sure it really, truly works? That’s what the personality test is for. We put opposites in the same room together. If they truly hate another, and they fuck, then the drug is working. It’s that simple.”
“Is that why the boys bet? Because if that’s why they bet, I want to put money down saying they’ll never fuck.”
Martinez snorted. “Man, you got it all wrong. Nobody makes that bet. Well, one guy did, but he lost all his damn money. They bet on how long it takes for them to start screwing. Smart money is around the three hour mark, like I told you. My bet is on minute one-sixty.”
* * * * * 



Hour 1
A few hours after the interview a nurse arrived at his door and escorted Frank down through the hallways of the complex. They follow a bright teal line, the same color as his jumpsuit. 
“What’s this about, now? Can you tell me?”
“Of course,” said the nurse. “You’ve been selected. You’re going to earn your money, Mister Tasset.”
“Oh.” He straightened slightly. “Well, that’s great.”
The nurse was pretty good looking, he thought. Nice red hair. Did they give him a red-haired nurse because he had said how he liked red hair? 
“You know a good place to spend five thousand dollars on?”
She smiled. “I can think of a few.”
“How about I take you there?”
Her laugh was mild—the sort that meant she didn’t really mean it. They stopped in the middle of the hallway. The line had run out. She pressed a panel on the wall, and the wall opened.
“What’s this?” he asked.
It looked like a cell. As he looked in, the nurse poked him, hard, with some kind of syringe.
“Ah, jeezus, what’s the—” 
Unceremoniously, she shoved him into the cell. He stumbled forward, off-balance. Moments later, the door shut behind him. 
“Hey!”
He banged against the wall panel to no avail. 
What had she stuck him with? He felt...he felt fine. Was that the experiment? They said it wouldn’t be anything dangerous, but how would they know? That’s why they were experimenting, right, to find out everything it did? God, what if he had a condition? What if it wasn’t okay? 
He took a moment, breathing. Calming. Probably the nurse would have told him more if he hadn’t hit on her. Ah, well. Can’t say nothing to a broad these days. 
It took him a few moments more, but he calmed down. They had guaranteed his safety. Everybody here was a professional. He wouldn’t be any good to them if nothing happened. And so, fear assuaged for the moment, he took a look around. 
In every corner of the room was a camera. Two of them slowly whirred, following his movements. Overhead was a distant skylight, except it wasn’t natural light coming in. There was a difference in the frequency of the light waves, somehow. Frank had worked with enough lights to know the difference between almost sunlight and real sunlight. 
At one side of the room, there was a small bed, featureless. It was just a plain white mattress on a plain white slab. It didn’t even have any sheets or pillows. He sat uneasily, waiting.
“Is this it?”
There was a small washbasin in the corner, two bottles, and an extra tap to fill up the bottles of water. At least he wouldn’t be thirsty. He was a little hungry, but not really. There had been a big steak lunch they brought to him. He had finished just before the nurse showed up.
The wall opened up again. A woman stepped inside to the room—the cell, really. She was on the tall side, a little gangly, with breasts that Frank measured at around a handful or so. Maybe a little less. Her body in shape. Not great, but nothing to ignore, neither. She had blond hair—the prettiest thing about her—and blue eyes that quickly scanned the room.
“Thank you,” she said, turning to the door panel—but it was already closed.
She wore the same outfit as him, only hers had shorts instead of the pants he had. Why was that? Did they want him to look at her legs? They were nice enough. Shaved. A nice natural color. 
“Hey there,” said Frank. “Who are you?”
“I’m Rebecca,” she said, holding her arms against herself.
“Frank.”
It seemed like she felt overexposed in the small cell. 
She approached him with a hand out. “I suppose we should tell each other it’s nice to meet one another?”
“Sure.”
Her handshake was firm—really firm. Trying-to-prove-something firm.
“I don’t know what we’re doing in here,” she said, stepping away and wiping her hand on her shorts. “It all seems so mysterious. Do you know?”
Frank was still considering her looks. She was pretty enough, though she looked like a total bitch. Her hair all bunned up like that. Her nose was large—not gross or anything, but prominent. Her skin all freckled and pale. He wanted a tanned woman. A woman who spent real time on herself. Why didn’t this broad get a nose job or something. Didn’t she know what men liked? 
Ah, whatever. No reason to be unpleasant.
“Couldn’t tell you, lady.” He shrugged. “I think it’s sex stuff, though.”
“Sex stuff?”
“They asked me all these questions. Didn’t they ask you questions about sex?”
“They did, yes. But I made it very clear that I only enter into that sort of entanglement with someone I feel very strongly about.”
He shrugged again. “I don’t know what to tell you. They injected you with something, right?”
She rubbed her arm. “Yes. A little roughly, too.”
Tinges of pity pushed onto his heart. “Me too.”
“That doesn’t make us alike, or anything.” She held her nose up. “That doesn’t mean we’re going to sleep together.”
“The hell are you talking about?”
“You may think everything is about sex. Being a man. But I’m a serious woman, all right? Just because we both are here, and there’s a bed, and we’re just stuck together doesn’t mean anything outside of those facts, got it?”
She was in his face now, waving her finger up toward his nose.
“Sure, lady. Whatever. You asked what I thought this about. I told you.”
“Well.” She crossed her arms and walked to the other side of the room, huffing. “I didn’t know you would be so crude, that’s all. ”
Frank rolled his eyes and sat down, leaning slightly on the sink.
A few minutes passed.
“I'm sorry,” she said after a moment. “I was terse there. I can see that. I'm not used to this. Any of this. And it's...I don't talk about sex, often.”
Frank shrugged. “'S'okay.”
Another few moments passed, both of them idly kicking the floor. 
“I’m cold,” she complained.
“You women,” he laughed. “Always cold. You should dress warmer.”
“How can you—that doesn’t even—you’re an idiot!”
“Already? Already, I’m an idiot?”
“I’m dressed in what you’re dressed in!”
“And I’m fine with it. I guess that means I’m winning, huh?”
She glared at him. She looked kinda hot when she was angry, Frank thought. Too bad she didn’t know how to act like a real woman. 
“Listen,” she said finally, straightening up. “I don’t like you very much. I could tell straightaway I didn’t, and that comment just seals it. I tried to be civil to you, and now you've just continued being a dunce. So, for however long this goes on, you just stand over there and I’ll stand over here, and that’s that! We each get our half.”
She had given Frank the side with the bed. Fine by him. He walked over to it and kicked it slightly, as if it were the tire of a car. 
“Do we have to stand? Is sitting allowed, your highness?”
“You know what I mean!” She let out a strangled cry. “You’re impossible.”
Frank didn’t know how much longer he would last in this tiny room with this lady. But it seemed they didn’t have any choice. 
* * * * *
“Now they’re not even talking,” said Pruitt.
“They don’t need to talk out loud. Their bodies are doing all the talking now.”
“Did you see how they acted? They hate each other. Just like I said.”
“Just wait.”
“They hated each other right away, too. I don’t think I’ve seen people react like that.”
“It’s chemical.” Martinez tapped the monitor. “Those two? They’ll be fucking in no time. It’s just chemicals acting up right now. Out there in the real world, their own chemical dislike for one another would have kept them from ever being around each other. The injection accelerated that process. It has to burn them out, you see? So it gets them all out there and then starts its own stuff.”
“That’s the scientific term? ‘Starts its own stuff?’”
Martinez ruffled slightly.“Shut up.”
* * * * *



Hour 2
They continued to pass the time on opposite sides of the room. Rebecca had a hard time not pacing. What were they supposed to do here? Was this some kind of psychological experiment? To figure out how long two people could last in a room without killing each other? She wasn't sure it would go on much longer in that case. 
The cold of the room had left her, which surprised her. She felt like they had turned the temperature up quite a bit—maybe she shouldn't have complained. Maybe she should stop pacing? She was sweating. Her entire body felt hot. It was getting hard to think with all the heat sweltering up in the room.
Taking a break, she slid against the wall. The wall was cold, somehow, even with the heat of the room.
Wait, though—if the room felt hot but the walls felt cold, didn't that mean that she was...oh god.
“What. The fuck. Is that?” she pointed to Frank's pants.
He snorted. “What are you, a dyke?”
“A dyke?”
“You don’t know what a boner is, you must be a dyke.”
“How is that...” she shuddered and stamped her foot. “That is not how the world works!”
“Whatever. It’s a boner, all right? Grade A. I’ve had it for like, I don’t know. An hour now.”
He gripped it for a second and shuddered. Then, as if slightly afraid, he let it go.
“From what?”
“What?”
“What did you get a boner from?”
“I don’t know. Where did you get tits from?”
“You were born with a boner, is that what you’re telling me?”
He started laughing, as if he thought it was funny that she kept saying “boner” over and over again. She herself didn't know why the semi-swear came so easily. Normally, she never would have used such a filthy term.
“Yeah,” he said, chuckling. “Sure. Born with it.”
“You weren’t born with a boner, Frank. Come on. Why are you laughing? Stop laughing.”
What an ignoramus. When he had himself back under control, he still had the boner sticking hard out from his pants. What was that all about? Where had it come from? 
She couldn’t remember the last time she had seen a boner up close. Maybe back in school, when men still had a lot of trouble controlling their hormones. The businessmen she saw all week long never really seemed to be all that aroused. 
Which was sort of insulting, wasn’t it? Why weren’t they aroused? Wasn’t she a perfectly attractive young woman? Wasn’t she perfectly sexual? She kept herself in good shape. She was no model, but she was lovely enough. And fertile. Why wouldn’t she inspire a big hard cock now and again?
She shook her head. Her thoughts felt...strange. Fuzzy.
“Come on,” she said, trying to stay on task. “Do you have porn or something?”
“Porn?”
“Your cock. Dick.” She shook her head. “Your penis. Hard penis. Why is it hard?”
“I don’t know. It feels good though. And it’s not going away.”
His hand wrapped again around the shaft, thumbing it slowly through his jumpsuit. A stain started to form at the front end of the paper trousers.
“Can’t you make it go away?”
“Make a boner go away?” he laughed. “Sure. But I’m guessing you would want to turn around if I did.”
“Why would I want to turn—oh.” Her nose wrinkled. “That’s gross.”
“That’s not gross. That’s the most natural thing in the world.”
“Masturbating is the most natural thing in the world for you?” she scoffed. “That explains a lot about...” she waved a hand up and down.
“About what?”
“Well, you’re clearly single.” She gestured. “Look at you.”
“I’m clearly single? Why is that?”
“You obviously don’t take care of yourself.”
“Let me ask you this. Do you take care of yourself, princess?”
She scoffed. “Obviously.”
“And are you single?”
“Well, currently, I am, but—”
“And when’s the last time you were laid?”
“Not that long ago.”
“What does that mean? A week? A couple days? I got laid three days ago. I’m itching for another. Can’t wait to be out of here and rid of you.”
“It was...”
“What? Was it a month? That long? Jesus. You’re not that bitchy. You could get laid more than once a month if you smiled every so often.”
She wanted to protest—that it wasn’t just about sex. That she knew she could get laid whenever she wanted. That she shouldn’t have to smile and look pretty just to fulfill some idiotic standard that this primitive neanderthal laid down. 
But instead what she said was, “...three years.”
“Three years what?”
The admission startled her. Her voice was soft, even deferential as she said it.
“That’s...that’s how long it’s been since I’ve been laid.”
“Three years?”
She gulped and nodded, feeling weirdly ashamed. A hot flush spread across her body, fueling the heat already attending her sweating body. There was real compassion in his eyes. 
“I’m sorry. I had no idea.”
“It’s okay.”
“You’re not like, diseased or nothing, are you?”
“No!” she shook her head. She felt it important to reassure him, for some reason, that her body was clean. “Nothing like that. I’m just—I’ve—you know how it is.”
“I really don’t.”
“I’ve prioritized other things.”
God, it was hot in here. She tugged at the tiny paper shirt. Her sweat had started to make the outfit stick to her breasts. They felt heavy. Itchy. She rubbed them, not aware of how erotic the action was for Frank.
“What could be a priority over sex?” asked Frank.
“Living well? Having a career?”
“God, all that’s going away, lady. You’re gonna die. Don’t you know that?”
“Sure I do.”
“You’re gonna die. We all are. You gotta get all the fucking you can jammed in there.” He laughed. “Poor choice of words. Sorry.”
That he apologized for the double entendre surprised her. He was, even in his own stupid, idiot-man way, trying to be sensitive.
After a moment of watching her rub her tits together in her tight, sweaty top, he licked his lips. “You want to see it?”
She knew right away what he meant.
“Do I want to see your cock?” She shuddered. “Your penis, I mean?”
“You can mean whatever you like if it means you want to see it.”
Saliva wet her mouth. She didn’t know it right away, but her nipples began to tent in her jumpsuit. She touched one with her forearm, and the sensation was...electrifying. 
“I...I mean...”
“Have you seen a cock, a real cock, out in the light ever? I don’t think you have. I think all your sex has been in the dark. I bet it’s only lasted five minutes at a time.”
Her tongue darted out across her lips. The top row of her teeth raked across her bottom lip and she suppressed a low, galvanizing shudder.
“Show me.”
Within a moment, he dropped his pants. His cock was completely hard, standing horizontally in front of him. It was so lovely. There was a slight bend to it. His hair around it was thick and bushy and dark. 
A bead of precum sat on the tip. Waiting, it looked like. Patient like a pearl. Crafted by eons of evolution. Designed entirely for the tongue of a young, pretty woman to lick it up and ask for more, please, Sir? More?
Suddenly she wished there was some kind of partition in the room. She wasn’t skilled with playing with herself but she very much thought she could learn. Maybe once she was out of here...yes. That would be wonderful. Once she was out of here, then she would spend the entire day or week or month, maybe, in her apartment and just sliding her thumb against her clit the entire time. 
The entire time...thinking about that cock.
“Thank you.” She gulped. “You can put it away now.”
And he did, a knowing smile on his face.
* * * * *
“You said they’d be fucking by now.”
“I know what I said.”
“They’re not fucking.”
Martinez sighed. “I know what they’re doing.”
“This is like foreplay, sort of. But it’s not fucking.”
“I know. Okay? Do you hear me? I’m watching with you. Jesus Christ. Shut up already.”
“Is that guy still going around with the hat? I want to change my bet.”
“Every hour passes, he takes new bets. Just wait a while. He’ll come around.”
* * * * *



Hour 4
He didn’t really put his cock away, the scoundrel. 
While Rebecca, sweating and heated, had pushed herself into the corner for the last couple of hours, desperate to ignore the barrage of arousal on her senses, Frank had been in the opposite corner, jerking off.
She caught him just in time to see it happen. The big it. The cumming, the orgasm, the huge load. She giggled slightly at all the filth filling her mind. 
The spray pasted against the lower edge of the wall where it met the floor. It looked like an entire cup of masculine product spilled out like a jet from a hose. 
“Shit, Frank!” she shook her head. “What the fuck?”
He stood over the new puddle for several moments, breathing and stroking out any last squirts of cum. Rebecca licked her lips as she watched. Her pussy burned with need, though she didn't know what that meant.
“I was...I had to.” He shrugged. “I had to.”
“You were jerking off? This whole time?”
“Yeah.”
“Were you...were you doing it to me?”
There was a strange tint of hope to her voice. Even she was surprised she said it so openly.
“I didn’t think—” he coughed. “I thought you’d be mad if I looked at you while I did it.”
“Oh.”
He seemed to sense her disappointment. “I was thinking about you, though. Yeah, I was. Thinking about your legs. I didn’t know I liked legs so much. But you got ‘em. Damn.”
“I see.” She struggled, trying to find her resolve. Her legs were sweaty and long. Wet. Shiny. Why was her sweat so shiny? It was like it was trying to show off her body. “Well. You’re...um, a pig. Then. Yes. A pig.”
Even she thought her words were hollow. She left them behind her in the corner, standing up and rapidly approaching the mess he’d made against the wall and floor. There was nothing to clean it with that she could see. The smell was intoxicating.
“It’s...god. There’s so much of it.”
“I know.”
“No, but I mean, look at it.” She shook her head, kneeling down. “There’s...god. There’s so much of it.”
“You said that.”
“But it’s like a centimeter thick. And it’s just...it’s like thick. Like dense. It’s just sitting there. Standing up. God.”
Her mouth hung open as she breathed between words. Her eyes were wide, her lips wet. Almost glossy. 
She seemed pained—and strangely, Frank took pity on her. 
“Here,” he said, stripping off his shirt. 
In a moment he had cleaned up the entire puddle. It stuck easily to his shirt, completely clingy. It was hard not to think of how his cum could stick so easily to her insides. It would slide up right into her canal, easily going all the way. Filling her fertile womb with a perfect concoction of potency and warmth. Look at how it stuck, how it weighed his shirt down! She would be pregnant in minutes. On the first try, without a doubt. 
Pregnant on the first time inside me. 
A wave of heat attacked her brain. That would be so perfect. That would be so perfect. That would mean they were meant together, and weren’t they already? Locked here in this room and feeling this tangible fucking fuck-heat between them. It would be so right, so right, so so right...
Then, for the first time, she looked at his shirtless body. He was...
Well. He was in rather good shape, wasn’t he? Not just a smoking big pole to boast about. He had a body to match. Sure, he wasn’t like, carved from marble, or anything, but he had plenty of muscles. His shoulders nice and broad, his stomach flat. Bulky. Burly, even. The kind of build you might imagine a caveman had. Lots of dense musculature and hair around his chest. A dark happy trail leading to his cock, which still bulged in his pants.
He was strong. He could protect her.
He tossed the shirt off to one side, and wordlessly, Rebecca followed it and crouched over it.
“What are you doing?” Frank asked.
“Nothing. I’m just...it...smells.”
“So you’re getting closer to it?”
She couldn’t explain it. But yes, it smelled, and yes, she was getting closer to it. It was an intoxicating smell. Her head felt dizzy, but she didn’t care. It was as if all her life, she had been living behind a window, and now all of sudden she was in front it. Sounds were more real. Sights more vivid. Every smell like someone had dumped a load of pheromones into her brain. All sensations were magnified, complexified, sexified. They all led directly to her pussy, dripping hopelessly down her legs, needing a firm cock to show her which way was right. She held the shirt up to her nose, taking in the deep, woodsy, campfire-musk of her man. Of...of the man, rather. Of Frank.
“You’ve got...” he gulped, gaping a bit. “You’ve got a little, there. On your nose.”
“Oh,” she said, distant. Without thinking to do it, she slid her tongue upward, gently licking it off the tip. The taste was still warm, even though it had been a few minutes since he had cum.
Suddenly, she was on the floor. Her legs not working quite right. Everything spun. Her body felt wet from head to toe, and warmth spilled over her entire being. Was this an orgasm? Was this how they were supposed to feel?
“Are you all right?” 
His hands were on her. Big, strong, man hands. God, she loved his man hands. His man arms. His man shoulders. Everything about him was so brilliantly manly. How had she ignored that before? That thick cut of his jaw. The thickness of his hair. Those big, sexy muscles that could just hold her down and fuck her until she was brimming over with his cum. 
Until she was pregnant.
She moaned at the thought. As the little droplet of cum slid further down her esophagus, leaving a hot wet trail all the way down, her skin absorbing more and more of the precious manly material, her thoughts became a train track along which every stop was that: he would get her pregnant.
She couldn’t get rid of it. It was all she could think of. 
They would escape, distract the guard, run away from this place, and then he’d get her pregnant.
Or they would be stuck there forever, rutting like maniacs, and then he’d get her pregnant.
Or the authorities would let them out, and she’d follow him home and beg to be filled with his cum, and he’d get her pregnant.
Or there would be some emergency, a fire maybe, and everyone would have to be evacuated, and he’d pin her against a table and shove his cock into her sloppy wet slit and then he’d get her pregnant.
Yes, he’d get her pregnant. He’d fuck her against the wall, hold her down, not let her get away (not that she would want to), claim his territory and mark her as hers. 
And what would that leave her with?
“Babies,” she said softly. “Lots of babies.”
“What was that?”
Slowly, the haze lifted. Frank was holding her, sitting her against the wall under the sink. She ignored, violently, how much that turned her on, pushing away from him and scrambling to the other side of the cell.
“You stay over there, you fucking maniac,” she warned him. “You’re not going to get me pregnant. No fucking way!”
For his part, Frank looked rather confused, especially as she had her fingers buried in her dripping snatch the entire time she made her speech.
* * * * *



Hour 6
Sleep gave him respite for a time. It was not good rest, nor consistent, but at least it was there. He had vivid dreams of fucking—fucking everyone he’d ever fucked in the past and everyone he’d ever wanted to fuck. 
Frank fucked his two ex-wives—including the girl he’d married only for a few weeks in Vegas. He fucked her until drool spilled out of her mouth, until she was unable to say anything but “cock” and “more.” He fucked every celebrity he’d ever jerked off to, every woman in the streets that he’d ever lusted after. Other images faded away—how to fix a pipe, or how to close a live wire’s circuit, or how to jimmy a stubborn lugnut off of its base. 
These thoughts and memories were replaced instead with magnified visions of every hot, lusty thought his mind could manage, until he saw all those women—an army of them, an army of sluts that existed in every horny man’s mind—as vividly in his troubled sleep as if they were standing in front of him. 
Waking approached slow. The first thing he felt was his hard-on, undeterred by his sleep and more active than any other part of his body. The thick meat of his cock pressed hard against the thin material of his outfit. It pushed against the floor. The floor itself was warm—it should have been cold. So much tile. But it was warm instead, and growing warmer still. 
In fact, it was wet and warm. Something wet and warm surrounded him. Groggily, he pushed upward, and found his hand covered newly in the same warm wet substance.
It was his cum. He lay next to a puddle of his own cum. It was everywhere in front of him, spurted outward from the constant wet dreams from the night. 
Across from him, Rebecca was on the floor, fingering her pussy madly. 
“It’s s-so much,” she moaned. “So much. S-so m-much. And you wouldn’t stop. You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t stop. Oh god.”
Her fingers rubbed intently over her pussy. She seemed to be cumming every few seconds, but he couldn't tell for sure—her pleasure looked constant. Her top was plastered against her tits—the material totally see-through now. See-through and wet. All of her body so very wet. Her tiny shorts were captured under her knees, and her feet splayed wildly across the floor. As such, he could see all of her pussy.
Her pussy was hot. He could tell it was hot just from looking at it. Not just “hot,” like attractive, but actually warm, actually having an oven-like temperature that wouldn’t cool anytime soon. 
“God, you know. Rebecca. I could...uh...I could really help you out.”
Despite all his cumming, his cock was hard as a rock. He let his pants fall down into the puddle of cum. They were sticky and wet anyway.
“N-no. No.” She shook her head. “Stay back. We have to...we have to resist. We can’t fuck.”
She might as well have been reciting a calculus equation. “We can’t?”
“No. If we fuck, then...then they win. We have to resist,” she huffed again. “We have to resist.”
Resist? She didn’t understand. That was idiot talk. Stupid dumb slut words. She really needed to figure out what the world was about. Frank would teach her. 
“But your pussy.” He had a hand on his cock now, stroking slow. Her eyes lit up at the sight, and he watched as another orgasm rollicked through her body. “Your pussy needs me.”
“No!” She put up a hand, the other still firmly in her cunt. “No. Stay back, okay? I don’t want that. I don’t want you. I just need to—nnngh.” She bit her lip, cumming once more. Her voice became quiet, but she kept fingering herself. “I just need to keep cumming. Cumming and resisting.”
She had said no. There was a part of him that wanted to ignore that, to take her anyway, no matter what she said—but he pushed it away. That was foolish. This here was a mate. You didn’t just ignore what a mate said. You respected her, and you showed her what she needed to have until her silly little female mind finally came around and recognized that she needed to be brimming with his young.
And she would. He was certain of that. His head lolled backward and he stroked harder. God, his arms weren’t even getting tired. His muscles felt hard as rocks. He’d been jerking off for what felt like hours now—even in his sleep, his hand had been attached to his cock.
“You can...” she gulped. “You can stroke it closer to me, if you want.”
He did want to. And so, standing over her, feeling something like a lord in a manor, he stroked his huge cock over her prone, self-fingering body. 
* * * * *
“Here we go.”
“Here we go?” Pruitt snorted. “Come on.”
“They’re about to get into it, man. I don’t know who won the bet, but it wasn’t me.”
“She’s still pushing him away.”
“Yeah, and that’s weird. Their chemical readings are off the chart. They should be on the seventh or eighth session, according to their chemistry. I don’t know why the grip is so slow on their brain. It’s like it’s...I don’t know. The effect is more symbiotic than parasitic.”
“The fuck does that mean?”
“It means,” said Martinez, “that maybe this little virus is smarter than we gave it credit for. But they're going to start soon, now. You watch. They're going to start and they won't be able to stop.
* * * * * 



Hour 8
It was hard exactly to tell where the foreplay stopped and the actual sex began. After ten minutes of stroking his cock directly next to Rebecca, she had told him rather imperiously that he was doing it wrong. Directly, she began to stroke for him. 
Immediately, at their touching, all their sensations magnified once again. He came instantly, spraying all over her naked thighs. Her shorts, soiled completely, had to be totally removed. It didn’t matter. They were just in the way. All their clothes were gone now.
Wherever it started, however it would be measured as beginning, they rutted now like mad meth-laden rabbits. His cock felt like an extension of Rebecca's body, an extension of her very soul. 
Somewhere in her distant past, Rebecca had lost her virginity in a college dorm room. It had been a sad little affair like so many losses of virginity tend to be. There were posters of bad bands on the walls, and one of them played on the computer sitting only a few feet away through paltry laptop speakers that had about as much business blaring music as Rebecca did playing in the NHL. Pot smoke filled the air. The boy’s face—not a boy, really, an eighteen year-old, but next to what an ungodly perfect specimen of stud Frank was, all men had started to be referred to as boys in her recollection—was pimply and awkward. Too much hair in all the wrong places. He came almost right away, and the feeling had been disappointing, covered over by a thin rubber sheet that didn’t give her any of the primal warmth that she and every heterosexual woman had been born needing to have inside of her. 
He fell asleep afterward, right on top of her, and she had to suffer the indignity of feeling his cock shrink inside her barely-penetrated pussy. When he woke, he removed the sloppy condom from her, and some spilled out. 
She spent the next three weeks terrified that she might have gotten accidentally pregnant. When she was sure she wasn’t, she broke up with the young disappointment, and swore off the distraction of boys until she had finished school. Then, after a similarly disappointing experience soon after her graduation, she had sworn off men until she finished her law degree. Then, after that graduation and another disappointment, she had sworn off men until she  got her career on track. 
Her love life could wait. Everything could wait. Sex wasn’t important. Life was important. Money was important. Owning her house—that was important. 
She hadn’t ever had an orgasm until eight months ago. It was an unpleasant experience for her. Losing all that control. Not knowing where her limbs would go, how her legs would shake, how her mind would drift afterward and make it impossible to do anything else for the rest of the day. Afterward, she had written in her diary a simple note:
“Orgasmed today after playing with myself for one hundred and fifty-five minutes. One hundred fifty-five minutes! For ten seconds of pleasure that I barely even felt. Not worth it. 0/5 stars. Would not do again.”
Now, underneath Frank, her upper torso pinned in the corner of two walls and her ass jammed in between his thighs, that enormous fuckrod of his plowing into her cunt so forcefully, she came again and again. And again. And again. The pleasure was ceaseless. It replaced her thoughts, replaced her memories, replaced her morals and her ethics and everything else that wasn’t the primordial biological knowledge of how best to please a man’s cock, of how to get pregnant, of how to do anything in her power to feel cum inside of her again.
Tears dripped down her cheeks—tears of purest joy. She stared up at Frank with love in her eyes as he unleashed his strength on her comparatively tiny body. 
Her tits bounced and jiggled as he drove into her body again and again. A distant part of her brain wished they were bigger for him. And then she remembered—soon, she would be pregnant. All those new curves for her man. A thick hot belly to please his view. Bigger tits filled with lifegiving milk, all just for him. She would have her entire body dedicated to his sperm. Her every cell, her every atom devoted to cultivating what his amazing manly seed had given to her. It was so perfect. 
It only made sense that she served him, that she did as he said. That she submitted totally to his will. Her body was made to submit to his will—to change on a chemical basis to become the perfect vessel for the physical incarnation of his amazing masculinity. Why would her brain be any different? Why would her will?
Women were born to serve. It made total sense.
“Women are born to serve,” she moaned, testing it out.
She didn’t even know if she meant to say it to him—if she meant for him to hear. She just wanted to hear the words. But, it excited him. She could tell by how he increased the rapidity of his thrusts inside her. 
“Is that right, slut? You’re born to serve?”
Rebecca nodded eagerly, a hot happy breath parting her lips. He wanted her to speak. He wanted to know what was on her mind! God, he was so magnanimous. 
“Oh yes, Sir. Born for it. Born for your cock. I was made to be—oh fuck—”
She had to stop speaking because she started cumming. Her mind turned off.
When it turned back on, her mouth was moving, and words spilled from her lips, though strangely she didn’t feel like she was in control of any of them.
“Born to serve you. To suck your cock. Just your whore. Your dumb slut. Your three holes. Have to fuck you. Need to be fucked. By you. By you. By you. B-b-by y-you-oh god!”
And she came again, consciousness blinking out once more. 
Her mind became a sort of strobe light of consciousness, flashing this way and that. She saw Frank on top of her, grunting loud in orgasm. She saw her thighs dripping with his cum and her pussy juices all mixed together.
Cum.
She heard herself shout, “Give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please, Sir! I need them so bad!”
Cum.
And the next thought was that she was bent over onto her knees, Frank’s enormous cock fucking hard into her pussy from behind. 
Cum.
Tugging at her short hair. She should have longer hair, she realized, so Frank would have more to play with. So she would have more to show off for him. Yes. That was a perfectly natural, perfectly good thing. A woman should have hot long hair so she can show off what a good little fucktoy decoration she is for her man. Why hadn’t she realized before?
Cum.
“Never done this before,” she giggled. And then she lazily slid her mouth over the top of his cock, slurping him down. 
“Oh, that’s perfect, love.” 
Cum.
Her head was automatically moving up and down Frank’s cock, slurping slow, but not quite fast enough. He wrapped his hair in her hand and began pumping her up and down.
He’s using me to masturbate his cock, she thought. My head, my mouth and tongue, are his lube. I’m just a fucktoy. I’m just—
Cum.
There was cum everywhere. All over her tits. All over her neck and her mouth. It tasted so good. It tasted like—
Cum.
His seed was everywhere again. All over her tits. More of it this time. Double the amount. It made her breasts stick together on her chest, like she wore some tight hot dress. He climbed on top of her and pushed his cockhead through the cleavage. Slowly, the sticky cum pushed apart like buttery spread, and his cock spurted out layers of precum onto her skin and—
Cum.
Rebecca snoozed happily, snuggling tight up against her man. God, he was such a good man. He was going to fill her with so many perfect babies. Her cunt was still on overload. Just the slightest touch would set her off. God, her thighs were covered in his cum. They just soaked in a puddle of it. What if she shifted so that—
Cum.
* * * * *
“What’d I tell you?”
“Shut up.”
“No, what did I tell you? I forget.”
“You didn’t forget. You’re just being an ass.”
“Yeah.” Martinez laughed. “Your report done yet?”
“Well, we gotta watch until they expire, right?”
“If they expire. I mean, we might have to terminate them eventually. I’m not sure when they’re going to let up.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, the virus is changing, isn’t it? It wants to keep its host body alive. And so it’s...I don’t know. This strain is mutated somehow. Beyond just what we did to it. And so it’s lasting longer. I don’t know how soon it will kill them.”
“Will it kill them?”
“I don’t know.”
“So what do we do?”
“We wait.”
* * * * *



Hour 16
The nurse entered the room, gingerly stepping through the piles of fluids that had gathered on the floor. Frank saw her the way that man was intended to see women—noticing only the thick width of her hips, the steadiness of her stance, the heat emanating from her pussy. It was the same hot redheaded nurse from before, though Frank didn't remember that all that well. She wore a suit of some kind, her head in a bubble. Protected.
He could fuck her full and pregnant on the first try, he knew. He could do it in less than five minutes if she would let him.
He stood up—or tried. But his hands were bound to the railing on the side of the bed. She must have tied him up before he woke.
The nurse leaned over Rebecca, speaking into a microphone on her shoulder.
“Subject appears unconscious. Possibly comatose. I suggest—”
Beneath her, Rebecca suddenly began to shake violently.
“She’s having a seizure!” Frank said. His voice was low and gravelly, little more than guttural cavemen-like grunting. “Help her! You’re a nurse! You have to help her!”
The nurse knelt down. Thick fluids surrounded her knees. Cum, precum, pussy juice. The combination created a potent chemical mix. Frank continued to panic, tearing at his bindings. He'd gnaw through his wrists if it meant protecting his mate. 
Rebecca's eyes suddenly snapped open. She wrapped her legs around the nurse, and tore into the suit with her fingernails, detaching the bubble around her head. The nurse let out a frightened moan as her skin, her nostrils, her mouth was exposed to the heavy lust-layered air. Rebecca pulled her down and kissed her madly, pushing herself on top of the nurse's busty body. Soon, the nurse was sliding in the collected juices on the floor, apparently forgetting how to resist—forgetting perhaps that Rebecca carried a monumentally dangerous virus transferred by any physical contact. 
Finally, though, she pushed Rebecca off with a terrified cry, and stumbled out of the room, wailing. Alarms began to sound. 
Rebecca, smiling, rushed to Frank and untied him, using a scalpel taken from the nurse's belt. He took her by the hand and they rushed out of the room, blindly searching for a way to survive. The place was a maze. They rounded one corner, and there were men with guns and bio-suits on. He rushed at them, punching and elbowing, until they had scattered or were left on the floor, unconscious. Rebecca clapped her hands with glee, watching her man fight for her. His cum was everywhere. 
They continued to run, paying no attention to the intercom blaring overhead, entreating them to stop. Doors began to shut all around, locking and slamming. 
With no other recourse, they simply followed the lines in the hallway—a green one. Frank's stamina felt endless. His body completely reformatted for physical activity for hours at a time. He slammed through one half-open door, and inside was a garage.
Lucky.
There was a car waiting there, a man trying to start it. 
“Oh, shit. Martinez!” the man ran to the other side of the garage, banging on the door. “Martinez, you gotta let me back in there, man!”
Frank shoved him to the ground, his fingers clasping deep on his neck. Somehow, he knew the man was infected right away—even though he barely had a concept of being infected himself. He simply knew he felt correct. 
“Get in, baby.”
He slapped Rebecca on the ass and pushed her inside the military car. The keys were inside—and there was enough of his brain left behind to know how to operate it. With a roar, the engine came alive, and he powered out of the garage and up into the waiting world. Bullets sang against the car, trying to stop it, but somehow they missed, or deflected off the car's surface, or both. 
Rebecca kissed him madly as he steered them to safety—protecting her—and then sank her mouth down to his waiting, spurting cock.
He came just as they powered through the closing gates. And they were out, out in the world, free.
And the virus was free with them.
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Heir Salon
In this Stepford-style series spin-off of the “Maid For Service” series, a stalwart feminist, Betty, is transported to the small town of Passion Heights, where all the women are gloriously endowed bimbos, each as fertile as a bunny and with a litter to match—though they have all kept their sensational figures and cheery, empty-minded dispositions. As Betty tries to investigate, she finds herself and her new neighbors only drawn deeper into the town's pleasurable trap...and soon finds herself the object of desire by the most powerful man in the town...and maybe the world. In “Heir Salon 2,” Betty becomes the bimbo she was born to be, and in “Heir Salon 3,” she becomes the bimbo wife she was meant to be...in every possible way. 
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. 
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * * 
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.”
* * * * *
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?”
* * * * *
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.
* * * * *
“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.
* * * * *
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. 
* * * * * 
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. 
* * * * *
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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