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ubscribe 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 and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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BIMBO GENIE – FINAL
 Wishes


Sexy airhead genie Zanthia meets the Ultimate Master—a mind-controlling hunk who is hellbent on claiming her godlike powers for himself. The thought makes Zanthia dripping wet, but she still can't touch any man...or does 
this new Master have a clever way around her rules?
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HARD & ROUGH FANTASIES


TWENTY sexy stories of men and women having the roughest, sexiest, hardest ruts possible with no protection and NO limits!
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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MESMERIZED FANTASIES
 – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—
making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


When you finish this hot bundle, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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T
here was no way Natalie was going to say yes to Jake's proposal, but she had to admit that it was such
 a nice ring.

The two of them were having a picnic in Favor Park, near the lake. The water sliding over the shore made soft lapping sounds. It was late September, on the middle of a Tuesday. There was no one around. The entire park seemed vacant, except for the sparrows singing in the trees.

A few miles away, there was a large gathering at the Favor City High School football stadium. Natalie wasn't sure why the High School was sponsoring a city-wide clothing give-away on the middle of a Tuesday, but the event seemed to be very popular. She and Jake kept hearing the raucous cheering.

Probably, the popularity was due to the scantily-clad cheerleaders lining the roads for miles up and down the road leading to the stadium.

Natalie hadn't even known the school had
 that many cheerleaders, well over fifty, but she just put this on being out of touch. Working on her medical degree, and then on becoming a fully-fledged doctor, for so long had left her feeling ostracized from much of the trappings of culture.

Jake helped her with that. He was rather nice, getting her away from the hospital and making her this picnic. Still, though, she wasn't about to marry
 him.

It was a rather nice little lunch he had put together. Small, fresh salads made with almonds, apple slices and peppercorn dressing served as the main course, along with some fresh bread from the 
supermarket. They each had downed about two glasses of wine so far, working on their third.

It was easier to justify drinking in the middle of the day for some reason, even though Natalie and Jake were both on call. She felt so good
 out here in the sun with Jake.

He worked in construction as a consultant, and was constantly called away to go evaluate building plans and administer work sites. She liked his logical mind and the easy charm of his smile, but ultimately didn't feel they were compatible. Life was too easy for Jake, something to peruse and enjoy, like he was picking out fruit from an orchard. When she had asked him a week ago about why he had chosen his profession, his answer was just a shrug, like she was silly for even bringing such a thing up.

“I just fell into it, I suppose.”

Natalie could never be with someone long-term with such a carefree idealogy. More than once, she had gotten the impression that her profession had been chosen for her by some higher power. Every step that she took, every  breath she inhaled was moving toward a greater purpose to save lives.

But, at their little picnic, after three glasses of wine, it became so much easier to relax. To laugh and smile. The plush, thick fabric of the picnic blanket felt divine against her skin. It was so easy to just sit back into its thick surface and dig her fingers into the softness of it. Hot, good vibes rushed into her for the entirety of the lung, making her head pulse with lightness.

And Jake had to ruin it all, making the mood so serious, by getting down on a knee and putting a ring in front of her.

Natalie was a serious woman. She was due to start her residency at Tall Hill Hospital in just a few months, after an incredibly arduous selection process and grueling internship. Tall Hill Hospital was the prestige hospital in mid-sized Favor City, and led to all the best patients and the most interesting casework. If she didn't a job working there, practicing medicine, all her long hours of med school and periods of cramming and isolation and loading down on knowledge would be for nothing.

She had started dating Jake after meeting him in her apartment building about six weeks ago. He had been hired to help remodel the 
entryway, and was overseeing the installation of new tilework.

He was ruggedly handsome, with a permanent five o'clock shadow and a solid frame that bespoke of a lifetime of physical labor. His dark brown eyes carried heavy wit, though, and when he had talked to her, he made her laugh right away. That was why she had gone out with him, and why she had continued to do so. But . . . after just six weeks . . .

“Oh,” said Natalie, trying to find some elegant way to back away from Jake as she was sitting down on the blanket. “It's a ring.”

“Yeah!” Jake nodded. “Why don't you try it on?”

He plopped the box in her hands. Natalie held it gingerly, like it was full of poisonous spiders.

Natalie couldn't really believe this was happening. What she had with Jake was not a long-term thing, and she thought he had understood that.

He was, by all possible terms, the definition of a fling. Natalie had never had a fling before. She was a pretty enough gal, with her dark blond hair and slender frame, her Swedish heritage shaping her face and bone structure elegantly. But the hospital kept her far too busy for a real relationship.

The two of them had sex—good, perfunctory sex where she was able to get close enough to orgasm to not feel bad about asking him to finish her off with his fingers every once in a while—and they watched fun movies where the guy got the girl or the bad guy or the treasure, and that was it. That was all she wanted.

And now this gaudy, sparkling monstrosity of a ring in her hands.

“It's so . . . shiny,” she said, trying to find something to say.

“Isn't it?” he wagged his head enthusiastically.

It was certainly that. Diamonds lined the band, and the headstone itself was a rather large diamond, sculpted with several others into a spiral pattern.

“I just happened to walk into this store, Female Designs, right after going to the grocery store. I wanted to get you something, and I saw it was so crowded with women your age. Women who were just gorgeous, like you.”

She blushed, digging her free hand into the picnic blanket. Natalie liked
 hearing that Jake found her attractive. So often in her life, she 
had been the mousy girl, the one who was ignored or passed over, who was thought about only for how smart she was. But Natalie had a wild side, a funloving fuckdoll side just waiting to bounce out on the scene . . .

. . . Wait. What? No. That wasn't right. Not at all. Natalie had a wild side like rectangles had a round side. But . . . Jake was talking. She should listen.

“And I started talking with some lady at the front desk. Her name was Holly, I think. She's moved to all kinds of cities with the stores, she said. So she's seen like, everything. And she told me if I really loved you, I needed to show it. I needed to make you mine. I needed to show everyone how you belonged to me.”

Natalie, of course, disagreed. She belonged to nobody.

But still, her heart swelled a bit, hearing her man's story. He wanted to show her how much she cared! That was so
 sweet.

“And so I bought this ring. I spent . . . well, a whole lot. More than that average of three months, or whatever it is, and I got this picnic blanket at the same time, and . . .”

His voice drifted away somewhere as Natalie examined the ring and its pretty stones. The pretty pretty  spiral of stones. Her mind sometimes felt like a spiral, like a pretty, sparkling spiral.

That's all she was, really. A pretty little collection of sparkles to be a decoration.

“—I said, what do you think, babe?”

Natalie looked up at Jake, who was looking at her intently. She put her hand to her head.

“Sorry,” she said. “I just . . . the ring. It's so pretty.”

God, was that all she could say? She was more eloquent than that. She had been in school her whole life, for goodness sake! To try and up her wording, she looked at the ring again . . . but it wasn't in her hand, where she had left it.

No, it was on her finger now.

How had that happened?

Wow, she was acting like such a silly little giggly babe to do something like that.

No . . . wait, silly giggly babe? Huh?

“I'm glad you like it,” he enthused. “I was really hoping you 
would.”

He looked so earnest. He was so handsome. Natalie really was doing a poor job of expressing her feelings. Maybe she would be better off just doing something for him.

The wind blew, and Natalie shivered a bit. Jake shifted on the blanket, moving closer to her to put her arms around her. His crotch was right there.

It was only right to kiss his cock to show him how she felt. He did give her this nice ring, after all. She wasn't going to accept it, but diamonds were such a wonderful gesture. She could talk him down to something more appropriate. Yes. She should be showered with gifts for being so beautiful all the time.

That last thought was almost debated, but her ringed hand was already on Jake's zipper, pulling it down.

“You're so thoughtful,” she said to him, planting a little kiss on his cheek. “I have to thank you somehow . . .”

Little seeds of doubt sprinkled in her mind, but rather one large seed of lust had already sprouted in Jake's lap—his cock rose out from his pants. Natalie stared at it hungrily for several seconds, licking her lips.

She fell on top of it with relish, her initial thought of just a kiss washing away under the flood of arousal. Instead, she quickly slipped her lips over the head, warmly massaging the meat with her tongue. The warmth and size of his big length inside of her mouth was somehow the most comforting, most erotic feeling she had ever had. There was nothing finer than Jake's hot cock slowly getting harder and harder inside of the warm confines of her lips and tongue.

Above his crotch, on his belly, her ring sparkled and sparkled. Natalie's eyes were transfixed by it.

It was so pretty. It was such a pretty ring, for such a pretty girl like her. She was a hot, loving, sexy girl and she was giving her man such a hot, loving, sexy blowjob. She would suck his cock like this forever and ever if that's what kept him happy. If that was how she was supposed to keep him coming back to her and giving her pretty pretty sparkly things like this ring.

His hands slid through her hair and then down her back, circling around to her plump tits.

Oh yes, she thought gleefully. Feel up my tits, you big hard man. Feel how soft I am for you when you're so hard for me.

The ring sparkled and sparkled in her eyes, and she moaned. Each new little sparkle made her suck all the harder, made her tongue swim around his handsome cock even more, and when she could hear him moan in appreciation from that, her own pussy got sensationally wet. She could feel hot rivulets of juices sliding down her thighs.

“Oh,” he started shaking against her mouth, perhaps trying to pull out. “Nat-Natalie, I'm going to . . . you said you don't like the taste . . . I'm gonna—I'm gonna—”

He spurted hot seed down her throat and Natalie moaned, cumming herself. The taste was indescribably good, better than it ever had been before. The heavy warmth slid inside of her body, making her whole. She forgot about medicine, forgot about living independently—for a few beautiful moments, she was nothing but a cocksucking doll.

Oh god, that had never happened before. How on earth did someone orgasm just from tasting hot, sweet, wonderful spunk?

She didn't care. She hoped it happened again and again for as long she lived.

For three minutes or so, Jake just stroked her pretty head, breathing hard as she nuzzled against his still-wet cock. Then he tilted her chin up so that she was looking him in the eyes.

“So you'll marry me, right?” He smiled. “I mean, that was a yes if I ever saw one before.”

“Oh,” she said, shaking her head.

Of course he would interpret it that way. And, like, of course Natalie loved Jake's cock. She probably even loved Jake too. But, well. Marriage was like, such a thing
.

She shook her head again, trying to clear her head. “Such a thing?” That was how she was characterizing marriage? Disappointment and confusion started to blossom on Jake's face.

“I'm sorry,” she said, rubbing her temple. “It's just, I feel very overwhelmed right now.”

“You feel overwhelmed?” He laughed in disbelief. “I'm the one who just got the best blowjob of my life from a woman who doesn't 
know if she wants to be with me.”

“No, that's not it, it's just . . .” she sat back a bit, looking up in his eyes. “No, that is
 it. I haven't given you a blowjob this whole time we've been together. I really . . . I really thought I didn't like the taste. I remember not liking it. Or . . .” she struggled. “I remember remembering not liking it, if that makes any sense. And now all of a sudden I do, without even thinking twice about it? Jake, something . . . something is wrong . . .”

“I'll say.”

He set his jaw, frowning a bit. It just broke Natalie's heart to see him unhappy like that. Her man needed comfort. Her hands dug into the plush blanket beneath them. She could see his big fists bunched up in the fabric as well.

The Jake she knew would have gone along with whatever she said, just trying to curry favor with her. This new Jake was a different kind of animal. He was . . . well, kind of animalistic. It turned her on horribly, and she had cum only a few minutes ago.

“Come on, Natalie.” He stroked her face, looking at her expectantly. “You can't blow me like that and not marry me. That's not fair to me.”

Her eyes went down to the ground. It was hard to meet his gaze when it was so stern and true. “You're right. It's not fair. I'm sorry.”

Wait. What?

His hand went down from her face.

Oh no! She really needed to feel his big, strong touch again.

“I feel really hurt right now,” he said. “I don't know if this is okay.”

“N-no, Jake!” she scooted forward on her knees and snuggled around his crotch, slipping her slight hand around his rod. It was still a little moist from all the cum, from her saliva.

“Look,” she said admiringly. “My big Jake is getting all hard again for me. I bet I can make you cum again, too.”

Maybe I can even get him to get me pregnant, she thought excitedly.

He grabbed her by the hair. Her breathing picked up, heart racing. He was just so in charge. It was wonderful.

“No,” he said.

Her mouth opened and closed needfully, right in front of his cock. Her ring was right over his crotch again, sparkling, sparkling, sparking . . .

It was such a good position for her, being down between his legs like this. She was sure she looked fantastic doing it. Somehow, her shirt opened up, her tits spilling out of it. Hopefully, he would be more agreeable if he could see her nice tits falling all over his legs.

Sparkle, sparkle, sparkle. She should just do what he said. She should listen to him all the time. Listen to Jake. Listen—

“—I said, stop playing with your tits and listen to me.”

Natalie giggled, looking up at him. Yes, she should listen to him. How had her hands gotten so wrapped around her nipples? Oh well, he told her to stop, so she stopped.

She looked up at him and nodded eagerly, licking her lips.

“You're only going to suck me off again if you agree to marry me. A woman like you belongs as my property. Okay?”

Enthused, she nodded. That was a wonderful way to have all the babies a girl like her should have.

“Oh yes
, Jake. Anything you say!”

“All right then. Have at it.”

Free at last, she dove back down onto his cock. He tasted even better than before. And the whole time, as she sucked him down, she stared into the perfect hot spiral sparkles of her wonderful engagement ring.
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FOUR WEEKS AFTER JAKE
 proposed, Natalie received a very strange memo at work. She was bending over at the waist and reading from the monitor, showing off her delightful ass to any passers-by. The memo was from her supervisor, Doctor Madeline Eros, though lately, everyone had been calling the dark-haired, fun-loving babe Maddie. The message read:

All you hot doctor nurse girls should totally got to report to the staff room at one o'clock today. Dress in your best! Our super hot cool boss will be there, so make sure you're looking super duper hot so that he'll look at you and tell you what an ultra-babe you are! 
Being a babe is like, super important for your career? So make sure that's what you look like when you go.

Also, does anyone have any booze? Bring that too. Booze and your hottest hot dresses. Because like, meetings are totally fun. I want to talk about hair and bras and stuff!

Hooray!

Big-titted hugs and wet kisses,

Doc Maddie

Tallie Tall Hospital

Natalie tilted her lovely head to one side, posing prettily on sexy red high heels in front of the small circular computer desk in the hospital. A few men passed by, and she made sure to raise her ass up, so they could see her tight, matching red thong.

That was like, just such a weird message. Since when did the staff room not have plenty of booze? Half of working at the hospital was getting drunk and just laying out with her besties, comparing each other's chesties.

So far, Natalie had the best chestie of any of them. She was so proud of her big, wonderful titties. They looked terrific today in her super-official, super-serious bright red minidress. She was a professional, after all.

The dress had a deep scooping u-shape that lifted up underneath her terrifically titanic tits, putting her cleavage on constant display. Her small, bright white latex coat barely stretched down below the lower curve of her enormous breasts, and could not come anywhere close to buttoning across them. The only thing designating her as a doctor was the name tag reading, “Nataliee!”

Even that had her listed as a nurse. Was . . . was she a nurse? Doctoring was such hard work. It seemed really odd that she would be one. And, the tag on her boobs said she was a nurse, and everything about her boobs was just, really super great.

She giggled, standing up and grabbing her chest firmly, running her hands over their enormous curvature. She loved
 her big titties. They were so large that the clothing store had run out of bras for them.

Female Designs was such a wonderful store. They had donated televisions to the hospital, so that every hallway and room was filled 
with their advertisements on nonstop loops. The ads were really helpful in deciding what to wear or how to act around big strong men. Queen Kimberly, Female Designs' cunt-juicingly gorgeous spokes model, was on every third or fourth advertisement or so. Everyone stopped to watch when she was on the screen. It was only right and good to pay attention to the Queen of so many cities. She said that, if they were all very good, then she would be the Queen of Favor City pretty soon too.

Shortly after Female Designs arrived in Favor City, everybody realized how totally awesome the store was, and started using them for every kind of men and women's clothing. And all the sheets. And all the carpeting, and jewelry, and curtains, and even some of the pens and pencils.

It was so nice to have someone take care of all those complicated things. Natalie had no idea who was in charge of all of it, but she was sure it was someone smart and strong if even Queen Kimberly was doing as he said.

Someone like her Jake, probably. Natalie swooned at the thought of him.

For a moment, she stood in the hallway, slipping her hand up her tiny dress and between her thighs. The access there was smooth, wet, and constantly hot. It was so easy to just lean against the wall and put a little hot pressure on her clitty, slipping her index finger up into her pussy.

The new teenage intern, Carmen, strutted by in a pair of enormously-heeled thigh-high leather red boots. They matched her tiny red latex dress. Her own short white coat—almost a sweater, really—struggled to maintain its placement around her massive breasts, much like Natalie's. Carmen's Hispanic heritage was noticeable in the easy bronze of her skin and the beautiful rich blackness of her long, long hair. Only eighteen years-old, her face was bright and fresh all the time, her body completely devoid of any hints of fat or blemishes.

“Thinking about the hubby?” Carmen smiled.

Natalie nodded, licking her index finger clean. “God, he's just so wonderful. I don't know what I'd do without him.”

“When is that wedding, again?”

“Four weeks! I'm so excited.”

“What are you doing for the honeymoon?”

“Oh, probably like, sucking him off while he watches some football? He didn't really want to make a big deal out of it, and you know how just totally correct a man can be. He is so
 right. The only big thing I need is his big thing.”

Carmen giggled, and Natalie giggled with her. Their tits danced across from each other, the enticing flesh bouncing happily.

A shapely redheaded nurse, Layla, was pushing a man on a plush gurney past the pair. Carmen and Natalie admired her form as she both steered the gurney and gave the man a handjob at the same time.

Something inside of Natalie tugged at her whenever she saw a gurney like that, or a hospital bed. It used to be that the beds at the hospital didn't have quite so many pillows, and that people didn't seem quite so happy when they were on them.

Hospitals, she thought she could remember, weren't just a place men came to have their big yummy cocks sucked so that they could focus on the day. It was a place to treat bad sicknesses. Like . . . stubbed toes. Or skinned knees. Or the flu.

Natalie scratched her head for a moment.

“Carmen, how do we treat the flu, again?”

“Oh gosh, Natalie, that sounds complicated.” Carmen ran a hand through the thick mass of her dark hair. Each strand looked wet and shiny. “I'm just an intern. I mean like, the flu? Is that like . . .” the pretty Hispanic motioned with her fingers. “The thing with . . . like, the feet?”

Natalie shook her head. “No, no. It's like a cold. Like a bad cold.”

Carmen shrugged good-naturedly. “I dunno. I guess we would treat it like anything else that's cold, right? If we can't fit our mouths around it, smother it in titties.” Carmen snapped her fingers. “Let's see if something is cold after that!”

Layla, apparently done with moving the man in the gurney, strutted over to them. She was licking her hand clean from all the cum layered over it.

“Did you guys say somebody needed to be smothered with tits?”

Layla—short, redheaded, and impossibly busty—was always full 
of fire. She had on a bright yellow dress, wearing the same tiny white coat as Carmen and Natalie.

“Oh, no. We were just talking about . . .” Natalie struggled. “A thing. Some kind of . . . bad thing.”

Gosh, it was hard to remember anything around such hotties. Especially when Layla was licking her cum-covered hand like it was a sacred meal, and all Natalie could think about doing was falling on her knees in front of Jake.

The three friends walked together to the meeting, enjoying the admiring stares of the custodial staff and patients who watched them pass.

Enjoy it while you can, boys, Natalie thought. Pretty soon only my Man will enjoy the sight of my ass.

But . . . well, no. Natalie's head fluttered for a moment. It wasn't like Jake was going to lock her away. She would still have a job. Like, probably. If he let her.

Plus, men would look at her whenever Jake decided to take her out and show her off. That would be so hot.

“I've got to run to the ladies room,” chirped Carmen as they were right outside the meeting room, “but I'll be right back!”

Natalie and Layla both giggled mirthfully. They knew Carmen's visit to the ladies' room was probably for the same reason that most of theirs would be—to slip in a quick finger-fuck session before having to do anything remotely serious.

Hand-in-hand, Natalie and Layla entered the vibrantly colored meeting room. The walls were fun orange, all the chairs bright green. It was like sitting in sherbet.

Female Designs had delivered the chairs and the paint only last week. The custodial staff originally anticipated it would take a month to paint the hospital. Instead, they got it done in three days. Looking at the paint, smelling its wonderful scent, just filled them with good, hard-working vibes, the workers had said.

Dr. Adler walked in the room last. All the girls hushed up, making sure they were paying attention. Listening to the boss was so important to Natalie. It was almost as important as it was to listen to her Man.

Dr. Adler strode up to the podium and snapped his fingers at the 
front row of girls.

“If someone would do me the honors, so I can concentrate . . .”

Layla hopped forward, edging out the girls who were raising their hands politely. Staring back at them with a hot, haughty little smile, she slid up between the doctor's knees and took his cock into her mouth. She slurped loudly as he shuffled his papers about. His hands flexed and re-flexed on the podium.

They could all see when he came—the slight repositioning of his chest and stomach, his little shudders. This happened every half-minute or so. And they could all see Layla responding—her legs splaying outward a little more, the hot, heavy spearmint scent of her cum-happy pussy flowing into the crowded, busty room.

“All right, ladies, let's have a look at the numbers, shall we?”

He pressed a button on a little remote. The projector on the ceiling started up, pushing out images onto the stand next to him. A large, bright pink digit showed up.

“This is the number two. Now, how can we remember the number two? Yes, Natalie?”

“Because it's how many titties we have!”

“That's right! Good girl.”

Natalie shuddered blissfully with the praise.

“Now, why is the number two important? Anyone? Anyone?”

Another girl, some pretty brunette that Natalie didn't know the name of, cautiously raised a hand.

“Yes, dear?”

“Because it's how many cums we have to give to each patient?”

“That's right!” He tried to nod encouragingly, but ended up shuddering again, emptying himself into Layla once more. “Every patient in here should expect at least two orgasms before they leave. Now, Natalie was kind enough to bring to my attention that you girls who are serious about a boy should only have to give handies or maybe just do a little dance to guide their jack off sessions. That seems perfectly all right with me.”

Natalie beamed. It was so nice to be recognized for the hard brainstuff that she worked on. In front of the room, Layla's legs were almost completely spread out, and the luscious redhead was held up entirely by her grip around Dr. Adler's thighs.

“One other announcment, girls. I can't possibly stress this enough—one of you has to be sucking me off at all times. If you're not, then I can't focus on the paperwork that your paychecks require. Without those, good luck getting more clothes when they wear out in a few months.”

“Yes
, Doctor Adler!” they chorused.

“Good girls. Now, you also need to remember to stick very closely to the schedule. Poor Kat got stuck sucking me off for four straight hours the other day, and when one of you . . .” his gaze zeroed in on the dark-haired vixen in question, “ . . . finally decided to relieve her, Kat was so cumdrunk that she couldn't even walk to the breakroom. Now, I know it's tempting to let a girl get that cumdrunk because of how silly and horny you can get, but really, ladies, let's try and be adults about this.”

“Yes
, Doctor Adler!”

“Good girls. All right, then, if there's nothing else, Doc Maddie . . .”

He waved his hand to the barely-recognizable-as-a-doctor that stood up in front of the podium. She graciously grabbed the remote out of the hands of Dr. Adler, who was already focusing intently on the apparently-heavenly blowjob that Layla was delivering.

Doc Maddie was a wonderfully buxom woman, her dark hair perfectly coiffed around her beautiful face. She looked like a fashion model from the nineties, her face elegant and timeless, with a beautiful jaw, regal nose, full lips, and eyes full of lustful mystery.

For some reason, Natalie had a memory of her being some old stodgy, wrinkled lady, short and short-tempered. But that didn't make any sense. Sure, Doc Maddie was one of the older girls in town, being like maybe almost twenty-nine and all. But she didn't seem to let it get her down at all.

The youthful doctor clapped her hands in excitement. “Okay, girls! New dress code! It's like, super totally fun, don't stress!”

She pressed a button on the remote. Behind her, Dr. Adler grabbed Layla's head, fucking her face furiously. Desperate, wet sounds filled the little room. If Doc Maddie noticed, she didn't show it.

“Now, from now on, all you hot nurses are going to be wearing 
white as your dominant color. It's not, like not fair to any girls who walk in, looking totally hot in green, if we're wearing green too! Now, when it comes to like, footwear and armwear, you'll still be able to wear whatever color you want . . .”

Natalie zoned out, imagining herself in white all the time. She knew she would be wearing white soon enough.

She'd be getting married in her beautiful white dress, already picked out from Female Designs, looking happier and sexier than she ever had before. It was such an honor, being married to Jake. Such a hot, erotic honor that she was so thrilled to be able to achieve.

Next to her, a hot blonde with bright red lips was idly playing with her clit, watching the slideshow with all the pretty dress and skirt combinations. The whole room was full of beauties who couldn't contain themselves, their hands sliding up their tight dresses and short skirts to adore themselves.

Natalie knew she had to leave. It wasn't fair to start playing with herself, calling out Jake's name, when there were so many unlucky girls who didn't have a Jake of their own!

She rushed out of the room, not even apologizing, and slipped  slipped into the nearby medical lab, completely overcome with her need.

At some point, the lab was used to like, look at blood samples or something like that. Natalie felt like she had used to know what it was for. But these days, it was just used to hold old boxes of useless stuff like needles and syringes and IV bags.

Natalie wasn't alone in the supply room. As she stood behind a tall row of boxes, she saw the intern Carmen and her Jake, talking to each other in the corner.

What were they doing here? More importantly, what were they doing here, together?

“I don't get it, Carmen. I thought you said Natalie was in here studying something? I just wanted to surprise her for lunch.”

Oh, he was here to meet her. That was okay, then. Jake scratched his head, and Natalie could see the hot bulge of his bicep, the heart-throbbing granite slabs of his shoulders and back through his tight black tee shirt. Natalie almost stepped out, but then she watched Carmen slide her booted leg around Jake's.

W-what?

“Oh, right. I guess she's not.” Carmen slid her fingers inside of Jake's belt buckle. “I guess that means you and I are all alone, huh?”

Jake stepped away. Natalie could have kissed him, right there. Yes! Good Man! She had such a good Man.

“Listen, Carmen. I'm with Natalie. So . . .”

Carmen stepped forward, replacing her fingers around his belt loop, using more of them this time.

“Oh, I know, Jake.” Her voice so soft and sweet. Insistent. “It's just . . . well, Jake. I have eyes. I can see you looking at me. And like, I know you want to fuck me. God, you probably want to breed me stupid. Why wouldn't you? I'm super fertile. I bet I could have triplets. I know you want to rip this flimsy little dress off my body and fuck me like the little cock hungry slut I am. And I'm just standing here, wondering, how come you aren't?”

“Listen, babe . . .” he put up his hands. “I got a fiance.”

Natalie could have cheered. Yes, she cheered in her head. A hot, wonderful fiance who loves sucking your wonderful cock! I'll suck you off until I'm so cumdrunk I can't even walk straight again! Just get away from her!

Carmen pouted, moving closer to him. Her tits mashing hotly against his thick, muscular chest.

“I'm better than her, Jake. Aren't I?”

Carmen's hands sunk to his big bulge. Natalie watched in growing horror as Jake did nothing to stop her. The beautiful Hispanic's fingers seemed so small and light compared to the throbbing, hot pole of manhood beneath his pants.

Why wasn't Jake stopping her?

And, for that matter, why was Natalie shoving her fingers inside of her own pussy, watching in lust?

Jake wrapped his big arms around Carmen. He pulled down her dress easily. Fuck, he was so strong and smart, working like that. Carmen's educated hands pushed down Jake's pants. Very quickly, he was shoving his clearly hard, unprotected cock deep inside Carmen's juicy, wet pussy. He pushed Carmen against the nearby shelf, lifting her up off the floor entirely.

Carmen lifted her legs were up around his head, and he held her 
there easily, lifting her above his head and then slamming her down onto his shaft again and again.

“Oh my God, Jake!” Carmen moaned. “Oh Sir! Sir! Sir!”

Natalie was furious, her entire body flushed red. Natalie was hopelessly turned on, fingering her pussy and squeezing her thick tits. Natalie was, almost more than anything else, jealous
.

Why hadn't he ever fucked her
 like that?

To make matters worse, Carmen wouldn't stop crying out hot tidbits.

“I deserve you more than her!” the hot teen yelled. “I'm better than her!”

“Better!” he grunted, fucking her even more vigorously. “Better than her!”

Natalie couldn't help but watch her man fuck the shit out of that tiny girl. God, he was so big and strong, his thick masculine musk stretching out even to where Natalie was standing.

Her knees buckled, and she collapsed against the nearby boxes to keep herself standing. One hand slipped inside of her flimsy, silk panties.

God, he was just fucking the hell
 out of Carmen. His cock so bare. His seed was going to splash right into her fertile fuckwomb. Why couldn't she do anything but finger her pretty little pussy while her man banged such a hot, beautiful teenage babe?

“I'm gonna cum,” Jake grunted. “Gonna cum right in your belly.”

“Oh yes, Sir! Please!”

Natalie cried out in hot, thrilling, shameful orgasm when the two of them came together. She watched Jake's cute ass tense up, his muscles flexing hotly as he poured himself into the lovely teen intern. Natalie fell against the nearby boxes, knocking them over.

Jake let Carmen fall to the ground. The pretty Hispanic landed with a cumdrunk giggle. A hot, white puddle quickly started forming from underneath her overflowing pussy. Jake turned around, struggled to pull up his pants. His eyes went wide as he saw who had been watching them.

“Natalie?” His face almost white with shock. “What are you doing here, babe?”

“Don't talk to me!” she tried to scream. It came out, instead, as a 
very high-pitched whimper. “It's over! We're done! The engagement is off!”

She stormed out of the hospital, believing she was leaving her life behind her.

[image: ]



NATALIE SPENT THE NEXT
 two days crying her eyes out, locked up in her small apartment. She wanted to tell everyone the wedding was off, but she was too embarrassed. She even confirmed the date and the date with a photographer, a DJ, and the florist.

It was early morning, now, and she needed a shower. She hoped that it would clear her mind a bit. She stepped out of the blissfully soft sheets of the bed and into her small bathroom with its large mirror and linoleum flooring. She turned on the water and sighed.

Her will felt like it had been eclipsed totally.

She missed Jake's sure nature. She missed the way decisions just came to him, like he had them stored in some toolbox he carried around with him.

The walls of her apartment seemed incredibly thin, and she could hear the hot, tangible sounds of sweet, hard fucking from all her neighbors.

When she wasn't crying, she had tried reading fashion magazines while sitting on the cheap wooden furniture of her half-kitchen, or tried stretching on the brown, faded carpet of her small living room, or any other number of distractions. But, with each new activity, there was a new moan or a new grunt or a new vibration from the numerous apartments around her, each filled with the pussy-moistening sounds of beautifully hard fucking.

Hard fucking just like Jake had been fucking Carmen. Like Jake hadn't ever fucked her.

Obviously, Jake had fucked Natalie. And at the time, she had loved every second of it. Whenever she started fingering herself, trying to think about something pleasant, it started off by imagining Jake inside her.

But every time she came, it was to the scorching hot, humiliating image of Jake fucking Carmen's beautiful teen body. Sometimes, 
Carmen changed into someone else—Layla, or Doc Maddie, or Queen Kimberly. It was like she couldn't help but imagine her wonderful man fucking all the hot women in the world.

As she washed in the shower, she could just almost piece it together. How something was . . . wrong. Something was just off in Favor City. It was like, men were in charge, and women were doing what men wanted, and that was good, but wasn't there something different that used to exist?

Wasn't there some way of looking at this that wasn't what she was doing?

The thought would edge around her consciousness, fluttering like a pretty butterfly that was just out of reach. But then Natalie would start thinking about butterflies and how pretty they were, what wonderful little decorations they were to nature, and then that would start her thinking about all of the ways her body was a wonderful decoration on its own, and then she wouldn't be able to stop thinking about her wet, twin decorations dominating her midsection, so shiny and large and succulent and cum-happy and how if she bent her head down she could just suck her own nipples ohhh yummy yummy yummy
!

Just before she came again, again, all her tiny little mind could imagine was the thought of her hubby-to-be forcefully fucking another hot girl.

When she recovered herself, miraculously still standing in the shower, she wished, somehow, that the thought of her Man fucking around didn't turn her on so much.

She stepped out of the shower, feeling wonderful, to the doorbell ringing. For a moment, she almost didn't answer it—she wasn't dressed, after all—but then she remembered how it was only proper for anyone who came by to see what a dynamite body she had.

Natalie's body really was spectacular. If she wasn't like, a super smart medical person, she would know it was totally silly for her to think that her hair had gotten more bright platinum blond, or that her tits had become even larger, or that her legs were more lusciously toned and long than the day before.

So, she kept the towel on, letting it grace her delightful curves. It clung happily to her wide hips.

At the door was Carmen, looking stunning. Her thick black hair was all teased out, falling in waves down past her back, and a short denim skirt and tight t-shirt—sporting a cute graphic of hearts and butterflies—was stretched out over her big tits. She looked every bit the eighteen year-old sex goddess that she was.

Her arms were gathered up under her tits, her face full of apology. Natalie felt fury rush through her, hot and vicious.

“You—you—you—”

Carmen nodded sympathetically, her big eyes brimming with understanding and sadness.

“I know! I'm a total
 bitch,”  the stunning teen said, right away. “I'm so
 sorry about what happened. Like, I get totally how you could be upset, and I feel so
 bad.”

She stepped close to Natalie. She smelled so wonderful. Like rich caramel.

“If you'll let me in,” said Carmen, “Like, I'm sure we can work it out. That's what Jake deserves—for the girls he likes to get along, right?”

What Jake deserves. Oh yes. Jake deserves so much.

No, wait, thought Natalie. Jake cheated.
 He deserved
 a good solid talking-to . . . but somehow, she was already nodding and guiding Carmen inside.

Natalie had to be a good host. If she was going to be a good wife, she would have to learn how to play hostess. Maybe Natalie wouldn't be Jake's wife, but she certainly would be someone's. After all, a wonderful babe like her couldn't stay unattached for very long.

She guided Carmen to the small living room, where they sat down on the small blue couch in front of the television. The legs of the two beauties slid close to each other. Natalie had to admit that the feel of someone else's skin—especially when it was a hot, young thing like Carmen—felt amazing.

That feeling only intensified when Carmen slid her warm, tender hands around Natalie's, staring soulfully into the blonde's big green eyes.

“It's like, sometimes I barely even know what's what?” said Carmen. “Two weeks ago, I was like, just eighteen and totally a virgin and you know, gearing up for college. I had never even had a 
boyfriend. And then I bought some fun new clothes, and then it was like, wow! Every guy I see thinks I'm amazing and wants to bone me.”

Carmen sniffed, her eyes welling up.

“I just didn't know how to handle all that attention. But like, it's okay. I don't expect you to understand. You're so pretty, Natalie. I figured you could have any guy you wanted, ever. So, that's why, like, I thought it wouldn't be a problem for Jake to fuck me a little.”

Natalie's heart just swelled with Carmen's candidness. It was so hard to stay completely angry at the poor sexy teen when she was being so reticent. And, of course, when Carmen's smell was so delicious and sexy. Natalie almost felt like she could feel soft, invisible fingers pressing into her pussy, moistening her up.

“Oh dear,” Natalie shook her head, clasping Carmen's hands firmly. “I was a total nerd, too! That's why I was so upset. I mean, if I was some mega hottie, I don't think I'd mind Jake fucking around a bit, because I'd know that he'd always want to come back to me. But with you being so gorgeous, and I'm like, just a nurse . . . ”

“Don't be silly, girl. Nurses are hot! You get to wear those hot coats and everything.”

Natalie nodded.

“Well, students are pretty hot too. You get to wear like, tiny pleated skirts. And have like, glasses on and pens in your mouth.”

They giggled together. Natalie's hand moved past Carmen's, riding up onto her elbow, tugging her closer to inhale even more of that perfect rich scent.

“I guess we have more in common than we thought?”

Carmen nodded, smiling brightly.

“Totally! I mean, gosh, Natalie, if all that is true, then maybe like, we're both super hotties?”

For a moment there was silence as Natalie looked away, considering. When she looked back at Carmen, the Hispanic had moved her face much closer.

“You really are just so fucking hot!
”

Breathing hard, Carmen kissed Natalie, her tongue sliding deep into the blonde's pert, hot mouth. Natalie moaned, feeling Carmen's hands slide up easily through the open space of her towel. The two beauties moaned into each other's mouths, each lost in the hot, easy 
feeling of the brilliant sexiness of the other's bodies. Carmen pawed openly at Natalie's big, barely-covered tits, and Natalie could not help but do the same.

Carmen was the one to break the kiss, looking around for a moment, her thick dark hair waving.

“Do you think you could show me the ring?” Carmen rubbed her thumb and index finger around Natalie's thick, berry-like nipple. “I'm like, super jealous of you, I have to say. I'd love to know what he gave you.”

Two strong feelings stirred in Natalie. The first was to say no—no, that the ring should stay put up where she had locked it away. That was what had started this entire mess.

But the other feeling—the much stronger feeling—was to gasp at the hot, easy feeling of lust that rose up in her as Carmen touched her nipple. That feeling said to grin and giggle and hop up to go grab the ring straightaway, and that's what she did.

In truth, she wanted to make Carmen feel horribly jealous. She couldn't help but want to rub the teen's nose in how much Jake loved her
 over Carmen, even with their recent connection.

She supposed that made her something of a bitch, but oh well. Carmen had fucked Jake, right in front of Natalie! Natalie deserved a little bit of revenge.

Natalie strutted over to the table in the living room where she had stuffed the ring inside of two days ago. She slipped it out of the silk cloth she had put it in, and then slipped it on without thinking twice, presenting it to Carmen proudly. Hot, easy thrills started looping from her pussy to the sex-crazy mush of her brain almost immediately.

“Oh wow!” Carmen said, her big tits heaving in her tiny top. “It's so pretty!”

Natalie looked at it with Carmen. It was
 pretty. She sat down next to Carmen again, their legs further intertwined.

“Jake is like, so good to you, for giving you a ring like this.”

Natalie nodded. “Jake is really so good to me, for giving me a ring like this.”

They giggled, closing in on each other. The long, hot moist tangle of Natalie's hair started sweeping up against Carmen's shimmering 
dark locks. Their tits crushed against each other, the ring held in Natalie's hands on top of their combined cleavage. Each girl's pair big, bright eyes was totally transfixed on the sparkling spiral of the ring.

“You're so pretty, to get a ring like this,” Carmen said. Her voice getting quieter.

“I'm so pretty,” Natalie sighed. “Getting a ring like this.”

“Jake deserves so many pretty girls.”

“So
 many,” Natalie breathed happily and nodded. “Pretty girls.”

“So many pretty girls,” Carmen said again.

They were both breathing so hard. It was making Natalie horribly excited, the way her thick, hot nipples pressed up against Carmen's.

“Girls like you and me,” said Natalie. “Jake deserves us.”

She really ought to be fine with Jake having girlfriends on top of herself. After all, she needed to be a good wife to him.

Sparkle, sparkle.

Somehow, they started sliding off the couch, pushing closer and closer against each other. The need to kiss was almost impossible to overcome, but the need to keep staring at the pretty pretty spiral ring was even greater.

So, the two girls knelt down in front of each other on the floor, their hot faces sliding up against each other as they cooed and moaned. Each babe was completely transfixed with the ring in Natalie's free hand.

Natalie's other hand was busy servicing Carmen's clit and pussy, just as Carmen's hand was servicing Natalie's.

“Serve
 Jake,” Natalie moaned.

“Serve Jake
,” Carmen echoed.

Natalie's hand was quickly dripping, sopping wet, the same as her pussy as Carmen lovingly finger-fucked it. Very quickly, the two gorgeous bimbos forgot how to say words entirely. Words were too complicated and smart for empty-headed little fuckdolls like them.

All they could think of was their Jake's enormous cock filling them up. All they knew was that they needed to serve him exactly how he deserved. They were just hot girly girl babes, and he was a big strong man who totally deserved all the hot pussy in the world.

The two scorching hotties continued their hot, soulful finger-
fucks, happily staring into the spiral ring on top of the slippery hot meshing of their cleavage as more and more of their minds and personalities were sucked away, replaced completely with giggly, hot, submissive servitude that wanted nothing but to adore and worship the thick, hard cock of the man they had recognized as deserving them.

Their first orgasms shook their bodies completely, but still they held on to each other, fingers practically melted into the others' pussy now. They couldn't let go now. They were being such good girls.

Natalie adored Carmen. Had always adored Carmen. Wasn't it silly, how she thought she hadn't? That was such an odd little brain lapse she had. It would be better to think if they had always been friends.

Oh yes. Friends their whole life, each girl the same age at just eighteen. They went through high school together, hoping beyond hope that they would find a man who would love them both for who they were. They had always dreamt of getting pregnant together, sharing a man and showing off their twin baby bumps around town.

“Sooo lucky,” Natalie managed to blurt out.

Carmen moaned in agreement. They were
 lucky to find Jake. Natalie only just edged out Carmen a little bit, being the one who Jake proposed to. But, they each knew that Jake proposing to one was just like Jake proposing to both, really. They would each be serving him for as long as he wanted.

Natalie would be a perfect wife. And Carmen would be there to replace her if Jake ever tired of her, which Natalie thought was just so
 good of Carmen to do.

They came again, each moaning Jake's name.

They slept and woke, each still fingering the other. Dawn came and went, and they were still staring deep into the spirally sparkly ring, adoring each other's gorgeous tits. Adoring Jake. Murmuring out hot, needy praises of everything about him.

They knew, more than anything, that they were being such good girls.
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ON FRIDAY, TWO DAYS
 after Carmen arrived at Natalie's apartment, the incredibly-built blonde went to go see Jake.

For the entirety of Thursday, she and Carmen made blissful, thought-free, carefree love. They licked each other's clits for hours on end, their tanned, busty bodies becoming shiny and slick with pussy juices.

But, even as good as that was, Natalie knew it was nowhere near as good as having her Man's beautifully thick rod fill her up again. So, she made out to go see him and beg for his forgiveness.

She was dressed to kill in a tiny orange strapless minidress. Her shoulders were bare, the fabric of the sinfully thin dress staying on her body only by virtue of being incredibly clingy. The way it hugged her tight, sensuously muscled body, it was easy for any passerby to imagine sliding it up just a couple of inches to reveal her bare ready-to-fuck pussy, or slide it down barely a centimeter to reveal her jaw-droppingly gorgeous tits.

Her long, heart-attack inducing legs were decorated with tight, hot orange leather boots that stretched up right past her knees, long flashy white zippers striping down the sides. A big, funky white leather belt with no real purpose was around her waist, highlighting her already smashing hourglass figure and the disparity between her hips' width and the succulent slenderness of her waist. Her thick blond hair, spreading out down her back in a thousand hot locks, only re-emphasized her perfect figure.

Natalie carried a thick, long duffel bag with her. The contents of the bag was somewhere over a hundred pounds, but it was no problem for her to lug it along. A good girl slavewife had to be so strong to keep up with her stud husband's fucking, and Natalie aimed to be no exception.

He answered the door of his apartment, dressed in sweatpants and a blue a-frame tee. His muscles, always so tight and cut, looked even bigger than they had at the start of the week. Natalie felt her knees go all rubbery at the sight of him.

“Oh,” he said, looking her up and down—mostly down, directly 
into the perfect valley of her cleavage. “Natalie. Wow. You look . . . um, really hot.”

The bag in her hands slid to the ground as Natalie just melted completely.

“Oh, gosh,” she purred, clasping her hands together. “Do you really mean it?”

Unable to contain herself or wait for an answer, she slid her arms around her Man, kissing his neck.

“I've missed
 you, baby.” She licked his ear. “Please, please won't you take me back? I've been so very terrible to you.”

Jake slid his hand between the crack of her ass. He seemed somewhat stunned, still, but unable to help himself in front of Natalie's hotness.

“Of course I'll take you back,” he said, pulling her inside.

Natalie made sure to grab the bag and lug it inside before he closed the door behind them. The contents squeaked a bit as she set it down near the wall of the entry.

“Really, Natalie, I should be the one asking you to take me back. I apologize.” He shook his head, moving away from her, staring out the window. It was a bright, sunny day. “I don't know what came over me. I mean, you're so much woman. You're an incredible woman.”

“Girl,” she corrected him.

Or slut. Babe. Hottie. Any of those terms were more correct.

“Right. Girl,” he nodded. “Such an incredible girl.”

She tried to move closer to him, but he edged away again. 

“I just . . . it's really hard for me to think straight, lately. All I want to spend time on is fucking as much pussy as I can. I really don't understand it.”

She giggled. “I do, stud. Gosh, you're such
 a stud.” She traced a line down his thick, hot arm. “How could you want to do anything but fuck hot, helpless babes like me into perfect hot submission?”

Shaking his head, he stepped away from her once again. In the corner of the living room was a laundry basket. He picked up a few shirts from it.

She tsked. Men didn't do the laundry. That was woman's work. She would have to punish herself for letting things lax so much. She 
would do it later, wearing extra high heels as she licked his balls while he slept. Yes, that was fair.

He deserved to be adored all the time, even when he was sleeping. That was how a good girl obeyed her man.

“You see this shirt?” he held up a plain gray undershirt. “I had this shirt on, and all I could think about was fucking that Carmen chick. I just saw her, and knew I needed to pump her full of my seed.”

Natalie's eyes lit up. Fuck. He would get Carmen so
 pregnant. Both Carmen and
 Natalie, in fact. Her tits crushed together as she squeezed her hands together and nodded enthusiastically. “Oh yeah, baby. I bet you did.”

“N-no, Natalie, hon. Look.”

He threw the shirt down, putting his hands on her hips. She licked her lips, pushing herself forward. If he moved his hands up to her waist, he would find out that his big fingers could wrap all the way around and touch each other. A good girl's midsection didn't need to be too big. Especially not a married good girl's waist—after all, it wasn't like she needed that much room to accommodate her planned diet of subsisting solely off of Jake's cum.

“Yes,” she said, breathing happily. “I'll look. What would you like me to look at?”

“Aren't you worried that people are acting a little strange? I mean, I fucked another girl, doll. That's not like me.”

She nodded thoughtfully.

“I think I understand. You want your personality to be more like someone who fucks lots of girls.”

He didn't say anything, so she felt the need to follow up.

“Like you deserve,” she offered.

“Y-you want me to fuck other women?”

Natalie giggled. “Oh, baby. I can hardly stop you. We've proved that. I'm just happy you decided to fuck Carmen. I mean, isn't it every girl's dream for her Man to choose to fuck her best friend?”

“Y-you and Carmen are best friends? But . . . what? She's like . . . years younger than you, and . . .”

His protests, weak as they were, were cut off abruptly as she slid her tongue into his mouth and wrapped her hand around the thick 
bulge in his pants.

“She's the same age as me, stud. I know how many hot, eighteen year-old sluts you deserve begging for your cock. Begging to get pregnant by your super alpha rod. And if it's something you need, then I want you to have it. I just . . . I j-just want to be your best
 teen girl, is that okay? Can that be true?”

He nodded dumbly. “O-of course, doll. I'm just really . . . surprised. I mean . . .”

His mouth was still hanging open. Feeling the need to expound, she reluctantly moved away from his manly grip and strutted toward her duffel bag.

“I have something in here for you to show you what I mean.”

She unzipped the bag, and tugged at the first thing she could find inside. The first thing Jake could see were bound hands and long dark hair.

“Holy shit, Natalie. You kidnapped a girl?”

He paused, gaping, as Natalie pulled her “captive” all the way out of the bag.

“Is that fucking Carmen?” Jake put a hand to his head. “Shit! You kidnapped Carmen?”

Natalie giggled helplessly.

“Kidnapped?”

She looked down at Carmen. Her hands and feet tied together behind her, her mouth gagged with two pairs of silk panties. Her dark hair covered her body almost entirely, so thick and shiny. She wore a bright yellow sundress. Little canaries were painted on the platforms of her tall, tall platform heels.

“Oh, all that. No.” She shook her head. Her blond tangle whipped into Carmen's gagged face. “She just asked me to present her like this. She said it was, like, important, to show you how you had all the power.”

Jake still looked somewhat terrified, his eyes widening at the two. Carmen just moaned in her bonds, squirming uselessly. The feel of the rope, and her inability to get out, seemed to arouse her a great deal.

Natalie bent over at the waist, grabbing Carmen's head and pulling her up onto her knees by the elegant curve of her young chin.

Carmen looked on with big, needy brown eyes as Natalie unzipped Jake's pants and presented his hot pillar of meat, stroking it happily.

“We have like, a partnership,” Natalie purred as she stroked. “And so Carmen needs to know that when you fuck her, it's because you know I want you to. That I love the idea of you drilling hot, horny teen babes until they can't walk. You'll fuck them all so hard, Jake baby, you fucking hunkstud. I just know you will.”

Winking mockingly at Carmen, she stroked Jake even harder. It was so fun to be haughty toward Carmen, even though they were best friends. It was so fun to shove it in the Hispanic's face, this cock that Natalie was hot enough to feel whenever she wanted. It just turned her on immensely to show how she was above Carmen.

“We have to teach our little slut a lesson, Jake. Would you like that, stud? Do you want me to stroke you off into her helpless little face? Can you help me prove to her that I'm the perfect girl to be your wife, so she'll stay in line for us?”

Carmen moaned through her gag and nodded, eager pleas written across her face. Her big brown eyes so wide.

“Oh, fuck,” Jake moaned. “Wow. That's so . . .”

Almost tenderly, he ran his hand over Carmen's face, snapping the band of the panties wrapped around her face.

“ . . . that's so hot.”

His cock was throbbing hard now. Precum oozed out of the tip, and Natalie used it to lubricate her hand and his shaft. Kneeling down, she kept stroking, but added her tongue to the mix, licking her Man's big balls as he stroked her and Carmen's hair. Her tits crushed against Carmen's, all four big hot breasts pushing hard into Jake's legs.

The two girls stared at their Man with complete adoration in their eyes, fascinated and in love with every new movement he made. Every tiny little twitch was an excuse to gasp in delighted surprise that he existed, that he was real, that he was their dreamdoll ace-stud come to life, being so good as to present them with his enormous cock.

It appeared like it was too much for their Man to keep up with for long. He kept moaning out how it was so hot, the two of them like 
that. How big their tits were, how hot their faces looked.

He came furiously, his cock spurting out what seemed like gallons of cum on the two of them. First Carmen's bound and gagged body was covered with his hot, creamy white gift. It ran down her tits and into her ass in hot little rivers of goo, ruining her yellow dress.

But he kept fountaining out, and Natalie had to latch herself to his cock to try and swallow some down straight from the source. Very soon, though, it was too much even for her to handle, and she had to let go as he sprayed her face and tits. Her entire dress, her hot orange outfit was layered with cum just like Carmen was, like icing on her hot bimbo cake.

He breathed heavily, his muscles flexing as he leaned against the nearby wall for support.

“Thank you, Sir,” Natalie cooed, licking Carmen's face and tits clean.

She could hear Carmen moaning something similar through her panties.

“You've marked us both, Sir,” Natalie moaned. “Now everyone will know you own us.”

It was such a happy, wonderful feeling, being owned by their big strong man.
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THE CEREMONY WAS JUST
 completely lovely, held in a small chapel in the middle of town. Like so much of Favor City, the building had been furnished by Female Designs, with thick, soft carpet on the ground, and sexy leather seats on all of the benches. The windows were tall and wide, letting in plenty of sunlight.

Most of Natalie and Jake's families lived out of town, and none of them had been able to RSVP. Everyone was too busy having a terrific time screwing. Natalie hardly minded. All she needed at the wedding was her own gorgeous self and her big, strong Man to marry.

So, the wedding was populated largely by Natalie's friends from the hospital. The big-titted vixens all had a man with them, many of them sharing one man. More than one stud had the triad formation working—two girls on either side whispering and licking in his ear, 
with a third girl suckling happily on his enormous cock.

Natalie, peeking out from her position at the back of the chapel, could see her bridesmaid Layla happily slurping away at some lucky groomsman's cock near the altar.

Taking a moment to look down at herself in one of the chapel's many mirrors, Natalie once again noted how her wedding outfit was just so elegant and beautiful. From her lacy, frilly opera-style gloves to her eight-inch platform heels, she was completely covered in white. Her thong panties were crisped with little white jewels, and her lingerie bra, made entirely out of tiny, sparse threads of silk, clung for dear life around her enormous rack. A tiny sheer cloth hung from the edge of the bra. It was such a perfect bridal gown.

Finally, the procession music started. Quickly arranging the long, lacy silk train attached to her elaborate bra, Natalie began her long crawl down the aisle. This act was so important, though of course she had knelt down and sworn her undying love and fealty to Jake for many days before this.

This crawling today was symbolic—it was a message to everyone she knew that Jake was her number one man, and that he came before everyone else in her life.

The crowd stayed sitting down as she passed. It was more comfortable for them that way. They all watched her, though—how could they not want to watch such a hot babe crawl, her wonderful ass and back on display?

She made her way all the way up to the front of the chapel, where her man and Carmen waited at the altar. The altar looked like a sort of large stone bench. Carmen, totally naked, was settled on top of the stone as Jake, also naked, casually fucked her, waiting for Natalie to finish her wedding crawl.

Carmen, sweet little Carmen, had volunteered to be their pleasure-girl during the ceremony. The hot teen's legs were wrapped around Jake's naked waist, and the enormous, mouthwateringly fuck-off huge cock of Jake's was buried to the hilt inside of Carmen's splendid little body. A small white collar with a gold buckle sat on Carmen's perfectly muscled abdomen.

The purpose of the pleasure-girl was to ensure that the man didn't get so aroused, after seeing the bride's customary bridal outfit, that 
he fucked the bride senseless before the ceremony was over. In a few moments, once Natalie was in position, Carmen would also serve to give the bride enough orgasms so that she could have a few lucid moments outside of the ever-present haze of lust permeating through her cockhungry brain.

Natalie finally stood up and took her place across from Jake, sighing happily as she examined him. He was so strong and tall, each muscle a hulking granite block of masculinity. She slid her pussy across Carmen's open, waiting mouth, feeling her body heat up even more as the teen's educated tongue went to work on her hypersensitive pussy.

There was no one standing behind Natalie, as everything she owned and thought and wanted belonged to Jake anyway. That's what becoming a hot little slavewife was all about. So her bridesmaids from the hospital were on their knees behind Jake, eagerly sucking the cocks of his groomsmen. The groomsmen, all grins, traded high fives until the wedding officiant began speaking.

Behind the altar was a television screen, which served to present the wedding officiant. He was just a handsome, blond-haired man in a white suit transmitted on the screen. A recording. Nobody seemed to mind.

This was all normal. This was how weddings worked.

It had been discovered that if another man was nearby when a husband was taking his wife for the first time, fights would break out. It was just simpler and more reliable if the officiant was remote, instead.

The ceremony itself was short and to the point.

“We are gathered here today,” the officiant said, his voice crisp and clear, “because hot babes belong on their knees in front of real men, doing everything they can to earn a pregnancy from his potent male spunk. And sometimes, a man is so damn good, he deserves to have a babe that is exclusive to him. That's a real cool thing, folks. I hope you realize that. So, let's get down to it.”

He turned to his left, giving the impression that he was actually addressing Natalie.

“If you take this man to be your masterhusband, to obey and to adore, to gather new fuckslaves for whenever he feels like he 
deserves them, to be as pregnant as possible at all times, to be completely compliant in all possible ways, and to always kneel in his presence, cum now.”

She hadn't stopped
 cumming for what felt like days now.

“MmmhmmM!” she moaned in ecstasy.

“If you take this woman to be your slavewife, to protect and to own, to command and to sometimes pay attention to if you feel like it, cum now.”

He did. Carmen bucked on the altar as he filled her, her tongue sliding far up into Natalie's pussy. Natalie had trouble standing, watching her Man's thick muscles jerk so hotly.

It was so hot, Natalie thought, how she could see the hot, white drops of her soon-to-be husband's cum dripping out of her girlfriend's tight pussy.

The officiant's smile was bright and wide.

“I now pronounce you Master and slavewife.”

A happy round of applause went up through the chapel. The officiant smiled, putting his hands on his hips.

“You may now collar and fuck your bride.”

Jake growled gutterly, snatching the collar off of Carmen's taut belly before pushing her off the altar altogether. The hot Hispanic teen giggled as she bounced onto the ground, her tits bouncing with the jarring movement.

The entire crowd started cooing with anticipation. Nobody noticed as the television flickered off to still photos of Queen Kimberly, posing in the newest cheerleader-lingerie line from Female Designs. In the small chapel, the sexy soft slurping sounds of dozens of fellatio-flinging foxes increased in intensity as their Men starting pumping harder than ever.

Up on the altar, Natalie hardly noticed the growing orgy in the rest of the room or the increasingly pornographic nature of the photos on the television behind her. Her pussy, and therefore her mind, was too busy cumming with anticipation as Jake's cock edged nearer and nearer to her angelic slit.

Jake pushed Natalie down, taking the collar that had been resting on Carmen's stomach and snapping it around her neck with a little click.

Finally, he entered her with his unprotected cock. There had never been a happier moment in her life than that, her hot fertile folds molding around his cock, sealing their marriage forever.

Feeling thoroughly naughty, Natalie wrapped her legs around her Master's head. He lifted her up high, strong hands on her perfect ass. This would be the same way that he fucked Carmen, not too long ago.

Natalie reveled in the fact that she would be fucked by him better than Carmen ever was. Carmen was a hot little fucktoy, no doubt, and a great pussylicker to have for a best friend, but Natalie was a slavewife.
 She was Jake's prime real estate, his number one piece of property.

Of course, Jake deserved lots of slavewives. Probably Carmen would be chosen to be a second or a third down the line. But Natalie was the first, and nothing could ever change that.

“You're my little fuckwhore slut,” Jake grunted. “I own your body. I own your fucking tits. I own your pussy.”

Each new word he said, he dropped her down and shoved inside of her again. She lost count of her orgasms, each one rolling on top of the next one, just like her own words of affirmation to everything Jake said

“Fuckwhore slut! Own my body! Own my tits! Own my pussy!”

His shaft pumped into her again and again, the thick rod of his meat completely enveloped by her bimbo-hot warmth. There was no part of her not designed exclusively for his use. His pace picked up, dropping her harder and harder onto the thick hard rod of his manhood, and then even he picked up the pace again. Natalie felt like she was going to break in half.

In front of the entire orgiastic crowd, Jake came inside of his new slavewife. His thick, liquid warmth filled her, completed her. She was almost certainly pregnant already. It unlocked a whole new level of pleasure in her brain. Her orgasm was constant, now, without end; sometimes it spiked, and sometimes it dipped, but always she was cumming like the good girl slavewife she had become.

He pulled out, still so full of cum like the hot stud that he was born to be, and shot another hot load out onto her belly. It practically sizzled on Natalie's hot skin. She wished he would drown her in it, that she could wear hot lingerie made from his cum.

“You see all this?” He scooped up a handful of his liquid white gift and slapped it on her tits, and then ran some up to her mouth, where she sucked it down eagerly. “This means your mine. You don't take nobody else's cum without my say-so.”

“Oh yes, Master!” she moaned. “I'm gonna be your perfect slavewife from now on!”

For the rest of her life, Natalie aimed to do everything she could to prove that to him.
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Owned: The Secretary
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N
ight fell on the small city of Rosington and young, beautiful Maria was finally alone in the Sunshine Insurance offices. She worked as the office manager for the small firm, a stupid title for a worse job that she had come to loathe over the last several months.

Her tiny pleated skirt swished as she stepped from desk to desk and office to office, turning off lights and dumping away any open trash. The janitorial service only came once a week, and so in the meantime, disposing of open waste was her job. She rather despised it, but she also despised having bugs and rats in the place where she worked, so she was diligent in her work.

Finally, with all the computers off, and with every important piece of paperwork circulated into the physical in-boxes of the other five employees of the small insurance agency, she leaned back against a pillar and took a breath. Time to relax. It was Thursday, and that meant it was almost Friday—and Friday meant she could forget about her life for a few days like a good American. Maybe she would make her pathetic excuse for a boyfriend buy her something he couldn’t afford. That always made her feel 
good for at least a little while.

For a few moments she watched the rise and fall of her breasts beneath the tight white blouse she wore. The men in the office—both of them—had been giving her a lot of stares today. She rather enjoyed it. Maria had made her way through high school and college with gentle flirting and teasing, seductive promises of showcasing her body that had never actually come to fruition. Scholarships were earned—and maintained—by simply convincing those desperate enough to do all her work for her.

She had the body for such an exercise. Tight, toned, and busty, she was taller than most women and was strikingly beautiful, with a mixture of Brazilian, Native American, and Eastern European heritage. Her family history was more of a web than a tree, but as these things go, that resulted in her possessing creamy smooth, poreless skin and thick, dark shiny hair that almost never needed attention, unless she was really
 trying to impress.

That hardly ever happened. She found so few people she actually wanted to impress.

And so...here she was, an office manager for a do-nothing insurance agency. She got the job when the former manager had been in charge, Kyle, a man incredibly susceptible to Maria’s charms. She had been hoping to beguile him out of his savings entirely and maybe ruin his marriage in the process. But then he fell ill some months ago, and Maria, despite her best efforts, had not been able to land a job elsewhere.

She’d had offers
, of course. Mostly sexual in nature. 
Plenty of men offering themselves and their positions to give her status and money. But nothing that really spoke to her—nothing that was the next stepping stone up to the complete authority that she wanted and knew she deserved for being so fantastically perfect. Her lips were angelic, her cheekbones high and imperious—capable of softening in the most seductive ways possible, and her eyes brilliant green. She took her own beauty as a fact of the world, like gravity or the sun rising.

It was...troubling, her inability to find better employment. Shaking for her confidence. Thoughts of seducing Kyle’s wife, Joslyn—who now ran the office—had crossed her mind repeatedly.

Her sexuality was fluid; all that really turned her on was power.

All her life, all she had wanted was power over others, and her beauty had given it to her. For it to start failing now filled her with doubts.

Something banged downstairs in the basement. She rose a perfectly sculpted eyebrow—wasn’t she here alone?

Taking a large heavy flashlight, she walked downstairs to investigate. The light was on down there, but she still could use the flashlight for a club if needed. It was a good five pounds and her grip was strong from years of working out.

She heard voices.

“Come on,” said a girl. “No one’s around. Let’s do it. Please? Just once.”

“We can’t.”

This was Natalie and Robert, the newest interns from an 
outreach program coordinating with Northern University. Maria peeked around a corner to see them, holding the long sheet of her hair in place so it didn’t give her away. The two would work at the agency for a few months, filing and running errands, until their contracts ran out. They worked for almost no pay, less than the minimum wage thanks to a nice loophole in the state law regarding interns, and all for the promise of future employment which they wouldn’t get. Unless the Sunshine Insurance office massively ramped up its contract acquisitions, there simply wasn’t money to take on any new employees. Maria had her doubts they would even last through the year.

“You’re really
 cute, though. Can’t we please kiss? I promise you’ll like it.”

Natalie was an especially lovely young woman, just barely eighteen. Her body was slender, displayed today in a pair of extra-tight skinny jeans and pair of supple leather boots with tall heels, the sort that advertised she was hoping for a boyfriend soon. Her breasts were small, but perky, and nicely filled out the aquamarine sweater she had on. The young intern had thick dark hair she kept in a stylish ragged tangle about her skull and light blue eyes that lit up her face, looking almost like a Midwestern version of the more exotic Maria. The superior beauty noticed with pleasure, though, that her own hair was in better shape, and she was taller, and she did not suffer from any of the smoking acne that Natalie had seemed to pick up.

Ticking off the ways she was better than other women was an enjoyable exercise for Maria. It was a way to hold 
power over them later, to bring down their self-confidence so they wouldn’t even have the drive to step out of line. She could land a comment that sounded harmless enough that was capable of ruining a woman’s entire day.

She had done it earlier that morning with the bubbly, overweight blonde sales girl, Quinn.

Oh, dear. You must have woken up late today, yes?

And Quinn of course hadn’t woken up late that day, but all the same Maria could see her ego draining over the next several hours as she nitpicked herself for being so un-together that people commented on it.

At any rate, Natalie was
 pretty, and it was strange for Robert to turn her down. He was cornered against a series of boxes on a shelf, and kept trying to back up as Natalie advanced, head tilted.

“No, really. You’re very pretty, but—”

“Thank
 you,” intoned Natalie, as if she had been given the best compliment in the world. “I was hoping you’d like my sweater. Do you see?”

Maria could. The sweater was unbuttoned past the flimsy strap of her bra.

Robert was
 attractive, Maria thought. She couldn’t put her finger on why. He was rather tall, and fit, but otherwise seemed like sort of a schlub. He had blond hair that was never quite arranged and looked as though he hadn’t slept for months. His shirts were regularly untucked and his pants never seemed to fit all the way.

Something about him, though, in the brief interactions they’d had, made her skin tingle. She had ignored the 
feeling, marking it as the mistake in her chemistry that she knew it was. Perhaps there was a man out there for her somewhere, but it most certainly wasn’t Robert.

Maria was used to not being very attracted to men. Most of them were disappointing, like scared little children when she showed them who and what she truly was. The darkness of her desires, the unadulterated need for power. She felt often like she had been born in the wrong era. Maria would have been right at home as a mistress for some king, whispering in his ear and wrapping a slender hand around his thick cock while he laid down proclamations on his populace.

A woman like her was born to serve a King. It was a shame she never found one. The boyfriend she had now was only around to pay her bills for her.

“Natalie, button your sweater, please. This isn’t right.”

“I won’t,” she said softly. “Not until you kiss me.”

Her voice had become a soft, eager whisper, and she leaned forward to take Robert’s head in her hands. He caught her wrist, though, and Natalie stopped almost instantly. Her body became limp, the strength visibly gone from it.

“I’m sorry,” said Robert. “I didn’t want to. Y-you made me do it. I’m sorry. I’m—”

His apologies were cut off as Natalie dropped to her knees, crying out.

At first, Maria was alarmed. The young beauty shifted and moaned, her skinny body writhing and spasming. That’s when Maria saw the grin on her face, the heated flush of 
unrepentant pleasure.

She was cumming. Just like that.

Robert had made her cum with a touch.

Maria’s cunt had never been more wet in her entire life.
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IT’S REAL. IT’S REAL
. It’s all real. This was real. This was happening. This was...

This was a problem.

Robert looked down at the quivering, blissful form of Natalie, and tried his best to think about how to solve this new problem and to ignore the urgent erection rapidly forming in his pants.

He hadn’t changed her. It didn’t look
 like he had changed her. Only convinced her to leave him alone. Why would she want to do anything with him when she was having the best orgasms of her life?

Okay. He wiped his mouth briefly, feeling the stubby hairs of his beard, unshaved for days now. This was fixable. He could fix this. All he had to do was put his hand on her again, make her stop cumming, and then make her forget. Make her act normal around him again and ignore him in the future. That was safest.

And he wouldn’t do anything else. He wouldn’t...change her. At all.

That would be wrong.

Slowly, he bent down, ignoring again the now-painful push of his hard cock against the confines of his jeans, and placed his hand on Natalie’s forehead. Slowly, her orgasms 
subsided. She giggled softly, turning under his touch and stretching out her hot, tight torso until her back was bent just so.

Gosh, she was pretty. Maybe almost as pretty as that Maria girl. She just needed green eyes, and they could even pass as sisters...

At the chance thought, Natalie’s half-open eyes turned green.

Hissing, he drew his hand away.

“What did you do?”

He could have asked himself the same question. Maybe it was
 him. Voices in his head. Maybe he was insane after all. They had locked him away long enough, hadn’t they? Maybe he was just crazy, and this was all in his head, and—

“What did you do
?” came the question again.

He turned now and saw Maria there, gliding forward on her effortlessly tall high heels. All day long, he’d been stealing glances at the tight confines of her skirt over her firm, hard ass, trying not to stare too openly down the gleefully open surfaces of her chest with all those necklaces dangling in her perfectly arranged cleavage. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, and if Robert could actually risk falling in love, he’d probably be smitten with her.

As things stood, however, he couldn’t
 ever be in love, and so he definitely was not smitten with her. So his heart racing as she approached was entirely attributable to his fear of being caught, being found out.

Yes. That was all. It wasn’t because he’d do absolutely 
anything at all for them to run away somewhere together, forever, with her adoring his every last action and him treating her like the queen she was.

“I...I didn’t do anything,” he lied. “We were down here, trying to file, and—”

She crossed her arms. “It’s past closing. Well past.”

“We lost track of time. And she started having this...seizure. I think she might need a doctor.”

“Mmm,” groaned Natalie. “No...no doctor. Just nap. Nap nap.”

She pulled her head against Robert’s shoe and slipped her arms around one leg, sighing contentedly. Maria raised an eyebrow, smirking slightly.

Robert’s voice was rough. “Apparently, she needs...a nap?”

Everything about Maria’s countenance was gorgeous. It felt like a privilege to stand in front of her. Every line so smooth. Her lips plush and full, seemingly designed entirely to elicit pleasure. She considered Robert now, and he saw
 her doing it, considering him very carefully. Like a problem on chalkboard.

“I saw the whole thing,” said Maria. “I saw her coming onto you. I saw you touch her...and I saw everything after.”

Uh oh.

“Fuck,” he said weakly.

“So, tell me what’s going on.” Maria reached out and touched his shoulder, squeezing just slightly. “Please?”

He gulped. Her arms were bare, her skin quite visible. The impulse to take a hold of her skin was a tangible 
sensation, like a soft cloth wrapping around his limbs and beckoning them upward to her body. It would be easy to touch her, to make her feel...anything
. To make her feel all
 the things he had wanted her to feel since the moment he had seen her months ago...

Every night, his cock was hardened and emptied with the thought of Maria. Nothing on the internet. Nothing from his phone. Just the thought of her was enough to sate him and help him drift off into sleep. Every new outfit she wore to work only displayed her perfection all the more, and from watching her, he could see the cool arrogance she felt towards everyone
, and that made her all the more beautiful in his eyes.

And with one touch, he knew now that he could change her...

Letting out a short, sharp cry, he backed up and fell over a few open boxes of files, gulping and sweating.

“Please. Stay back. Okay? Back.”

He reclined on some fallen boxes, knowing already he’d have to arrange them later. Maria was concerned, and kept a distance, though she came down to the floor and sat catty-cornered to Robert. The spikes of her heels drifted against his shoes in a clearly flirtatious manner. “How’s that?”

Too close. Too damnably close. If he wanted, he could easily grab her heel and do anything
 to her...

But instead he said, “Fine.”

“So, tell me what happened.”

“I...you’ll think I’m crazy.”

“I saw you change her, Robert. I don’t know much about 
you, but,” she ticked off her fingers, “I know you like the way I look, and I know you just touched Natalie on the wrist and she fell down orgasming, and I know you’re afraid to touch me now. You’re definitely not crazy. Excited, perhaps. But not crazy.”

Robert’s mouth was dry. He took a moment to swallow and then swallow again, to work up the words. Often he kept to himself, not speaking unless spoken to, and so his voice took on the qualities of being rough and soft when in fact, when his words were let out to play for a while, he had a rather commanding volume.

“I don’t know how to explain it. I touch women...people. And I can make things happen. It happens more with women because...”

“You’re turned on by them?”

He nodded. “And I don’t want to fuck up their lives, see? I don’t want to do it to anybody
. But I...there’s all this power. The more I let it out, the harder it is to deny.” He closed his eyes. “I was in a mental hospital for the past five years. At first, my powers, they seemed harmless. I changed a girl’s hair color. I helped a friend lose weight. And then...I don’t know. There’s this pheromone component. Women smell it. They come on to me...they want me. And that turns me on, and then I want to use the power on them, and...I can’t help it.

“I ended up committing myself to the asylum to keep myself away. The meds there kept everything under control. They
 thought I was crazy when I told them the truth, which was fine by me. Hell, I
 thought I was crazy. I 
thought...until what, five minutes ago? I had started to believe I made the whole thing up. But they, at the asylum, they drugged me up all the same, and that meant that everything was suppressed. But with the cutbacks from the state, they couldn’t keep me anymore. And then I was out...and...here. They got me this job. Not the University. I just said that because Natalie did. The boss knew all along where I came from, but she didn’t know the rest.”

In a few seconds, he would open his eyes and see Maria on her cell phone, calling the cops or maybe those white-suited orderlies with the giant nets. Did they even have a number?

He would open his eyes, and he would see the rampant disgust on her face, the disappointed disbelief that anyone as sick and strange as him would even be alive.

Soft, warm breaths pushed against his cheek. A hand slid up his thigh, squeezing. Startled, he opened his eyes, and saw Maria there, her gorgeous face alive with lust.

“Show me,” she whispered. She pushed her body against his, heavy tits sliding against the thick meat of his arm.

Holding him tight, she urged him up to his knees until he was above Natalie, still dazed on the floor. Maria dragged her toward them so that her head faced them both. She was a strong woman.

“You’ll show me, won’t you?” Maria’s voice was a soft, lilted whisper. “Please?”

She couldn’t be serious. This wasn’t serious. This was insanity.

And yet her hand was right there on his crotch, sliding 
over the straining mass of his erection.

“You can do anything at all to her,” Maria whispered. “Anything you like. What would you do?”

This beautiful angel was begging him to use the power he had spent so long suppressing and denying. But there was no denying it anymore. Her fingers slowly grasped the tab of his zipper and pulled it down. Her touch, sweet and gentle around his cock, made him shudder.

“Go on,” she whispered. “Do whatever you like. Show me. Show me what you can do, Robert. I want to see.”

Natalie was semi-conscious, a pleasant smile on her face. He put his hands down on her skull, urging
 her with his power to become more awake, but less aware. Her eyes flashed open, dazed and open, her mouth hanging just so.

“Green,” said Maria. “Weren’t they...”

“Blue. Yes. I touched her and I thought of you. I thought maybe you could have been sisters. But I was wrong. Her hair would have to be darker. Fuller.”

As he spoke, Maria stroked. And as she stroked, Robert let loose with his will, feeling power surge through him as Natalie’s hair became thicker underneath his very hands. Thicker, softer, shinier, darker. Before, it had been an admirable dark shade of brown. Now it was a deep chocolate. His fingers sank into it, sliding effortlessly between the locks, not a tangle to be found.

“Oh my god.” Maria stroked him harder, her hand slippery with his precum. “Oh fuck. Oh my god
.”

She bit his shoulder so hard that Robert had to cry out softly. Her smile, guilty and excited, softened his heart 
entirely. Everything about her was beautiful, fervent, lustful, and immediate. He wanted to fuck her so badly that he could barely keep from exploding.

“You can do anything
,” she said. “Anything. You can...you can...” she gulped rapidly. Her throat muscles were positively elegant, seemingly made for taking down a massive cock. “Tell me that you can change her mind?”

“About what?”

“You know what I mean. You can make her...you can make her your slave, couldn’t you?”

A long jet of cum spurted from his cock, landing on Natalie’s chest. She had never buttoned up her sweater, and the cum trailed slowly down the lovely cups of her bra.

“F-fuck, Maria. I don’t know. That’s too much.”

“Then why did it make you cum?” She grinned wickedly. Her handjob had slowed down, easing and gentle now, no longer quite so furtive and quick. It was like she had known, right away, to slow down once he came—to keep him going for even longer. “Mmm, and still so
 hard, too? I can tell you like that idea. You don’t have to hide it from me. I like it too.”

“You like...a woman being my slave? You like that?”

She shrugged, an elegantly beautiful motion. “I like a man in charge. Really
 in charge, with no doubt for those beneath him. That’s my favorite thing in the world.”

Her hand continued its amazing work on his throbbing cock. Still, he hesitated.

“You can change her back if you don’t like it, right? I just want to see it. I just want to watch her call you Master.”

“Why?”

“Because...” Her face nudged against his, that perfectly shaped nose rubbing heatedly against his jaw, their lips tantalizingly close. “Because it really, really
 gets me off, Robert. I want to watch you own her. I want to see how powerful you can be in all your glory. I think it’s shameful that you’re hiding. I think you ought to revel in it...and if you really need someone to convince you, I happily volunteer myself.”

Her hand on his cock was slippery, soaking, and perfectly suited to stroking him. Right at the intensity and the frequency he needed.

Her skin. His skin. Touching...he might have changed her already. Subconsciously. Fuck.

“I won’t be able to stop myself from doing it,” he said. “No one will be safe. Not even you.”

“I don’t mind. Just...let me be your first
 girl, please? The one you put above the others. So long as I’m first, I don’t care who else you fuck. Who else you own. Or,” she grinned wickedly, encouraging another hot shot of precum onto Natalie’s waiting knees. “I want you to have the best
 girls serving you. I just...like being above them. The best of the best. Isn’t that understandable?”

His need to kiss her was overwhelming now. He couldn’t restrain himself. But she...she had to do it first.

And she did. Whether it was because of his subconscious desire or her true desire to kiss and seduce him, Robert didn’t know and he didn’t care. Kissing Maria was heavenly. He’d ached for her plush, soft lips against his since the first 
day he’d seen her, weeks ago, and having her now stroke him so eagerly while kissing him with such intense passion was heavenly.

“This is unreal,” he said, breathing hard after the mind-melting kiss. “This is happening...so fast. I mean this is the most we’ve ever talked, do you realize?”

“I don’t give a fuck,” she moaned. “You’re everything I’ve ever fucking wanted and I want to worship the ground you walk on. You’re a fucking stud god and I pretty please please
 want to see you fuck Natalie’s mind until she doesn’t even know other cocks exist
 except for yours. Please?”

She had taken Natalie’s tranced head in hand, guiding it toward Robert’s cock. Relaxing just slightly, Robert slid his cock through her waiting lips. Maria moaned, obviously aroused, as she watched him enter Natalie’s mouth deeper and deeper.

Soon, they found a rhythm, with Maria guiding Natalie’s pretty face up and down Robert’s cock using her hair as a handle.

“Say she’s your slave,” Maria whispered in his ear. “Please?”

“She’s my slave.” Robert pressed hard into Natalie’s skull, making it so. “She has to obey me. She must serve my will.”

“Yes. Oh, god, yes, yes. Make her call you ‘Master.’ Make her call you ‘Sir.’”

Another surge of his will, and Robert slid his cock from Natalie’s mouth just slightly.

“You’re my slave, aren’t you?”

Natalie nodded earnestly, precum dripping from her plump lips. “Y-yes, Master. Yes, Sir!”

Maria’s fingers were stuffed up in her cunt, her thumb rapidly flicking against her clit. A puddle of juices had formed around her knees. “Fuck!” she moaned. “That’s so hot. That’s so perfect. Fuck her mouth, baby, please? Fuck your slave’s mouth. Your pretty little slave’s mouth, fuck her throat, oh please, oh god, please!”

Robert could hardly deny her. He lost himself inside Natalie’s mouth, in the sensation of her warm wetness. There was no restraint, no care—something primal woke in him. Something that knew
 he deserved this, that knew
 he should be adored and exalted in this manner. He fucked Natalie’s mouth like it was a waiting, dripping cunt, her soft throat swallowing down and suckling on every last inch that it could.

“Yes, baby,” Maria moaned, kissing his ears, his neck, flashing those brilliant green eyes at him. “Do it love. Fuck her. Fuck her until she’s nothing. Wipe her mind out. Wipe it clean
, oh fuck, leave her with nothing but you!
”

Robert came, hips spasming and his balls emptying down Natalie’s throat and stomach. Moaning and thrashing, Maria came as well, kissing Robert wildly on the lips, adoring him, feeling strong and undeniable worship
 for him and his power. In the heat of the moment, he was unable to stop himself from implanting that in her—though not nearly so much as he emptied into the throbbing-hot form of Natalie. Maria bucked against him, her slender body feeling so right
 as it thrashed against his in the throes of bliss.

They let Natalie fall to the ground, where she swallowed and slurped up his cum, cleaning herself and his cock with a pretty pink tongue. Maria looked down at Robert’s cock with reverence.

“You’re still hard.” Her voice was coated with the breathlessness of a woman who’d just enjoyed a thoroughly satisfying orgasm.

He nodded silently, eyeing Maria’s body hungrily. She smiled indulgently, clearly knowing he enjoyed what he saw.

“Let’s pump the brakes on you and me a bit, cowboy. I’ve got a lot to think about...and we’ve already gone further than I ever have with anyone, except for other girls.” She took Natalie by the hair again, guiding her tranced, worshipful face back toward his cock. “But you can do whatever you like with her.” She stroked Natalie’s hair like that of a favored pet. “Anything, baby. And I’ll cheer you on.”

Robert was so turned on that he felt anything Maria asked, or suggested, he would do. And at her suggestion, he put his cock back in Natalie’s mouth and his hand on her temple to guide his power...and he was dumping her with everything Maria cooed in his ear.

Make her worship you.

Make her call you Master.

Make her as sexy as you can imagine.
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HOURS LATER, CLOSE
 to ten in the evening, Maria finally returned home to her spacious condo. Her boyfriend 
Fernando was there already, flipping channels on the television and munching through a bag of carrots. The home was spacious, with tall ceilings and ornate fixtures on the corners and walls. Marble floors in the kitchen and bathrooms, wooden floors everywhere else. Several thick, plush carpets were spaced through the home. With four bedrooms, three bathrooms, a laundry room, a living room, a dining room, and a gaming room, it was a large enough space for easily five or six people.

Until today, Maria had taken it because she simply wanted
 more. She wanted more space, more costs, more of anything to prove that she was worthy of someone buying it for her.

But now...now the extra space had so many possibilities. Robert had taken Natalie home, probably to fuck her rotten, but wouldn’t it be delightful if, in the future, he just came here instead? And with Natalie too, as well as any other new girls he managed to acquire. The thought made her feel warm inside.

Fernando hadn’t complained about buying the condo for her. She had smiled at him for days, even letting him jerk off to her body in lingerie—though she was very careful not to let any part of his cock touch her. Dumbstruck with Maria’s attention, he did most anything she told him.

“Hey babe,” he said, not getting up. “How was work? You’re home late. Assholes got you inventorying the files again?”

Fernando was an idiot. But he was a cute
 idiot, and even more importantly than that, he was a rich
 idiot. He had 
bankrolled this new condo for her while she strung him along on promises and promises of sex. They had done little more than kiss, and even that felt revolting now.

Robert was the only man for her, ever. That was clear now.

It wasn’t lost on her that it was possible he had made her think that. She wasn’t sure she cared, even if he had changed her. Changed her in the same way that he had completely reformatted Natalie’s mind right before her eyes.

Anything you say, Master. I’m yours forever, I promise. I’ll always obey.

She took a moment, shuddering at the hot memory, still so fresh. Natalie’s voice had been so plaintive, so delicious...

Maria had long ago abandoned any hope of having children, though she would have enjoyed spreading her philosophy to any daughters she might have had. But the thought of actually holding some inferior man’s cum in her virgin body was skin-crawling. Now that Robert was around, however, she felt those desires coming back with a vengeance.


There
 was a man who could give her a child. A powerful man. A god-like man, maybe just a god altogether. Wouldn’t that
 be something? To carry the seed of a living deity?

Everything made so much sense now. Why she hadn’t been able to seduce Kyle and leave for bigger and better things, as had been her plan. Why she hadn’t found a new job straightaway when that didn’t work out.

What was happening with Robert was meant to be.

Fernando was likely waiting on a reply. He lived on an eggshell planet, she knew, desperately scared that at any moment Maria would recognize how little he actually belonged in her class. Maria had been aware of this all along, naturally, but Fernando was a special type of fool who regularly could be charmed by her with relative effortlessness.

She had invited him over that night, for instance, only to make him pay for take-out. But she wasn’t hungry anymore. Every possible desire in her life had come to life that night, and eating was the last thing on her mind.

Fernando owned a car lot where he bought, traded, and sold used cars. It was a hot business in Rosington and Fernando was good at it.

She walked to the counter where the key dish lay and picked up his keys, hiding the sound by dropping hers. Careful not to break a nail, she slipped his key to her condo off his ring and then covertly set the keys back down.

Fernando had turned off the television, no doubt feeling the tension in the air. Maria took a special glee in what was about to happen. There was a darkness in her, and that was certain. A spiteful, cruel impish nature that delighted in the pain of those who annoyed her or those who she simply saw as lesser.

And so while a slow coil of stress snaked about Fernando’s heart, Maria felt her already rather moist pussy becoming slowly wet once again.

I love you, Master. Forever and ever. I’ll be yours for all time. I belong to you, and only to you.

Were they just recollections of Natalie’s words? Or was that what ruled her heart now?

Maria walked across the living room and stood behind the bar, pouring herself a finger of whiskey. The vintage was smooth, strong, and—like most everything in the condo—given to her free of charge after a few gentle touches and dazzling smiles. Men loved everything
 about Maria, and receiving her attention melted most of them.

Except Robert. He hadn’t melted. No...he had blossomed.

God, he was so
 fucking hot
!

She made her face very serious, deliberately hiding her aroused glee. “We need to talk, Fernando.”

He stood up, approaching like a scolded dog.

“Sure, babe. What about? Do you want to...” he nodded back toward the bedroom. “Finally?”

She smiled, appearing almost sympathetic. “Oh, dear. No.”

“Headache again?”

The booze was working wonderfully, sending a long happy warmth down her tummy and filling her head with a liquid ease. The bar was high enough so that she could slide her fingers up into her pussy behind her skirt without Fernando seeing. So, she did.

“We have to break up, Fernando.”

“Have...h-have to what?”

She took great pleasure in his reaction. The dilating pupils. The sudden sweat pouring down his brow. It was like he had taken drugs.

A bad acid trip, sure. And she was the demoness come to 
ruin his high.

I’m your slave. Your slave forever. I worship your cock. I love you so much. You’re my everything. My God. My King. I worship you.

All those filthy, naughty words she had whispered into Robert’s ear, and filtered through his power and then moaned out loud by Natalie as she came and came again in a feverish, zealous fervor of delectable adoring insanity. With Maria’s urging, Robert probably quite literally drove Natalie mad with love. And Maria recalled every last word now, sliding her index finger ever so slowly across her clit as she feasted on Fernando’s despair.

Maria was going to be the prize property of Robert. There certainly wasn’t going to be any need to be concerned about money. Or niceness. Or propriety. All she had to do was make him value her...and Maria had been waiting and aching and cumming her whole life, dreaming of serving someone with power like his.

She always thought it would be more metaphorical—a man with money or property or fame—but a man with straight-up comic-book powers
 was fine by her.

Robert’s natural disposition seemed to make him something of a hero, maybe an anti-hero. That was no fun at all. Villains were the sexy ones...and they had all the sexy costumes too. Maria knew indubitably that she was born bad, and she’d had to hide her nature her whole life. But with Robert...

...with Robert, she could let it all come out.

“Maria, please, I don’t understand.” Fernando looked 
terrified, as if she were holding a gun to his head. “I’ve...I’ve done everything
 for you. I paid for this place...I’m in debt
 because of this place. I bought your car. I...I even...I mean, Jesus
, Maria, I just—”

“Hush.”

Right away, he did as told. Maria felt a spike of pleasure, her lips wet, her breath hot.

Control. Power. All she wanted in the world.

She was going to destroy Fernando completely. She wanted to watch him cry. His eyes were wet already—what a loser.


Later, she’d report to Robert...and then she would stroke and suck him until he was as turned on by it as she was.

There was nothing in her power she wouldn’t do to make this marvel of a man as bad as she was. Power like his was made for exulting, for triumphing, for reveling, for rubbing it in the faces of every last person who dared to defy him.

And if she asked, really sweetly, smiling just so and stroking his cock so, so
 right, Maria was almost certain that he would make her into a slave just like Natalie.

Well, just like Natalie, except better
. She deserved to be better.

And so, smiling, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a little more of her irresistible flesh—just to really twist the knife in—she began to say the words that ruined Fernando’s life forever.
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BUSINESS AS USUAL.

That was the hope. When Robert woke and his bed was empty, no sign of Natalie or Maria or anything insane like that, he let out a sigh of relief.

Business as usual—he could go back to his regular life. What he had suffered was some kind of intense daydream/nightmare combination, tapping into every fear and desire that he’d ever had in his life.

He still had the same, boring, small studio apartment, barely more than a closet with a bathroom. He’d go back to work today. The women would ignore him. Hopefully, no one would find out about his stay at the mental hospital. When he came home, he’d make dinner, watch some TV, jerk off thinking about Maria and drift to sleep, and start the process again the next day.

Then Natalie stepped out of the bathroom. She was wearing his shirt, a delicious sprite with her ass just barely visible. All the smooth expanses of her skin tanned and sleek, her hair a deep chocolate color that stretched halfway down her back in an amazing blanket of thick locks, designed entirely for his pleasure.

He knew that because that was what he had done to her last night, with Maria urging him on.

“Master!” she chirped brightly. “Would you like me to suck you off before we get to work?”

She really did look like Maria’s sister now. All she needed was bigger breasts and a few alterations to her face...

Robert shook his head, gathering up the blankets around him and standing up.

“No.” He shook his head again. “No, no. Nothing like that. 
What I want now is...”


More of the same intense fuck-session we had last night
.

The memories were clear now. Clear and unerringly inviting. All night long, he’d rode her perfect young body, hardening again and again as she moaned and called him her Master, her God, her Everything. In her eyes now was a sparkle of doubt as he backed away.

“Have I displeased you, Sire? Have I angered you somehow?” She bent over on the bed, raising her perfect, eighteen year-old ass high in the air. “Shall I require punishment?”

Robert’s cock stirred at the sight of those twin ass cheeks, so perfectly formed. Some weeks ago, Natalie had been a promising student in the business college at Northern. Now, he didn’t even know if she could still do math.

He hoped so. He hadn’t wanted to make her stupid
 from wiping her mind. Just obedient.

And even that...so much of that had been Maria’s idea. But it had felt so...so right
...and the things
 she said, fuck! It was like she had been reading some unwritten diary of his deepest desires.

“What I want you to do, right now, is to go home and get changed.” He felt weak, but his voice was strong. “Dress into work attire. Something appropriate. And when you’re done, get yourself to work. Can you do that?”

“I’ll take the bus, Master.” She smiled. “And I won’t suffer any
 man looking at me twice.”

Oh god, that

 order. Maria had encouraged it last night over and over again—her libido was exponentiated by the thought of Natalie’s adamant exclusivity to Robert.

“Just...act natural, okay? We can’t...” He shook his head. “Don’t start any trouble, all right? Be at work on time. I don’t want you fired.”

It was just forty-five minutes until work, and their boss Joslyn hated
 tardiness. Robert’s parents had died while he was in the asylum and they left him a substantial inheritance, which allowed him to have his own apartment and car. He was a frugal man, though, and did not want to rely solely on the mostly static wealth reserve for long. Thus, he took the job seriously.

Robert looked at Natalie for a moment. She was obviously different than yesterday. Longer hair, longer legs, her lips slightly more rounded. That would be problem.

“You know I changed you, right?”

She nodded happily. “Yes, Master. You did ever
 such a good job. Would you like to do more?”

He stepped back, ignoring the urge to grab her and do just that. “No. No, no. Just...hide it, as best you can. Cut your hair or something.”

In thirty minutes time, Robert was showered and in his car, pulling into a drive-through window at a coffee shop.

The clerk there was a substantially gorgeous Latina named Yolanda. She made a special effort the last times he was there to show him how her name tag was so easily visible on the heavy swell of her breasts. She leaned over the window, her large tits almost swinging into his car.

“Large black coffee, two sugars on the side. I brewed it just
 for you, Robert.”

“Thanks.” He pulled out his card.

“No charge, honey.” She winked at him. “Just check your receipt.”

The crumpled piece of paper had her number on it, written with hearts in the place of zeroes. He gave her an encouraging smile and then drove off, knowing already he had visited that coffee house for the last time.

It was a shame, too. They made great coffee.

He had some kind of effect on women, over time. It had taken about six weeks for the situation to progress this far with Yolanda. Maybe he had touched her once, accidentally, despite all efforts to never touch women—maybe when paying with a card or taking the coffee.

The effect he had on the opposite sex made it hard, very hard as he found out with Natalie, to not touch them at all. After so many days or weeks of contact, they all ended up attracted to him—which meant they wanted to touch, which meant that, inevitably, he would change them. There was no way to build up his self-control when he viewed even the slightest mismanagement of his power as a colossal error.

Were he a less noble man, the combination of his abilities would be a license to fuck and enslave anyone he wanted.

Though, Robert noted with some sourness, it wasn’t as if he were that
 noble. He told
 Natalie to act natural this morning, but he certainly didn’t change her to ensure that she was
 natural, did he?

Something to work on.

At nine o’clock sharp, he arrived in the office and was ready to lose himself in some honest work. Maria was there already, at her own desk, barely looking up as he walked past. Natalie was nowhere to be found.

His and Natalie’s desks were in the back of the office. Usually, the two of them were left to their own devices until midday, when all the calls began rolling in. So long as they kept themselves busy with pertinent work, there was no real limit to what they could do. Slowly, he took out all his work accouterments—a book for when he was taking a break, a few pens, his smart phone, and his coffee. The second he sat down, two things happened.

The first was that Estelle Worthington entered the Sunshine Insurance office. She headed the rival organization to Sunshine Insurance in Rosington—Maximum Insurance.

She strutted in slowly, rubbing a finger through the dust on the water cooler, walking easily in designer heels, her tailored pantsuit fitting snugly across her fit form. “Hello, losers.”

She was that kind of person. Past forty and still looking quite fine, in Robert’s estimation, Estelle took her business acumen as an excuse to lambaste Sunshine Insurance every chance she got.

Robert’s boss—the manager of this branch of Sunshine Insurance—was Joslyn. But the manager, from several years back up until some few months ago, used to be Joslyn’s husband, Kyle. But Kyle had fallen ill, and left Joslyn in charge. She did her best, but the daily maintenance of her husband’s condition and the business 
was too much for her.

Over the past several weeks, Robert had picked up the office scuttlebutt, largely from Quinn.

Quinn was a cheery, cute blonde, a bit overweight, but still very affable. She apparently delighted in gossiping, and made it a point to let Robert in on the office politics. She talked to Robert quite a bit, actually. Were she not so firmly attached to Caleb—her boyfriend and fellow salesperson—Robert might have been afraid his influence was affecting her.

A long time ago, apparently, Joslyn’s husband and Estelle were a serious couple. Joslyn stole him away, though, or Kyle left Estelle for Joslyn, or some variation of that—and Estelle had never quite lived it down.

Then there was the second thing that happened.

Beneath him, under his small desk, Natalie waited on her knees. The second he sat down, her hands went to his zipper, expert and delicate. She had cut her hair, like he asked, but the cut was exactly like Maria’s.

She really loved being thought of Maria’s lookalike, her sister—if only because Robert really loved that thought.

“Maria said you would want a nice blowjob to start your day, Master,” she whispered. “Is that right?”

There was no time to respond properly. Estelle’s presence had made Joslyn emerge from her office.

Joslyn was younger than Estelle, older than Robert or Maria, in her mid-thirties. She was blonde, slender, busty, and somewhere in the grief-stricken, over-stressed form she possessed a person might be able to see a lovely woman 
there somewhere. But the many pulls in her life had left her under-eating and under-sleeping, and her once-pale skin had become sallow and her face skull-like. She strode out to meet Estelle, anger already forming in her at the intruder’s presence.

As a result, Robert could hardly start whispering under his desk, in full view of Joslyn and Estelle. And as a result of that
, Natalie took his silence as permission, and slipped her eager mouth forward over his rod. She was wearing a barely-there skirt with a sexy, made-for-clubbing halter top covering her slender torso. He supposed this was acting natural for her newly enslaved mind.

Warmth, hot and loving, slipped over his half-hard cock and quickly brought it to a full erection as he watched the scene unfold between Joslyn and Estelle.

“What the fuck do you want, Estelle?”

Estelle had been admiring her nails, barely cognizant of Joslyn’s presence. “Oh. Hello, dear. I just love
 what you’ve done with this place. It’s very...trash art, isn’t it?”

Joslyn’s eyeball twitched. “We have a lot to do. Unlike some people. If you’ve nothing to say, please leave.”

“’Unlike some people!’ That’s rich. I do more business in a month than you do in a quarter. And that’s a fact.” She let out a long fake laugh, putting a hand on Joslyn’s shoulder.

Joslyn rubbed the hand off with some disgust. “You’re here to gloat? Okay. Now you’ve gloated. Will you leave?”

Natalie’s tongue was magical. It was if she was made
 to suck his cock.

Or re-made, at any rate. Robert gripped his desk, face 
flushing.

“Gloat?” Estelle laughed again. “Oh no, dear. I’ve come to rub it in
. You see, last night, Mister Gary Pritchard made a proposal to me, and I said yes. And as you are probably just now realizing, yes, I mean that
 Gary Pritchard. The COO of Sunshine Insurance. You do know him, right? Or have you forgotten who kept you in business? He wants to merge our offices because of the under-performance of yours. And he said that I would be placed in full control of staffing.”

Across the office, Robert saw Maria straighten at this news.

Her outfit was a wonder. At first glance, it seemed demure and business-like—a pencil skirt and a gentle green sweater. But it was on Maria’s
 form, and so the pencil skirt’s tightness around her legs became a kind of pornography for ass and leg lovers. The green sweater’s material was lace thin, barely opaque, and he could see that she had foregone a bra that morning. Her hair had been arranged in a thick, delicious pile down one side of her head, draped down past her shoulders and over her billowing breasts.

She had worn it for him, he realized—and knew that he was watching her, right now, as Natalie sucked his cock. Slowly, she winked at him, and pointed to his desk.

There was a note there from her.

“In full control of...” Joslyn shook her head. “This doesn’t make sense. He would have notified me if something like this was in the works.”

“Call him and find out, sweetling.” Estelle tapped the 
blonde’s cheek. Her cell phone buzzed. “Ah, I’ve got to run. You see how that works? Someone calls, and you do business? Try it some time.”

Estelle stopped as she began to exit, looking straight at Robert. He was more flushed than before, his grip tight on the sides of his desk. Natalie was bringing him so close, her tongue sliding over his shaft like a whirlwind. Her soft, gentle suckling noises were almost as hot as the sensations themselves.

“What are you so worked up about, handsome?” she asked. “Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you keep your
 job. I can always use a strong man around.”

She winked at him and strutted out, pulling out her phone and immediately beginning to yell at whoever was on the other line. Joslyn looked defeated, sighing. Everyone in the office had heard the exchange. It wasn’t an especially large place. There were rumors that Estelle’s three floor exchange had an LCD TV and a game console in the break room.

“I’ll get to the bottom of this,” Joslyn said loudly. “Your jobs are in no trouble. I’ll take care of everything.”

Her door banged loudly as she retreated back into her office. Caleb and Quinn, directly in front of the whole exchange, leaned into one another and started speaking in whispers.

Meanwhile, Maria gestured again for Robert to open the note she had left him. It was written in red marker on a folded note card with his name on top, surrounded by little hearts.

Does it turn you on that she’s starting to look like my sister? It makes me really hot. Can you make her believe that she’s related to me? Can you make me believe that? Wouldn’t that be sexy...both of us sisters serving your cock?

Robert lost control, emptying himself into Natalie’s mouth in a long, steady, heavy stream of white spray. And the whole time, he watched Maria, her luscious smile, her inviting gaze, and all the temptations she represented.
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MARIA TOOK ROBERT TO
 lunch. It was the first meal she had paid for in over a year, and in the two years since graduating college she could count the total number of paid meals on one hand. Men loved to take her out to lunch, or to dinner, or simply to hand her cash so she could go enjoy herself. Everyone was waiting for an excuse to see her smile.

And yet all Maria wanted, really, was to make Robert
 smile. To make him understand how desperately important she found him, how her beauty meant nothing at all if it wasn’t serving him entirely.

They ate at a small, intimate bistro that served a kind of Italian-Ethiopian fusion. Normally, there was a waiting list, but between Maria’s charm and Robert’s fresh-fuck pheromones working heavy wonders on the hostess, they were seated well before anyone else in line. Their table was inside of a booth at the corner of the restaurant.

Immediately, Maria slid her tight booted legs up 
Robert’s thighs and pressed the edge of her toes into his cock.

He was hard. Good.

As a bit of theater, she had brought along a pair of brown leather gloves. The weather was cold outside—it was late Autumn—and there was nothing untoward about a delicately beautiful woman such as herself wearing gloves around. She took his hands in hers and rubbed them slowly.

“Did you like my gift this morning?”

He nodded. “Very much. Natalie had a hard time getting out of there with no one noticing.”

“I saw,” Maria smiled. “But I don’t think anyone else did.”

“About that. I don’t know...I don’t know where this is going,” he said. “But I don’t think it should extend to the office. I’m going to fix Natalie later tonight, after work. She won’t remember a thing.”

That would hardly be Maria’s definition of “fixing” her. Her breasts were too small, and not quite ripe enough for Robert to enjoy totally. The darling girl was lovely, but not quite sexy enough to be seen as Maria’s sister. Maria had a reputation
 to maintain, after all, and when she was properly Robert’s favorite slave, that reputation would be very important again.

She slid a gloved finger up and down his hand, tugging gently on the other. “After we put in all that delicious work? Why?”

“Because...” he shook his head. “Because it’s wrong.”

She was prepared for this. She had been aching over the 
words her entire life, fingering her cunt as she imagined someone delivering them to her...or her delivering them to someone who merely needed a little convincing.

“Morality is a silly thing for weak people, Robert. People who aren’t beautiful like me, or strong like you. It’s a word they use to guard themselves against the power we have.”

This seating arrangement was all wrong. She would have preferred to be stroking his cock while she said this, cooing in his ear. Maybe with Natalie beneath them again, her face tranced and open for ever-more-changes.

Robert gulped. “You’ve thought about this.”

“I have,” she admitted. “A lot. With my fingers stuffed in my pussy. With my moans echoing against my bedroom walls. This is what I want. You
 are what I want. I never even thought you were possible. But now that you are...I have so many wonderful ways to please you, darling. My darling. My strong, strong man. Won’t you let me show you?”

Her high-heeled boot slid against his cock, and she could feel it straining beneath his pants. He was so
 excitable. She loved that about him.

“I just—you know, this is a lot, for me,” he said. “To take in. I’ve been trying to hide this for my whole life, it feels like. And you’re just...you’re fucking gorgeous
 and you’re saying all this wicked shit, and it’s just hard to believe.”

“What if, first, we simply started small?” she suggested. “Taking over the office, for example. You could make Joslyn awfully pretty...”

“No.” He shook his head. “She’s married. I don’t want to 
get involved with something like that.”

Maria hid her displeasure. She could change his mind about that, in time. Marriage was a silly thing, a useless term if it didn’t mean obedience to Robert. He would understand later.

She smiled instead. “Of course. But we can still make her obey. Gut the business accounts to give us raises. That sort of thing. Wouldn’t you like more cash?”

“Who wouldn’t? Are you joking?”

Slowly, she slipped a glove off one hand. She placed it in his, clasping it there firmly.

“This isn’t a joke to me, Robert. Not a lie. Not anything but everything I’ve ever
 wanted. I know
 you want me. You can’t fucking help
 but want me. Look at me.” Robert did. She unbuttoned one button of her sweater and swept her hair back, posing haughtily for him. “Are you seriously telling me you don’t want me as your girl?”

His eyes widened. She knew that was exactly
 what he wanted.

“Is that what you’re offering?”

From his tone, his reaction, she knew everything she had to know. He not only didn’t believe her, but he didn’t even recognize the thought of her being his partner as even a remote possibility.

Her face softened considerably. Of course
. She had been so desperate to get straight into the thick of things, so furiously charging into the meat of the erotic wonderland that Robert could create so easily
, that...well, she had forgotten entirely about any desires he might have had for something a little more rounded

.

His hand was on hers, hope in his face.

Maria felt a long, heavy flush. He could be changing her right this instant, she realized. Part of her hoped that he was—and she recognized that even that
 might be part of the change—and even that
 was hot too.

“I want to be your girlfriend, yes. Your lover. Your confidant. Your wife, if you’ll have me, though we can discuss that some other time. Your slave, like Natalie. Only...more prestigious.”

“Like a Queen,” he suggested. “Bowing only to the King.”

She nodded slowly, her face an erotic glamour. Her voice was soft, needy. “Yes. Just like that. Someone to advise you, guide you, and make you all the more glorious in your power. Although,” she looked pointedly at her hand grasping his, “you’ll need to make me even better to truly deserve you.”

“What you’re talking about...it’s got a lot of heavy implications.”

“I mean every one of them...My King.”


That
 had the intended effect. A low growl was in his throat, deep desire and want.

Her permission was implicit in her grasp. Robert looked at their hands for half a moment, and then Maria felt a warm, easy bliss sliding through her veins.


This
 was his control, his change, his power
. Oh god, god, it felt so good! Just as she had always, always dreamed. A soft moan left her lips, and she looked with new eyes at Robert—the man she would always be truthful with, always 
trust, never betray, and never ever want another man besides. All her desire, her endless desire for power, became slowly warped with him at the apex of that depiction. A soft tendril of drool left her luscious mouth, and he slid it up with one finger, breath catching when her mouth wrapped around the digit and sucked it slow.

“You’ll have to tell me what you want changed,” he said. “I won’t know better than you will. You’re the beauty expert.”

Right away, he wanted her opinion; he valued
 her input. All that power, and he needed her
 to make the decisions that would most benefit him. Her heel slid faster against his erection, though the goal was not to make him cum. She simply wanted him to be as turned on as she felt every second while she knew he was alive.

The waiter coughed gently—he had arrived a minute before and had been summarily ignored. Without looking away from Maria, Robert touched the waiter’s exposed hand.

“Y-yes, Sir,” said the waiter, voice dazed. Our finest. On the house. Paid with my own money. Yes. A marvelous idea.”

He sauntered off, hurrying but not rushing. His stance looked a bit staggered, like he was drunk.

Maria felt a rush of hot adrenaline, bringing Robert’s hand to her face and kissing his fingers. “Yes, darling. Just like that. Just like that. My turn, please? Let’s start with my hair. I think it ought to be a little longer, don’t you?”

And then slowly, a hot, blissful warmth began to spread 
into Maria’s body. Her hair slid down, down, thick and luscious, all the way to the top of her ass, as she stared into the face of the man she quickly was finding she loved.
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HIS POWERS HAD NEVER
 been truly tested before—and Maria really wanted to run them through their tests. Ever since leaving the mental hospital, the strange energies he possessed had felt like a surge of water just under the surface, a tsunami just searching for the right coast to land on and wreck.

One afternoon lunch with Maria had changed all that. Her thoughts were specific and intricate.

She wanted her eyes to be mesmerizingly green—to the point where, yes, if someone stared in them long enough, they would be utterly mesmerized. She had studied hypnosis a long time in college, she explained, hoping the outlet for her kinky needs was there. Robert was, of course, exempt to this power.

Much of what he did, he did not entirely understand. It would have taken tomes and tomes of medical knowledge for someone to properly describe everything he changed—but all it had taken in reality was for Maria to say she wanted it. Robert’s intuition, and the power itself, did all the rest.

Her body was free and clear of sickness and disease, immune system stronger than any other human alive. Her youth, and her beauty, were crystallized for the time being. Robert didn’t know if he could turn back the clock of time, 
but Maria could look forward to looking as gorgeous as she did—and as young as she did—for at least another twenty years.

That had taken the brunt of his power.

Other changes were smaller and more precise—he removed a mole there, and a surgery scar here. She wouldn’t have to worry about being poisoned or overpowered—her body’s strength was increased several fold, every inch of her muscle fibers layered and re-layered with high-tensile tissue made for pure agility and strength. Her hair kept its magnificent length and volume, altered only so that it would not grow unless she willed it—and would require no special goos or sprays to be arranged as she wanted. She would wake, every morning, looking exactly as she desired—and more to the point, exactly as Robert desired.

By the end of it, his power felt drained. He told her so—that, even if he wanted to do more, he wasn’t sure he could without draining some essential part of himself.

A last change to her was that hurting Robert was unthinkable now—a safety measure he had implemented, given all the implicit power she now had over others. There was no taboo greater than defying his will, and nothing would be met with more derision.

His power felt drained, but his arousal certainly wasn’t. He’d never in his life wanted someone so badly as he wanted Maria—all her perfection, all her wickedness, all her delightful intuition and desire for more. She was hunger personified, a dark-haired succubus who could be sated only 
ever by him...and his cock.

When they returned from lunch, Maria made up an elaborate task for them in the basement—emptying out the oldest boxes and organizing them by date and name to ready for electronic filing. It was a tedious, long assignment, and so Quinn and Caleb would likely avoid going downstairs so as not to get roped into the work. Joslyn, meanwhile, was still stuck in the office with the COO.

Robert had heard shouting in there earlier—probably that meant hell for her job, but that was of little importance now. He felt in many ways, with Maria’s encouragement, that he had a new
 job—a real
 duty that needed performing.

Very soon, he, Maria, and Natalie were downstairs. They kept the baskets for the company picnics in the basement, and very soon Natalie had laid out three blankets on top of one another for their fucking comfort.

Then, the two of them looked at him, waiting. They both grinned, bouncing slightly on their calves. All they wanted to do in the world was please him. Pleasure him.

Anything he said. Anything at all that he said, they would do.

“Kneel.”

His voice wavered slightly, but the volume was firm. They dropped to their knees immediately, smiling up at him. Their green eyes were intoxicating—Maria’s, naturally, several shades more brilliant than Natalie.

She was right. Natalie really could pass as Maria’s sister...all it would take was a little work when his power felt back up to snuff.

The thought occurred to him that maybe it never would. Maybe he had spent it all up with these two, making them how they were.

Worth it.

“Take out my cock, and suck it. Both of you.”

Soon, his raging erection was freed from his pants. Maria, moaning, slid her tongue up the hardening shaft for a moment.

“I want you to know, darling. I’ve never had another cock in me. Not once. Not a single time. Not in my cunt. Not in my hands. And certainly not in my mouth.”

His cock became twice as hard in less than ten seconds, growing to full mast just as Maria slipped her impeccably perfect lips over his slippery cockhead. He pushed forward, encouraging her to take more, and she did with ease, the full length of his long, thick cock pushing down into her throat. When he pulled away, she moaned, her green eyes urging and begging—not yet! She needed more.

And so he let her work him for several more seconds, gesturing for Natalie to lick his balls and help out as she waited.

“Finger your cunts, both of you. I want you wet.”

“Yes, Master,” Natalie moaned. “Anything.”

Watching her mouth move made him want to fill it. With a grin, he took himself from Maria’s luscious grip—all the way this time—and slid into Natalie’s mouth, enjoying the flash of jealous rage that entered Maria’s face.

“Don’t fear. You’ll have your turn again.”

Her sneer at Natalie’s form was breathtaking. It 
transformed into a momentary pout, and then she returned to sliding her tongue and lips across his balls as she fingered her pussy obediently.

Slowly, Robert could feel his power returning. Fucking the mouths of these women—fucking these women he had changed, that recharged his ability.

To test this, he took both their mouths and slid them across either side of his dense cock, so that both sets of immaculate lips ran across his length at the same time. He slid all the way out, with one girl taking him all the way in, and then out again with both girls slurping across his shaft, and then in again on the other girl. The one left out would invariably kiss the face and lips of the lucky slave adoring his cock.

Within just a short amount of time, he could feel his power all the way back up to capacity. No more drained feeling—he could do whatever he liked to these girls.

Change them to fuck them. Fuck them to change them more.

More than once, Maria’s heated whispers about what a God he was ran through his mind.

There was only so much of this he could take, mouthfucking the perfect faces of his new slaves. Two days ago this was high fantasy. Now it was his reality. His orgasm was imminent.

“You’re both my slaves,” he said, keeping their mouths at bay while he jerked his cock off. “You fucking belong
 to me.”

“We’re both your slaves, Master,” they cooed in unison. “We fucking belong

 to you.”

“But you...” he gripped Maria by the hair. “You’re just better, aren’t you?”

She didn’t have time to agree before he shoved his cock down her throat, giving her first privilege to the shot of cum worked up by the two beauties. She swallowed the heavy load deep, loving how it splattered against her mouth and throat, adoring the salty perfect taste—the first taste of cum she’d ever had in her life, and the only man’s cum that would ever cross her mouth’s threshold.

His orgasms were long and heavy, with plenty of cum for both girls. Robert pulled out and unloaded down Natalie’s mouth as well, giving her enough to sate her appetite for a time. As he shot down her throat, Maria had swallowed enough to murmur out, “Thank you, Master. Thank you so
 much.”

God, he wanted to fuck her still—and he was hard enough to do it. Both girls were still totally clothed, their tight, toned bodies decorated in their splendidly decorative outfits. His power felt recharged totally—and all it had taken was a simple fucking of two mouths from his eager slaves.

Never in his life had he felt more immortal, more omnipotent, more invincible than in that moment. They looked up at him with cum-splattered faces, licking their lips readily.

“Clean each other off. Use your tongues. And keep your heels on,” he said, “but get rid of the rest.”

They nodded obediently, first licking each other clean with great care and attention—keeping Robert’s cock 
entirely at full hardness as he watched.


They’re so fucking gorgeous,
 he thought. And so completely mine.


“You’re going to fuck me
 before her, aren’t you, baby?” Maria asked, quickly stripping down. “I look better in heels anyway.”

She was asking for a compliment. He was all too happy to give it to her. “You look better in everything, love.”

Her mouth parted in a practiced motion, a happy smile that said she, of course, already knew that—and that she was absolutely pleased to hear it from his mouth.

She slipped back on the blanket and held her legs up, sliding her booted heels against one another. “You like fucking a girl in her heels, Sir?”

He nodded, running his hand up the exquisite curve of her boot, up the supple leather and down the pointed heel, and then up her smooth calf. “Very much.”

Soon he had his cock, hard and wet from their mouths and his own juices, sliding over the pleasant warmth of Maria’s cunt. Her pussy was neatly trimmed, the bush a dark, springy line.

She put a hand on his chest, beckoning him to wait with his cock resting just on top of her bush. Her hips gyrated up toward the long, thick rod, waiting for him eagerly.

“Tell me...you’ve fucked other women with this power, haven’t you? Before Natalie?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“And have you ever...ever in all that time...have you made love, Robert?”

Now he shook his head slow, turning away slightly. She took his face with one hand though, guiding it back towards her own peerless beauty.

“No shame,” she murmured. “No embarrassment. That merely means this is perfect. Meant to be. For both of us, together, to be making love for our first time.”

Looking into her peerless eyes, he knew that what she said was the truth. She had
 to be truthful with him...but he hadn’t made her love him. His heart swelled with emotion for every last atom of her perfection.

How did she know every last perfect thing to say to him? How was she so effortlessly everything he’d ever wanted?

“Fuck me now,” she ached. “Fuck me. Be my first, love. Please?”

With a shuddering moan, he slipped his cock into her wet, waiting pussy. She enveloped him easily, taking all that he had and pulling him harder in with her boots on his hips.

“Yes!” she shouted.

Her body beneath him came instantly—a bit of change that he had installed over lunch. He wanted their first time to be as memorable as she did. Beneath him, she thrashed, lips fluttering, sweet sweat starting to shine down her incredibly toned form—but her eyes were locked on him the whole time.

“My love,” she moaned sweetly. “My love, my love, my love.”

All that, and just from one thrust. Now he started to actually fuck her, bringing his hips just slightly out and then powering them back in. The tip of his oak-hard cockhead 
slipped heavy against her g-spot, fucking her exactly where she needed to be fucked so that her orgasms would keep coming and coming.

And they did. Her pleasure was obvious, waves of bliss constantly rolling through her body, each new orgasm hitting her like a freight train and sending love loving shuddering shivers up and down her spine.

Natalie watched, transfixed, fingering her cunt as she waited to be ordered around again. “Fuck her, Master,” she prayed. “Fuck her. Fuck Maria. Fuck your perfect slave.”

Maria bridged her body up to meet his cock, lifting from the shoulders to pump upward as he thrust into this As he drove into her, holding her perfect body down at the wrists, he felt his desire and love for this woman increasing a thousandfold. He wanted her—only her.

Only her...and so many others. Just to show Maria what he could do. Just to show off his power for her the way she liked.

His drives into her pussy increased as his passion took him over. Snapping his fingers, he ordered Natalie close. Inspiration swept through him as he grabbed her throat, choking firmly.

“Maria is your sister. Your sister. You are my sisterslaves.”

The truth of this was, in an instant, incontrovertible. It didn’t matter that both had grown up as only children. They knew each other as sisters...and soon their minds would catch up with the inconsistency and fill in the blanks, creating a past that never existed so as to more perfectly 
obey Robert’s will.

“Oh yes,” moaned Natalie. “Fuck my sister. Fuck her, please!”

His hand was on Natalie, but his cock was inside Maria, and the order was spread around through both their supple, eager minds like wildfire.

“My sister,” moaned Maria. “Oh yes, Master. We’re your precious hot sisterslaves, and we need your cum so bad. So
 bad! You can fucking fill
 me up, love. Fucking get me pregnant
!”

The thought had barely occurred to him before, but it was so dark, so heated and erotic, that it pushed him over the edge. Robert was boiling over and needed release. Natalie latched herself onto him, her weight adding extra oomph to every thrust into Maria’s cunt as his efforts became piston-like, working up to that final explosion.

He erupted inside of Maria’s unprotected pussy, his cock spraying hot whiteness against her walls. All the while he looked down at her perfect, orgasming face, marveling at how beautiful she was with her skin flushed, her eyes so full of adoration for him and him alone.

“I love you,” he said. “Oh fuck, I love you so much.”

She nodded, cradling his head with her soft hands. “I love you too, Master.”

They kissed deeply, his cock still hard inside her body, while Natalie watched with baited breath for her turn.

After a while, they got dressed, slowly rising upstairs. Robert was sure they stank of sex, but he didn’t care. Maybe they had heard them downstairs...but again, he 
didn’t care.

Across the office, in the small break room, Robert saw Quinn talking with Joslyn, and his gaze lingered. Quinn was heavy, sure, but that could be taken care of easily. And Joslyn...why, she was so sad now, but he had the power to make her happier than anyone else in the world.

“They could be anything you want,” Maria whispered in his ear, hand drifting just delicately over his crotch. “Just say the word.”
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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.
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“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.”
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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.
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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.
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“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.”
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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.
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“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.”
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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.
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“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.”
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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.
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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.
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“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.
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HOUR 8
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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.
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“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.”
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HOUR 16
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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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Bimbo Casino – No Restrictions
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T
heir plane touched down in the early morning, and both Jonathan and Rosie walked through the airport with an aura—not of fun or relaxation, as one might expect of a young couple with a free trip to Las Vegas—but rather of stolid responsibility.

They were going to make their marriage work, by God.

Jonathan was certain of it. His wife, Rosie, was too. They had exchanged very serious texts, emails, and even in-person conversations about how this
 vacation was the key to their marriage, this
 was going to be what saved their couple-hood from annihilation. This fantastic, fun trip to Las Vegas that was going to be a wonderful time no matter what
.

They were self-aware enough to know how ridiculously stubborn they were being about it. They were also stubborn enough not to change their viewpoint.

Jonathan—twenty-seven—dressed in a plain blue t-shirt and a pair of loose-fitting jeans; his travel clothes. His once-athletic frame held a front-heavy paunch that somewhat disguised his skinny arms and legs. Rosie—just twenty-five—with much the same philosophy of travel, had put on a pair of breezy shorts and a loose-fitting blouse that belied her slender frame. Her dark hair coiled about her neck and shoulders in a loose ponytail. Their hands were joined together as they stepped out of the airplane, making their way down to the baggage claim, like two political prisoners on their way to sentencing.

This was a serious business, their free vacation. Very serious indeed.

Most of their lives were serious business. Serious business was, in fact, the only manner in which they knew how to approach any aspect of their lives.

Jonathan worked at an investment firm downtown back in their Sun Belt State city, and Rosie worked three buildings down in a struggling newspaper office. They were both the junior members of their respective employers, and both of them had picked up a considerable amount of debt from their educations which weighed heavy over their head like a dark cloud, popping up at the beginning of every month right after pay day, when they put down the loan payments to try and stave off the inevitable ascent of their interest charges.

Rosie was overworked, underpaid, and well-beyond stressed out. Jonathan felt much the same way. As young professionals, both of them felt they were constantly trying to impress unimpressable people, who themselves held unwieldy and tenuous positions in greedy, spiteful companies. Everyone they knew was on edge, all the time, and the people at the tip-top blamed the people below them for any failure, and so everyone below those tip-toppers placed their ire on everyone below themselves, and so eventually all this blame and ire trickled down to the very bottom of the ladder—the interns-newly-made-full-salaried, which in this case were Rosie and Jonathan.

It was a mess, but what could they do? They had to make money somehow.

It was a mess, endlessly so, and they were stuck in it.

The night they won the contest—they had been notified through a phone call, followed up immediately by an email, and then followed up again with a Skype conversation with a beautiful young brunette whose name was Hazel or Chestnut or something like that—there was no celebration as one might expect. Instead, the two of them sat at their small kitchen table, glowering at the computer print-out of the plane tickets.

In their position, taking off even a day for a legitimate illness felt like a sin. How would they get ahead if they weren’t at work?

After several sad minutes, Jonathan took a breath. “I think we should go.”

“Really?” Surprise colored Rosie's face. “It’s just...”

“I know,” he said, sliding his hands over hers. Their palms soft and light. “Everything we’ve worked for, everything that we’ve tried to gain...we can’t take off for a second, can we?”

Rosie shrugged, nodding. “Right. It’s a bummer.”

He grabbed her by the shoulder. “But we can
, love. That’s what I’m saying. They make us think they we can’t, but we really, really can.” He stood up and grabbed an apple out of their small fruit bowl. “It’s this damn false meritocracy. We kill ourselves to get the jobs that are there, and when we don’t get them, they tell us we’re not good enough. If we stop to look after ourselves for half a second, or wonder if we’re doing the right thing, they tell us that we’re not trying hard enough.”

“It’s lunacy,” said Rosie softly. “Pure lunacy.”

Her eyes lit up a bit. She had told him more than once how she admired the way he talked about life, about most everything. Listening to Jonathan was like a more soulful version of talk radio, she said. It was one of the reasons she had married him, a little over two years before.

The reality was that they both knew that the prize trip—all expenses paid for a week in Las Vegas as the Shining Spiral Casino—was a godsend. Both of them were exhausted from their jobs.

Jonathan finished chopping up the apple and laid out a half for Rosie. She munched thoughtfully for several seconds before nodding herself.

“You’re right,” she said. “We should go.”

And so they did.

Now, as they walked out of the airport with their baggage in tow, they both took several seconds to adjust to the sudden wave of desert heat.

“Wow,” said Rosie, fluttering the collar of her shirt.

Jonathan admired the way her fluttering made her shirt cling to her slim form, her perky breasts. A bead of sweat dripped down from her neck and toward her chest. He followed it for a moment, smiling slyly when she caught him.

“Wow is right,” he said.

She giggled and punched him on his arm.

Good, that was good. Already they were having fun. Jonathan noted the fun, cataloged it deep into his files of good times had. Hopefully there would be more to come.

They had been told that someone would swing by to pick them up. Soon, a black town car stopped in front of them. A gorgeous young short-haired blond chauffeur came out greeted them.

“Jeffersons, yes?”

Her voice was high and bubbly. The smell of peppermint, strong and tingly, poured off of her in waves. Jonathan struggled not to stare openly at her impeccably tanned breasts, but was able only to stare instead at her shining, tanned thighs.

Everything about this chauffeur was simply more impressive
 than Rosie. It was almost painful to look back at his wife—who before had seemed so chic and relaxed in her travel clothes, and now in the face of this gorgeous chauffeur seemed so very drab
.

In the car, Rosie, somehow, didn't comment on his probably-obvious disappointment as he looked at his wife. That was good. Another good thing. Catalog, catalog.

The ride was quick, but long. The bubbly chauffeur didn't seem to mind flagrantly disobeying the speed limits. Probably she thought she could flirt her way out of a ticket—and probably she was right.

“We're just so
 excited to have you at the casino,” she enthused from the front. “We haven't had very many guests at all so far. You'll be one of the only couples there.”

“Really?” Worry tinged Rosie's voice. “Why is that?”

“Oh, we don't have our official grand opening for another week or so. Boss wanted a test run on a few more guests, just to make sure we all were as wonderful and obedient as possible!”

Rosie raised an alarmed eyebrow, but Jonathan hardly saw it. If he positioned himself correctly, he could stare directly down the chauffeur's cleavage through the rear view mirror. The chauffeur's smile seemed to indicate that she saw him doing it—and enjoyed it immensely.

He felt wrong doing this, of course—it was such a big shift from his normally business-like self—but maybe that was part of the fun.

Much to Jonathan’s surprise, they passed right by the main strip with all the big, recognizable casinos and ventured far out into the 
desert. The Shining Spiral Casino was the only thing, it seemed like, in miles.

It was quite the sight. An enormous, glittering, rotating, silver-and-black spiral stood over the dome of the casino, appearing suspended between the twin towers of the hotel. Jonathan caught himself staring up at the spiral as they approached on the long road—and saw Rosie doing the same.

It was strangely contenting, looking at that spiral. His cares seemed to melt away from him, bit by bit.

So what if he looked at the chauffeur’s tits? She was hot. Let him look. He was on vacation, by god.

As they drove up to the hotel, a gaggle of big-breasted women in tight, tiny spandex outfits awaited them at the entrance, standing obediently behind a tall, thin man with slicked-back hair. He wore a blue suit, his arms hanging down from his shoulders like spindly tree branches. As the young couple stepped out of the town car, the man placed his fingertips together and drew them up to his face, highlighting a charming smile.

“Ladies, welcome the Jeffersons!”

All the girls smiled and intoned at once,“Welcome
, Mister and Misses Jefferson.”

For Jonathan, seeing the crowd of women like looking into an endless sea of fleshy valleys. Everywhere he looked was another bountiful pair of breasts, each slender-waisted and top-heavy beauty more gorgeous than the last. Next to him, Rosie stiffened up and wrapped and re-wrapped his hand.

He tried once again, valiantly, to be a gentleman, but it was rather hard.

Soon, he
 was rather hard, and carefully arranging his bag to hide his erection with his luggage. All the lovely girls caught him looking. None of their looks were discouraging—in fact, they seemed to be openly encouraging him to look more and more, dragging their fingertips along their cleavage or toying with locks of hair that just so happened to land squarely between their sumptuous tits. Several of them winked knowingly.

The tall suited man held out a hand. “I am Mister Craft. Wallace Craft. This is my
 establishment.”

Jonathan took his outstretched hand, shaking it. “Thank you so much, then! We’re really looking forward to staying here.”

Rosie held out a hand, but Craft must not have seen it, as he turned and began walking into the shiny silver doors of the hotel lobby. She frowned furiously—in the workplace, Jonathan knew, she had suffered plenty of gender-based discrimination.

But amazingly, she put up with it. Perhaps she was just getting in the vacation mode already.

“This is the lobby,” said Craft as he led them inside, waving his hands about. “Any information you need about the hotel, my girls and boys will be happy to answer. If you feel like playing a few games—and I hope you do, with the three thousand dollar credit we’re extending to you—then it’s right through that door.” He pointed to a black double-door, bright neon lights flashing through its small windows. “In the meantime, Delilah here can show you to your room.”

He snapped, and very quickly, a tiny, incredibly busty young woman arrived. Despite her small size, she was thoroughly leggy, and wore a tiny spiral-striped skirt and sparkly platform heels to highlight this particularly feature. Her long chestnut hair's volume only highlighted how tiny she was.

Throughout the lobby several beautiful women and a number of large men attended to their duties. Jonathan noticed his wife noticing the men—tall, ruggedly muscled, with beardy stubble and smoldering eyes. Each of them seemed to be carrying something heavy by themselves—a table, a pole, a dolly loaded down with boxes. The lobby was ornate and large, with extensive flowery sculpting on the tall pillars.

No, not flowery, thought Jonathan. Spirally. Was that even a word? Anyway, lots of spirals floating up the pillars, along the walls.

He didn't focus on it. Delilah's rear was much more engaging than the décor.

Rosie and Jonathan followed Delilah down to the elevator—her walk was as animated as every girl in the lobby—sultry and purposeful. Jonathan admired her ass openly. There was...something in the air. Some scent coming from her—that same hot peppermint smell that the chauffeur displayed. It freshened up 
his thoughts.

“Peppermint?” she offered, turning around in front of the silver elevator doors.

Suddenly the mints were just in her hands—her outfit had no pockets, so either she had been holding on to them, or they had been stuffed down the slick, luscious space of her cleavage.

Both of them took one. It melted immediately in Jonathan’s mouth.

“We’re so happy you’re here,” she said, gushing just like the chauffeur had as she guided them into the elevator. She pressed the button for their floor with a long, painted nail. “There’s so few guests here, as you may have noticed. We’re really just trying to build up the place’s reputation, get reviews and all of that. We really hope you love it here like we do!”

Both of them made little muttering noises—if Rosie was like Jonathan, then she had something friendly to say, but her voice stayed after taking in a long, deep peppermint breath. For Jonathan, the mint flooded his system with slow, cool energy, and focused his gaze directly on Delilah's amazingly built derriere.

The elevator dinged and the doors opened up. “You’re staying right above the employee’s quarters, for now.”

Jonathan's surprise fought through the effects of the peppermint. “You live here?”

“Oh my gosh, yes!” Delilah grabbed his hand enthusiastically. “It’s wonderful here!”

Their room, down at the end of the hall, was an enormous suite. Everything was layered in silver and black, and small little spirals rotated out from the handles of the doors and faucets. There were even spiral-themed paintings.

Delilah followed them in, calling out names of rooms—bathroom, living room, bedroom, kitchen. Rosie picked up the remote for the television, perhaps thinking to put it on the night stand. Instead, the second she picked up the remote, a wave of spirals appeared on the television screen. Frowning, she made to change the channel, but then she stopped mid-motion, her eyes glazing over a bit.

Jonathan almost said something, but Delilah grabbed his hand and pulled him out toward the door.

“God, it's such a shame

 you're married,” she purred, clearly not caring that Rosie was no more than fifteen feet away. “Please let me know if you need anything.”
 Her hand trailed along Jonathan’s chest and then his arm. “Anything at all. If you want to find me later, I'll be at the three-card poker table.”

“Okay,” said Jonathan, staring entirely at her hot, perfectly positioned globes straining in her tiny uniform. His head felt sooo foggy. “Sure.”

The door shut behind her. Jonathan’s hard-on was almost painful, stretching out against his pants. He was going to have to masturbate or something, take care of it. There was a vacation here he had to take care of, after all.

Right—vacation!

A vacation where he played a lot of three-card poker.

Turning around, he saw Rosie in her underwear, her eyes still a little glossy. Looking down, he saw her thighs glistening with hot, wet arousal, the front of her panties spotted. Behind her, the television screen pulsed with strange, hot, dancing spirals. He saw Rosie inside of the spirals, and slowly felt himself descend into her grasp.

“Come on.” She grabbed his hard-on through his pants. “Let’s fuck. Now. Please?”

He was surprised. Usually it took him a long time to warm her up. And now, here, just from being in this wonderful place, she was ready to go.

Of course, he was ready to go too, thanks to Delilah.

Within short order, they were both naked in the bedroom, humping madly. Their lovemaking was short and not-that-sweet.

He closed his eyes, thinking of the hot, peppermint-scented cleavage of the girl who helped them up. He wanted her so bad. He wanted her
. He couldn't stop imagining the curve of her body, the sliding motions of her legs beneath her tiny skirt.

He came hard in his wife's pussy, dreaming of this other girl, almost-just-whispering her name: Delilah, Delilah, Delilah.
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WAKING UP FROM THEIR
 post-coital nap, Rosie stretched and 
slipped on a swimsuit and a loose blue dress. That was the best sex they had given each other in a long time. She was already quite the fan of this vacation—Jonathan's wandering eyes or no. When he was inside of her, she knew he was thinking about her—and certainly she must have turned him on. It seemed like some other force had been driving all his big, manly thrusts with his godly husband cock.

Huh? Godly...husband...cock?

Her mind still felt a little foggy from whatever had been in that peppermint. Dimly, she recalled standing in front of the television and feeling suddenly horny...but she didn't remember turning it off, and it wasn't on now. She must have dreamed that in her after-sex nap.

It bothered her dimly that the peppermint had been some sort of drug—obviously it had been, with the reactions it produced. But at the same time, something deep and twisted just kept repeating about how it was all a good time. It was such a good time, being in this casino. So much fun.

Have some fun, Rosie.

She slipped down next to Jonathan's prone form and delivered a series of kisses on his forehead.

“I’m going to have a dip at the pool, dear.”

He rolled over sleepily. “That’s great,” said Jonathan. “I think I’m going to just rest here for a bit and grab a coffee, maybe look around at the games later on.”

“Please,” she rolled her eyes just slightly. “Don’t you
 start calling them games, too. It’s gambling, plain and simple. We could lose money.”

He sat up casually, hands behind his back. “Hey, they gave us three grand to blow. That’ll take me at least a month to work through with our budget. I think I’ll be fine.”

Rosie laughed and nodded. Jonathan was so very responsible with their money. It was one of the things she loved about him—his responsibility.

In the hallway, it struck Rosie how few guests there were. She didn't see anyone who didn't look like an employee, and while that lack was eerie, there was no lack of worker-bees humming around and attending to the interior.

Instead of the elevator, Rosie took the stairs—an old habit furnaced by her love of fitness—and noticed through open doors that each floor had at least one pair of incredibly proportioned maids in those ridiculously revealing uniforms, happily singing and humming as they folded towels and put away laundry. As far as Rosie could tell, though, there really were no guests besides her and her husband.

But, no, of course there had to be. Even if the hotel was still doing test runs, she and Jonathan couldn't be the only
 guests there. There had to be someone. Somewhere. The casino was just a large place, that was all.

It was easy getting around the casino, though it took a strangely long time. She left the room at close to two in the afternoon, and by the time she made it to the pool, it was three forty-five. She kept stopping in the middle of hallways, closely examining the spinning spirals next to the signs. They were just...difficult to parse, that was all. There was so much to learn.

She loved learning, though. She was so lucky the casino could teach her.

She loved the casino already. She had learned that right away.

Outside, the pool seemed empty at first—until Rosie noticed that was only because no one was in the pool. No one swimming, no one playing, no games of Marco Polo or Chicken Fight. Instead, everyone was laying out by the pool. All women. All busty, well-proportioned women with long waves of beautiful hair, holding small cocktails.

Employees, perhaps?

Rosie took a moment to set her towel and romance novel down at one of the pool chairs in the shade. Most of the time, her pale skin burnt rather easily.

“Can I get you a drink, ma’am?”

Talking to Rosie was a tall drink of a man—a young rippling stud with sparkling white teeth and mammoth pectoral muscles. He had a name tag that read, “Philip.”

“A water would be lovely, actually.”

“All right,” the waiter clapped his hands. “Bottles of water are ten dollars.”

Rosie was aghast. “Ten
 dollars?”

He smiled, shrugging sheepishly. The maneuver was startlingly handsome, just like all of him. “I know, right? Blame my boss. He’s trying to push our new drink, the Spiral Twist. Those are free from now until this evening.”

“Free?” Rosie's interest was piqued. “Well, what’s in it?”

He shrugged, his massive shoulders bulging together. “A little of this, a little of that.”

“I meant—you know. Does it have alcohol in it?”

“Oh, yes ma’am. It’s very popular. It'll make you feel fantastic.” He swept out a hand to the other ladies sitting in their pool chairs, each drinking the black and white drink liqueur

“Oh, no thank you, then. It’s the middle of the day.”

“As you wish, ma’am. But, it is
 free, and I haven’t had a complaint yet.”

She made a face, trying to shuffle away from the sales pitch.

“I tell you what,” he said, stepping close to her. His size dwarfed her entirely. “I really am supposed to try to get everyone to try one. If you’ll take just one, and you hate it? I’ll get you a bottle of water on the sly. How’s that?”

His masculine, earthy smell only increased as he came closer. It was a heady scent, one that had Rosie almost swooning. Smiling, she nodded.

“Sure,” she said. “That sounds fair.”

“Thanks, babe.”

He patted her on the ass and left to grab the drink. Rosie didn't even have time to protest that it was completely inappropriate for him to touch her like that—and when he came back, she was too busy wrestling with her amazed tongue—which had a sudden and definite longing to wrap itself around any part of his rippling torso that she could find—to form any kind of coherent response outside of a meek and slightly-curtsying “thank you.”

That was unlike her. Normally she was quick to judge sexist behavior—and quick to call it out.

Oh well. She was vacationing. This waiter, Philip, worked for the casino. He couldn't be all bad.

She loved the casino.

As soon as he left, leaving the drink in Rosie’s hands, two young 
girls—who looked about Rosie’s age, sat down in the row of chairs just behind her. She noticed them sitting, and noticed how incredibly attractive they both were, with their waspish figures and thick heads of glossy, shiny hair. Self-consciously, Rosie sat up straight.

What if the waiter came back? She would have to look good somehow.

That was an odd thought for her to have—an odd thing for her to worry about.

Oh well. She took a little sip of her drink. It was like a malt—thick and tasting something like peppermint chocolate. There was some sort of milk inside, thick and creamy and warming her throat. The alcohol immediately had an effect on her, making her head feel slightly foggy and her whole body comfortably warm.

The two girls behind her began to have the oddest conversation. Their voices were melodic, happy, and relaxing. Overhead, the spiral between the towers of the hotel continued to spin. Rosie couldn’t help but sip at her drink—so thick and delicious—and follow along with the conversation for a while.

“I really, really hope I’m a good wife for my man,” said the first woman.

The other voice was reassuring. “Of course you’re a good wife.”

“I just know I have so many things to do for him.”

“You’ll do all those things for your man,” the second voice reassured. “You want to do anything for your man.”

Anything for her man. Rosie nodded slowly, looking up at the spiral overhead. Yes. Of course she would.

“He’s a good, strong man. And I want to be his hot, fertile wife.”

“You’ll be such a hot, fertile wife for your strong man.”

Hot wife for her strong man. Oh yeah. She sounded hot. They both did.

This was a rather odd conversation indeed. It sounded like the two girls were reading off some kind of script—but they were so enthused, so happy
 about what they were saying, that Rosie had a hard time finding it disingenuous.

Where did Rosie's dress go? She was only wearing her bikini now for some reason. Her hands were sliding at the straps, which 
suddenly felt too constraining. She looked up at the spiral overhead, her thoughts slipping away.

“There's no reason to ever be worried about anything now that I'm married,” said the first girl.

“You're right. No reason at all. My man and the casino take care of everything.”

Rosie nodded slowly, sip sip sip. No reason to be worried about anything.

The first girl sounded a bit concerned. “I hope that he finds me attractive. That's mostly all I care about.”

“Being attractive is
 the most important thing for a wife to do, outside of obeying.”

Rosie's fun-tasting super-good drink was empty, strangely. How had that happened? She didn't care. Her head floated happily. All she had to worry about was looking attractive.

“I have to obey all
 the time.”

“An obedient wife is an attractive wife.”

“My man is so strong. I have to be hot for him. Otherwise he'll never get me pregnant.”

“You'll be so hot for your strong man. You're a hot babe. You know how to dress like a hot babe for your man and he'll make you more pregnant than you can believe.”

Obedient, attractive, duty, hot, pregnant, strong, man.

These words bounced off Rosie’s mind like jello-filled super balls, floating everywhere at once.

Dumbly, Rosie looked down at her drink. It was full again. When had that happened? Did Philip come by? Had he said if she looked hot or not?

The drink was so good that she immediately started drinking more, the cool breeze of the day fluttering against her body.

Looking down at her chest, she saw that her breasts were rippling somehow—growing, in fact. Right before her eyes, her bust was increasing with happy, jiggly bounces. They felt full of...milk?

That was...that was really cool. That would let her be a better wife for her man. That was so wonderful. Every thought she had landed serenely in her head. There was no panic, no urgency. Everything was wonderful. The casino was wonderful.

She swallowed the rest of her drink, watching her breasts grow even more as she did, her waist becoming narrower, her pale skin becoming more tan in the shade. Wasn't that
 something?

She sat up to set her empty drink down—but then Philip was there, grabbing it and replacing it with one smooth motion. That was so good of him. So strong.

She needed to learn how to be a good hot wife for a strong male. Philip could be practice. He was so big and tall and strong.

The women behind her continued to speak in their hot, droning tones. Overhead, the spiral turned and turned, so wonderful. She couldn’t place what exactly it was about the speech of the two girls that was so very interesting. But oh good lord, it really was!

Rosie noticed, squirming her legs in happy little pulses, that her pussy was soaking wet. Her tits continued to grow slowly, and she noticed that her dark hair had started to become longer and longer. Glossier. Shinier.

“I need to learn how to suck cock all day long for my man.”

“Sucking cock is so
 important.”

Rosie felt empty inside. When was the last time she had even sucked
 a cock?

“I need to learn how to suck my man off so that he knows I’ll do it any time he wants.”

Mmph. Unable to stop herself, Rosie's fingers had slipped under the thin fabric of her bikini.

“You should suck your man off whenever he wants. It’s your duty.”

Oh god yes, suck him off. It's her duty.

“I do love having all these duties as a wife.”

So many duties. They were all so, so good. Rosie’s fingers were buried deep in her cunt, not caring who saw. Overhead, the spiral twisted and turned, filling her mind. Her engorged tits were incredibly sensitive—empty of a drink, her hand had wandered to her strawberry-sized nipples.

“Have to be a good wife,” she moaned. “Have to do my duties. Have to be a good
 wife.”

Their voices were close now. If she turned even just slightly, she would see their lips churning out hot, happy, hypnotized words into 
her ear, to make her just as hypnotized as they were.

“It’s so fucking fun
 to be a hypno slave for my hubby.”

“It’s so fun,” Rosie droned in response, fingering blankly.

“I love this casino. I’ll do anything for it.”

“Anything for the casino!” Rosie moaned.

As she came, someone pushed a glass of Spiral Twist to her lips, letting the delicious liqueur slide down her throat. Hot, tempered bliss danced through every muscle as she gurgled down the yummy substance. Her hands went limp, sliding away from her big tits and her tight young wife pussy, but it was perfectly all right. The nice girls behind her replaced her hand with theirs almost immediately.

And then, they continued to talk.
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THE CASINO FLOORS WERE
, in a word, overwhelming.

Jonathan walked from game to game, searching for Delilah, a thousand dollars in house money chips in his hands. Every game was fully-staffed, and it was hard to spot another guest in the sea of bright lights and flashing machines. The dozens of card-games each had a smiling, beautiful dealer with a low-cut top threatening to spill over with incredible, jiggly titflesh at a moment's notice.

For every game, there were at least three beautiful babe employees there, happily waiting. All eyes on Jonathan—the only guest in the casino as far as he could tell.

It seemed like, if he actually took the time to focus, there were themes for the games. Or rather, for the girls attending the games. All the poker games had variations of school-girls: cheerleaders, pig-tailed dolls with knee socks, volley-ball players, hot preppy girls with tiny sweaters and tennis skirts.

All the roulette tables had sexy business-type women, dressed in tight, sexy pinstripe suits with micro-length skirts and teensy tiny blouses. The craps tables had peasant girls wearing tight corsets or open blouses, sexy flowery skirts that sometimes were too short or sometimes had hot stockings attached to them. So on and so on, theme after theme filled with beautifully busty smiling babes.

And all the while, this odd techno beat kept thrumming out the 
walls. And not just the walls, but the slot machines, from panels in the floor, from small speakers attached to each gorgeously-endowed server...from all angles, at all times, he was bombarded with rhythmic sound.

At first, it was overwhelming. It took away his ability to concentrate. Every time he considered stepping out, or maybe going back to his room and waiting for Rosie, the sound broke the thought apart.

It wasn’t so bad, he decided after a while. In fact, it was...sort of nice. And if he didn’t like it, he could just play.

Ignore the rest of life. Have a turn at the tables. That’s why he was here, wasn’t it?

The music thrummed along with his new thoughts, guiding them, focusing them. He tugged at his loose shirt collar, feeling a bit warm. His cock grew to a comfortable half-mast as Jonathan enjoyed all the clear stares at his package.

Head-a-swivel, he finally spotted the beautiful Delilah at the three-card poker table where she had promised she would be. His heart thumped as her face lit up, calling him over and patting the empty seat right next to her.

God, she was gorgeous. Her hair arranged in an effortless long pile, practically cooing against her back. He wanted to rub his face in that thick mess of hair and breathe her scent in deep before plunging himself in her cunt.

Or...o-or something.

Maybe. He loved Rosie, though.

Of course he did.

He loved his wife.

Delilah smiled at him even more dazzingly than before as his steps faltered a bit. He forgot about his wife long enough for Delilah to slide a drink in his hands and guide him to her table.

“Here,” she said. “On the house.”

The drink was black and white, arranged in stripes, like some kind of Neapolitan liqueur. The taste was sugary and sweet.

“What is this?”

“Oh that? It's the special.” She giggled. “It's very special. I made it myself.”

The second he sat down, he heard a chorus of disappointed moans from the nearby games—and saw all the girls and dealers at them pouting that he hadn’t chosen them. They all took big, elaborate sighs, their breasts swelling, and stared at him with open longing in their beautifully big eyes. He was so important to them—to all of them.

Important, yeah, that was the word. He felt important. Critical. Everyone's attention was on him.

Delilah wrapped her arm around his possessively, haughtily winking at the other girls, and introduced him to the others at the table.

Besides Delilah, there was another gorgeously stacked brunette who could have been her sister—the name tag read Karen—and the dealer, a sumptuously tall redhead with a killer smile, named Tasha. Karen sat on Jonathan's left, and Delilah his right.

Tasha shuffled the cards clumsily and only dealt to Jonathan.

“Oh,” he said. “You ladies aren’t playing?”

Karen and Delilah giggled. Jonathan turned from one heavy pair of jiggling breasts to the other, feeling rather in love.

“Don’t be silly,” Delilah said happily. “Games are for men. A girl’s head just isn’t built
 for this like yours is.”

He took a drink, smiling. The warm liqueur warmed every part of his body. That was certainly right. Games were for men. Girls just weren't as good at that sort of thing as men were. It’d be nice if Rosie recognized that more often.

No...no, that was wrong. Rosie was a whiz at numbers.

He took another drink, Karen cooing soft nothing into his ear that he couldn't quite make out.

Well, maybe Rosie wasn't quite as good at numbers as he
 was...but it was his job, after all.

His drink had emptied, but it was no problem. He watched as Karen filled it with some kind of chocolate liqueur and then Delilah took it and...and...

She pulled her top down and filled it with the milk from her enormous tits. Fuck.

Karen handed him back the drink. Completely full now.

“There you are, love,” said Delilah. “Don't you want it?”

“It's...uh...ah...your milk. In there. In this.”

It smelled heavenly. How was he not gulping it down?

Stroke, stroke, stroke. “Don't you deserve that? It was so good, wasn't it?”

Taking a long sip, he decided it was good. Nothing to worry about. Too good to not have several more.

He knew the game already. Three-card poker was easy. The highest hand was a straight flush. The ante was twenty, and the bonus bet was another twenty. He put down the ante and the bonus, and then placed his initial bet of twenty again when he was dealt his cards.

“You can make a bigger bet than that, can’t you?” asked Delilah.

Jonathan had expected this. Certainly, a beautiful babe like Delilah, employed by the casino, was there to make him spend more money. He shrugged. “I mean...twenty seems plenty, doesn’t it?”

Delilah looked down, clearly disappointed. “Oh, I guess
 so. I just thought, a strong man like you...surely you can afford a nice big bet, can’t you?”

Taking a long sip of his drink, he stared intently down Delilah’s soft, palpably close cleavage. Her fingers slid up and down his thigh, sweeping some imaginary piece of dust away. It felt like someone was whispering softly in his ear...but when he turned to look, there was only Karen, smiling softly with her big brown eyes dancing merrily. She was silent, smiling, sliding her fingers around the heavy cylinder of his chips. Her grip looked like she could be holding anything cylindrical...his cock, for instance.

“Couldn't you make a bigger
 bet?” Delilah cooed again, with Karen cooing at the same time. “A real man like you can make such
 a big bet...”

To his left, Karen kept nodding happily, intently, sliding her fingers up and down the stack of his chips.

Staring deep into Delilah’s eyes, he slipped his hands over Karen’s, pushing forward whatever chips were there. It was over three hundred dollars, a tenth of his what the casino had given him.

The scantily-clad dealer happily dealt her own cards. Three of a kind. Jonathan had junk—a five, an eight, and a two. Nothing. Three hundred dollars down the drain.

The dealer clapped her hands happily, her tits bouncing hypnotically. “Thanks so
 much for playing with me. Another hand?”

Jonathan took a long drink to think about it. After his gulp, the drink was empty...and then it was gone, replaced by another by Karen’s quick hands. Everything felt so warm, so floating. He was surrounded by gorgeous women all smiling at him, wanting him, having fun.

He was in heaven.

Delilah’s hot, soft mouth slid up and down Jonathan’s neck, his ear. “Go on. You can win. You’re
 a winner
. Show me, baby.”

Less than thirty minutes later, all the credit extended to him and Rosie was gone. All three thousand dollars, just vanished. If he were able to comprehend much of anything outside of Delilah's hands on his body, her breasts pushing up against his arm, he might not have believed it.

Drunk now, a bit stumbly, he allowed Delilah to guide him to the ATM in a corner with her hand in his pocket. Her fingertips slid against the stiff shaft of his cock through the inner fabric of his pants.

His clothes were fitting rather tightly. Somehow he felt bigger
 than before. Delilah had always been shorter than him...but she seemed rather more so now. Looking down, he noticed that his top few buttons had burst off—and beneath, his chest had become enormously muscled. His pant legs no longer stretched down to his ankles, ending instead somewhere around his mid-calf.

Testing his strength, he picked his arm up—Delilah holding on and squealing in delight at the ease with which he lifted her up. When he set her down, she hugged him tight.

“God, you're so
 strong,” she moaned. “I bet you could crush
 me any
 time you wanted. I bet you could just ruin
 me.”

Considering that fact very heavily, he languidly let her take the bank card out of his pocket, and told her his PIN number. Why not? He could trust her. She worked for the casino.

He loved the casino with all his heart.

Somehow his bank allowed him to withdraw over five thousand dollars at a time. Had it been in one of those forms he signed when he accepted the prize trip down here?

It was so very hard to recall. But then, why recall anything? All 
that mattered was having fun for the casino.

“Don’t worry about that cash, studly,” Delilah purred in his ear. “Come back over to the table and show me how hard you can play. You'll make your money back in no time at all. You're such a fucking stud.”

Within moments, he had slipped back down in front of Tasha, placing enormous bet after enormous bet. Karen's legs slid over on top of his muscular thighs. Delilah's lips barely left his ear, whispering and suggesting. Bet harder, harder, harder.

Minutes melded into hours. Jonathan lost track of time. He lost track of caring.

He drank more and more of the lactation-infused drinks. His body grew and grew, only becoming stronger and more impressive. His forearms were like steel cords, his back a collection of  iron serpents. Stubble grew and grew on his chin, blooming into a sexy, dark beard. Delilah's tongue ran over it, adoring his manly hair—and that was okay with him, of course. It wasn't like they were kissing. That wasn't cheating.

In between several gulps of his fifth or sixth or fifteenth or sixteenth Spiral Twist, he pushed forward several thousand dollars of chips. Delilah had convinced him that the only way to win big was to play big. If he put down big enough bets, all he would need was one big win...and certainly, he was such a man that he was going to win all the time, right? He just had a bit of a cool streak.

Delilah was right. The casino would be good to him.

The casino was so good. He had to do what the casino wanted.

That odd, wonderful techno beat kept thumping out, creating a helpful rhythm for his every action.

“Take that,” he said proudly, barely looking at his own cards, as he pushed forward the thousands of dollars.

Tasha smiled prettily, showing her cards. “Gosh, I win again!”

“Are you sure?” said Jonathan, his drunken attention stumbling around, trying to find the place in his head that could still accomplish things like math, and noticing. “It’s just, um, I have two face cards, and you’ve got...a three and a two...”

Something was making it rather hard to think, and not just the alcohol. Looking down, he saw that Karen was hard at work, tugging 
his pants down and off his legs. She had to unlace his shoes first.

The massive hard-on that his cock had long-ago transformed into was no longer hidden—in fact, it was being celebrated. Delilah, humming and nuzzling him absently, staring with bright, empty eyes around the casino, stroked his cock hard and lovingly.

Big muscles weren't the only thing that had grown on Jonathan. His cock was staggeringly huge now—nearly a foot of pure, perfect man meat made entirely for one purpose: fucking as much hot fertile pussy as possible. Just looking at it made Jonathan swell with pride.

The casino had given him this new cock. He really ought to show his appreciation.

Delilah's small hand encapsulated his big shaft, slip-sliding all the way down and massaging softly into his balls, and then back up slowly again. It was a mechanical, absent motion, like she was brushing her hair. Precum spurted up the second he noticed, sliding in warm waves over her hand. The thick volumes of it layered over her skin like melted butter—creamy and warm.

“Hey, you’re um...you’re stroking my cock.” Jonathan almost felt bad about pointing it out. She hadn’t seemed like she was doing it on purpose.

She gasped, as if noticing it just now herself. “Gosh, I sure am! What should we do about that?”

Even with the pleasant surprise on her face, she didn’t stop stroking. In fact, she increased her efforts, sliding her thumb around the head of his cock, rubbing in whatever slick precum slid out. Occasionally the surface of his precum-wet cock slid against Karen’s face, who moaned passionately, licking her gorgeous, puffy lips.

So, Jonathan didn’t notice as Tasha gathered up all the cards and his latest bet and dealt again. She didn’t even bother shuffling—instead, just picking out cards that she liked and putting them down in front of him. Apparently, she liked giving him twos and threes and sevens.

“I think, I mean...oh god. You’re great at that,” he moaned to Delilah.

“Thank you! Don’t you like what Karen is doing, too?”

He looked down. Karen had started licking attentively at his balls. Her tongue, small and pink dragged over the surface of his sack, lips 
pushing forward every so often to kiss him tenderly.

“Oh, man.”

Tasha tapped the table briefly. “Another bet, sir?”

“Yes,” he said, not even looking at the cards. “The same as last time. Wait,” he said, shaking his head. “No. I want to pay attention, so...”

Delilah had a drink in her free hand, sliding it right under Jonathan’s nose. No doubt it had her milk in it like the last twenty.

“Another round, sir?”

He took it and began drinking without saying anything. It was easier to take a little drink down than it was to think about anything. His cock swelled in Delilah's hand, more immense volumes of precum spilling out. There was more of that precum than all the cum combined from his orgasms from the past month—including the one he had filled his wife with earlier in the day.

God, he could just sit there and drink and let Delilah stroke his cock, let Karen lick his balls. Fuck, why not? If they wanted his money, they could have it. Money wasn't important—only the casino was important.

“Do you like that, sir?” Delilah asked. “How we call you sir? How we take care of your every
 need? Isn’t that awfully wonderful?”

“Yes,” he said, leaning forward into Delilah.

Man, she was so fucking pretty. What if he just, kissed her a bit? Just a little?

He slid his lips forward onto hers. Delilah responded with a happy, eager moan, like she had been waiting on him, her strokes speeding up on his cock.

“Mmm, I’d really love to keep making out with you, sir, but I don’t want to leave Karen out...”

“Oh yeah...she’s too pretty to leave out.”

“She definitely
 is.” Delilah’s strokes slowed. “God, her mouth is right there
, isn’t it? What if you just...you know...slid your cock in?”

Jonathan, rather drunkenly, considered that for several moments. Karen panted beneath him, her pretty pink lips open and wet, panting with need.

“It’s just I...I have a wife...”

Delilah's strokes sped up again. His cock twitched happily. 
“Wouldn’t she want you to be fucking the hot mouths of sexy girls like us, though? Isn’t that better than anyone else? After all, if it wasn’t us, a stud like you would definitely be going off and fucking someone
. But, you know you can trust us.”

“Trust you.” Her cleavage was so fucking sexy. He wanted to eat his meals off it.

“Besides,” said Delilah. “I’m like, the one stroking your cock. If I guide it into Karen’s mouth, it’s not even cheating. That’s just something me and Karen did.”

He nodded slowly. “Oh, yeah. That makes sense.”

He moved forward just slightly, and Karen moved the rest of the way, sliding her mouth all the way up his cock. Oh god, oh god! She was so. Fucking. Good! Her mouth made his cock feel like a lightning rod, absorbing all the hot currents of pleasure that she pulsed out from her mouth.

Delilah breathlessly moaned into his mouth, like she was his lover, like she had needed him for years. Her kiss was the kiss of ages, immortal, needy, desperate. Her moan increased in pitch, and Jonathan saw from the corner of his eye that she had started pumping Karen up and down on his cock. Delilah's excitement increased from this, her kiss getting only more passionate. Fuck. Wow.

“Please cum,” Delilah moaned to him, in between gentle, needy kisses. “Cum in her mouth. We need
 you to cum in her, oh god, please?”

Karen's moans only confirmed Delilah's words. For a few brief seconds, Jonathan felt like he could go on forever like this, with Karen sucking him off for the rest of his life. Her soft, sweet lips felt so velvety-perfect against his shaft.

But then, suddenly, unexpectedly, his bliss powered through him, the orgasm starting with hot tension in his buttocks that released outward and exploded down Karen's eager, vibrating throat. She lapped up his seed while Delilah looked on with clear jealousy in her vibrant brown eyes.

His cum spilled out from him, feeling like it would go on forever. He filled up Karen's stomach and mouth and had enough leftover to shoot all over her face, spraying her down as she smiled and gobbled 
down every last spurt.

“Another game, sir?” Tasha asked, smiling as brightly as she had been when he started, as if she hadn’t witnessed anything at all.

Karen slid off his cock, stroking him softly, while Delilah shuddered against his body.

“Please, sir,” said the brunette. “Keep playing? For me?”
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HOURS PASSED WITH ROSIE
 happily drinking away at Spiral Twist after Spiral Twist, her body becoming more and more luscious, big-titted and perfect for hard, muscular fucking. Distantly, she attempted to read her romance novel, but every few seconds she would stare up at the spiral twisting overhead and admire its perfect beauty. Her mind felt empty and loose.

Loose, just like her. She was a hot, loose woman, happy to fuck anyone who came by. That's what her husband would like. He would want a woman that everybody could and would fuck. The two women whispering in her ears had strutted away long ago, but that was okay. Rosie felt perfectly acclimated to serving, now.

She giggled happily, liqueur dripping over her lips and newly-busty breasts. That was so cool. The taste was so creamy. She slipped up some of the liqueur and sucked it off her fingers, pretending it was the cum of some stranger.

Mmmph. That would be really hot.

It was really fun and sexy to have an empty mind.


Be a good wife,
 programmed thoughts jolted through her head. She welcomed the little jolts. They were regular parts of her life now. Be a happy wife
.

Oh, right, her mind wasn’t empty
. It was just focused
, now.

“Back rub?” asked a masculine voice.

Rosie broke from her soft liqueur-infused escape into the dreamy pages of her romance novel.

She had been stuck on the same page for about an hour, dreamily imagining some roughhewn musclebound stud picking her up in his arms and busing her away to some dark, faraway cabin where he would fuck her endlessly. That
 would be something her husband 
could do. Her dreamy, tall, perfect husband...

Imagine her surprise then, when the man above her was exactly like those lusty lads on the covers of her romance books—tall, taut, and impeccably cut.

“Oh,” she said, her voice breathy and sultry. “Yes, please.”

He held out a hand. “Why don’t you come with me then.”

She slipped her fingers out of her cunt and took his hand. He didn’t seem to mind the excess juices.

“I’m Marco,” he said.

He certainly was
. Rosie’s booze-and-induction-addled mind made up a little back story for him. He was some undocumented resident, working to pay for his mother and wife’s safe passage to the US. The only way he’d be able to pay properly is if he earned his keep. He needed all the help he could get from the wealthy guests of the Shining Spiral Casino. Rosie slid up against him. Her newly-huge tits slid off the hulking slab of his bicep.

“Earn your keep...gotta help,” she moaned.

“Sure babe,” he said, the way that he would maybe point out a scrap of food to a dog. “Whatever you say.”

They stopped in front of a door into a small white-stone building at the edge of the pool. Philip, from before, turned the corner and saw the two of them, his face suddenly shifting into outrage.

“Hey man, she’s mine!”

“Fuck off, Philip.”

“Fuck you, man! I’ve been feeding her drinks all day! She’s ready to be a cocksucker right away!”

“Not anymore man. She’s on pussy duty. Now, fuck off. This is for taking my last girl.”

Philip pushed him. “You’re an asshole.”

“Whatever, bro.”

Rosie’s head rushed hard. They were fighting
 over her. That was so manly
.

“Look,” he said, slapping her ass hard. She loved it. “She’s so ready to go. Why don’t we both take her? And I’ll make sure you get the next girl who comes in, all right? Boss says there ought to be way more coming up anyway after these two. There’s only like a week till the grand opening anyway.”

Marco shrugged. “Sure, okay.”

They pushed her inside the door.

The inside of the room was stark white, a large group of pillows in the middle of the room.

“Go on,” Marco said. “You’ve got to be a good girl.”

“A good wife,” Philip corrected. She heard him whisper, “She’s really into the wife angle. You gotta play it up.”

Marco nodded. “All the good wives I know kneel down in this room. So go on.”


All
 the good wives did it? Oh fuck. She was running way far behind by never having done it before! Rosie, obediently, knelt down on the pillows.

Marco’s cock, long and hard, slid down the hot lines of her face. Oh god. He was going to fuck her face. Philip drew up next to him, his cock floating along the other side of her face. He
 was going to fuck her too.

That was...

That was so...

That was soooooo hottt. She giggled happily, her tongue sliding around, trying to catch the edges of Marco's member.

“Wow, we really did a number on her, didn’t we?” Marco remarked. “Usually they’re all squirming, trying to get out.”

“You know, I only gave her a half-dose to begin with? Her husband took some ungodly amount of convincing—a really loyal sort, you know? Delilah had to put the extra moves on him, I heard. Or, Boss made Delilah do it. I heard she’ll never go back—she’ll be his happy little fuckpet basically forever, now. I mean, she'll fuck other guys, but only with that husband's say-so. But this chick,” he pointed at Rosie. “She just really took to the induction. Not like the husband at all. It only took fifteen minutes of programming before she was diddling herself.”

“Diddling herself?” Marco laughed. “What are you, twelve?”

“Yeah,” Rosie purred. “I fucked my pussy with my fingers like a good wife does while her husband is away.”

“See?” said Marco. “Finger fucking.”

“Whatever. Forgive me for trying to be polite.”

Marco got down to one knee beside Rosie, crudely sliding his 
fingers up into her pussy and touching her there expertly. Rosie moaned, loving every second of his touch.

“You’ve been hypnotized into being a happy, eager servant for our casino now, dearie,” Marco said. “Isn’t that great?”

“Sure,” Rosie said brightly. “Whatever you say.”

“Over the next few days, you're going to transform into a happy fuckslave forever, as a matter of fact.”


Happy fuckslave forever
. Oh good
. She could really
 perform well as a wife like that.

“Hey,” said Philip. “You think boss ever used this shit on us?”

“Probably,” Marco shrugged. “I don’t care. I’m ripped as hell and I fuck whoever I want and I got a room to do it in. Sometimes lots of rooms. When we open up to the big time, there’ll be even more.”

“You’re right. Best not to think about it.”

“Best not to think about it,” they said in unison.

Without further ado, Philip rammed his entirely hard cock inside of Rosie's entirely wet cunt. An orgasm, wet and hot, pushed through her entire body at once, electrifying every atom. Her pleasure only intensified as Marco roughly gripped her hair and shoved his full meaty length down her throat. Her pouty, newly-puffy lips glistened with needy saliva as she suckled hard on his immense cock.

Philip, behind her, groaned with sweet hot pleasure as the velvety walls of her cunt gripped his meat expertly, guiding him in further and further, harder and harder. Not to be outdone, Marco replaced his grip on her hair with even firmer grips on her newly enhanced tits, using what felt like his entire body's worth of musclebound strength to thrust himself into her willing, aching hole of a mouth. Her tits leaked out milk as they filled her over and over—that was new. Unexpected. Fun. She was milking. Lactating. So fertile. Her husband would be so proud.

This was the absolute best way to be a wife, Rosie knew. Nobody would be able to do this for Jonathan like she did.

She was so lucky to be part of the casino.

Philip slapped her ass hard. His thrusts had become less rhythmic, more sporadic and passionate. That meant he was going to cum soon. Rosie slurped up more of Marco's fat cock as a response, making herself loud and clearly wanting.

Emptying himself all over her backside, Philip slapped her ass again and again. Rosie couldn't help but cum, feeling the hot results of this stranger's bliss spreading on top of her body.

Her new efforts as a result of her second orgasm pushed Marco to the edge. He wrapped up her thick hair around his hand like it was rope, and started jerking his cock off right in front of her.

“You see that?” he grunted, slapping her face with his cock. “You see that, sexy? That's for you. You're gonna take all of what I got.”

His shot hard out from his cock, and a strong, wild emptying sensation flooded over Rosie...and all of her slid out of reality, a new template writing over her blanked out personality. She was lost in sticky bliss for what felt like ages, licking and swallowing liquid pleasure.

Then, someone’s cock entered her mouth. She couldn’t tell who. All she could tell was that sucking cock was the reason she existed.

What a good wife she was, now!
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TWO HOURS AFTER ENTERING
 the casino, almost all of Jonathan and Rosie’s money was gone. Two mortgages put up on their house. Four loans from the local bank. His 401K completely drained. All his stock options spent.

He didn’t care, of course. After cumming down Karen’s throat three more times—the volume and frequency of his orgasms had increased tremendously after drinking all of those Spiral Twists—Delilah and Karen had led his new, hulking self into the VIP room. There, he sat on a leather couch, lazily and drunkenly rolling a pair of dice with Karen happily attending his cock with long, soulful slurps and moans. His body, so large and muscular now, sunk deep into the couch.

He didn't know what game he was playing. It involved him losing quite a lot while Karen sucked him off. That was fine. Everything was fine.

“This casino is so wonderful, isn’t it baby?” Delilah purred in his ear.

“So wonderful,” he agreed happily.

“You’ll sign anything at all for the casino, won’t you please, darling?”

“Oh yeah. Sign whatever.”

Tasha, busty and smiling, bent over at the waist with a tray of papers in her hand.

“Sign these, please,” she said, pointing. “Here, here, and here.”

Jonathan leaned forward, sticking his nose into the redhead’s breasts with a drunken chuckle. Delilah led his hand from point to point and he scribbled out his signature. Or something. Maybe it was just scribbles. Anyway, they didn't seem to care.

“Wonderful,” said the redhead, emotionless, sliding away.

Delilah, delighted, wrapped her hands around his neck.

“One last game, baby.”

“Oh yeah?”

“If you win this one, you can stay here indefinitely. You can work here, just like us. Wouldn’t you love that?”

“Oh...” some strings of thought attended his forgotten conscience and priorities. Wasn’t there...work, or something? But no. This was a job she was offering. “I um...I mean...”

“All you have to do,” Delilah purred, “is cum right inside my pussy.”

God, he could do that. He could really
 do that.

Getting up, he grabbed Karen and gently placed her aside. Her weight was nothing to him—fuck, but he was so strong now—and then he grabbed Delilah's tiny, curvacious body and pushed her down on the couch.

His hands ripped at her clothes, tearing them away like they were paper, like they were made of wet tissue. Delilah's hot, tiny body tensed and squirmed, hot repeated orgasms clearly running through her body with every touch of his big hands on her naked, hot tits.

With a moan, he sank into this woman, his shaft completely sliding inside of her with no resistance whatsoever. He could feel his own bulge beneath her tiny torso, filling her up so hard.

Gyrating his hips, he began to thrust inside of her again and again. Delilah's head thrashed in ceaseless pleasure, her legs wrapped around his waist. She pulled herself up off the couch, her tiny fuckable body held up entirely by his steely muscles.

“Yes!” she moaned ceaselessly. “Oh my god, yes!

”

Jonathan entered and re-entered her with gusto. Her pussy was so fucking tight!

As he continued to fuck her brains out, Mr. Craft entered the room with Rosie on one arm. She was completely naked. Mr. Craft eyed Jonathan casually, like the newly muscular stud was merely sorting mail. Jonathan, seeing Rosie, didn't stop his screwing for a second. Delilah was too good—and besides, he deserved to fucking her.

He was a man, a real man. He deserved any hot pussy he could find.

Rosie didn't seem to care that Jonathan was fucking someone else. A distant, vacant smile decorated her face. Mr. Craft whispered something into Rosie's ear. Then, obediently, Rosie unzipped Mr. Craft's pants and went down on him right in front of Jonathan.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned.

He was upset for just a moment. But then Karen whispered something in his ear, something he couldn’t quite make out. The music got louder.

Rosie, on her knees, pumped more enthusiastically on Mr. Craft's bare cock. Jonathan nodded, feeling his cock throb even more as Delilah's magical pussy hugged it tight.

There was something so very hot
 about what Rosie was doing. He pumped into Delilah harder and harder, watching his wife get facefucked by another man.

He wanted his wife fucking other men all the time.

“Fuck
 me in front of your wife,” Delilah moaned. “Show her what you deserve. Show her what you fucking
 deserve, baby!”

“Cum for her,” Karen moaned happily. “Win that job. Cum inside Delilah! Be the stud! Be the big stud!”

Spasming, rocking, he emptied his unprotected load into Delilah. His cum overfilled the small woman, sliding out onto the couch. Karen greedily lapped it up. If she was lucky, Jonathan knew, she was already pregnant.

“I’m a winner!” he grunted loudly.

He stood up, not winded at all by the forceful fuck-session with Delilah. In front of Mr. Craft, despite his new-found strength, he felt 
an instant and undeniable deference flood over him.

“Hey Boss,” he said hopefully, pointing at Rosie. “You mind if I take a few rounds with this one here? I sort of know her.”

Mr. Craft held up a finger. “Just a moment.”

Grabbing Rosie's hair, he pulled her off his cock and then unceremoniously came on Rosie’s naked chest. Moaning with need, Karen and Delilah crawled over and licked every bit of his seed off her body. Delilah winked at Jonathan as she did so.

“There you are,” Mr. Craft said, dusting himself off and zipping up, before clapping Jonathan on the back. “Now, I expect you to be awake bright and early at ten in the morning to go to work. We open in a week, and there are so many preparations to make. Another couple arrives tomorrow!”

“A couple like us?”

“Oh yes. We started with just myself and loyal little Tasha. Isn’t it wonderful how we’ve grown?”

Jonathan didn’t really have a chance to answer, after Rosie slid up and hopped into his massive, rock hard arms.

“Hi
, Sweetie,” Rosie embraced him with a loving, passionate kiss. “How is my super stud husband today?”

“I’m doing pretty great. I fucked this girl,” he said, nudging his thigh against Delilah and then Karen. “And this one sucked me off a few times.”

“God, that’s so cool,” Rosie cooed. “I wish you could fuck us all at the same time.”

Mr. Craft cleared his throat. “If I may, ladies and gentleman, you do have the honeymoon suite for one more night. You responded rather...rapidly to our assimilation, good little servants that you are.”

Rosie, Karen, and Delilah’s faces all lit up at once. “Oh please!” they all moaned. “Take us, Sir! Take us in your big suite! Take us all
!”

Jonathan smiled. He loved the casino. He would do anything or anyone for it...and so would his wife.
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Bimbo Casino: No Protection
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I
t was unseasonably cool in the small room of the Shining Spiral Casino where Jacqueline waited to be told what to do. She was getting rather tired of it—the cold temperature, the waiting—and was ready to call an audible and just skip out on the entire payday that had been promised to her.

The room was small and ill-furnished. There was a pile of pillows in one corner, for some reason, and two large armchairs. No windows, no drinks, no bowls of fruit or even a clock. Just a blank, maroon-walled room of which Jacqueline felt ready to rip down the wallpaper.

Her public presence was such that she had been rather well-known to become colossally angry at the slightest provocation, and so she was surprised (and insulted) that they didn't know that about her already. She was a world-famous supermodel, for goodness's sake. She was Jacqueline Demonto, and she was more than capable of using her rather illustrious amount of beauty and fame to make others feel dejected or worse (most women she insulted and defamed came close to tears, if not well past that point) when she put her mind to it.

Her self-esteem destroying abilities were well-grooved skills at this point, and the kind, in fact, that she enjoyed employing almost as much as showing off her body. After all, she knew even at the tender young age of twenty-two that this premium-person status she had wouldn’t last forever, and so she might as well squeeze all the enjoyment of feeling superior to others while she still could.

Jacqueline Demonto, along with other world-class models Vivian 
Ruiz and Marisol Garza, had arrived in the Shining Spiral Casino earlier that day. They were set to do photo shoots and interviews for something called the Spiral Spin. Her agent, in a strangely monotone voice, assured Jacqueline over the phone that it was one of the greatest small magazines in existence today. When she pressed him for more information, he just repeated that one “fact” over and over again, and that she had to go.

It was unusual for all three high-status supermodels to be booked in such a place for such an obscure publication, but with the payday she would be getting, she didn’t mind. She would make more today than she had in three years—well into the eight figures. And all that, just for being gloriously pretty as she had been born. It was enough to make even a rather conceited woman like Jacqueline’s head swell with vanity.

Not helping the matter of her impatience was just how odd the staff seemed at this Casino. All the men were hulking, boner-sporting studs, and all the women were ridiculous busty giggly bimbo babes. The staff flirted constantly, and to be honest, Jacqueline had trouble sorting out who was a patron and who was an employee. They were all so gorgeous. Of course, Jacqueline still thought she herself was much better than any of them.

Jacqueline, being a completely gorgeous woman, had dressed in a way to show that off to the world. She was the third-highest-paid supermodel in the world, after all, and so to her—and to anyone else who mattered, for that matter—that meant she was the third-most-gorgeous woman in the world. She didn’t mind being third—especially as it meant that she was doubtlessly better than three and a half billion other women, and heck, the three and a half billion men that jerked themselves off every night thinking about her. She took pride and happiness in her superiority, and made sure the others around her knew it.

And so, being stuck in this room with no cell phone service for over two hours now, waiting and praying for a change, Jacqueline was getting impatient. They had paid
 her to come here—why weren’t they taking advantage of all her endless advantages?

Her advantages—and they were considerable—were certainly shown off well by the tight blue minidress she had on now. Traveling 
with incomparable beauties like the dark-haired Vivian and redheaded Marisol, she knew she had to dress extra-hot to make sure she was seen. So, the skimpy dress hugged her tight abs and her healthy hips, as well as clearly showing off her generous cleavage. Her long, dark brown hair cascaded down her back in hot, wet locks, each strand of hair arranged to make her look perfectly beautiful. Her heels—one of many pairs that cost well over a thousand dollars—only made her spectacular legs appear even more spectacular, highlighting their length and pushing her ass up to the ceiling.

Even Jacqueline had to admit that Vivian and Marisol probably still were more beautiful than her—but they certainly hadn’t dressed sexier today as they arrived. Plenty of men would go to bed with Jacqueline's candid pictures from arriving at the airport on their smart phones, calling out her name. That thought gave her some solace.

Each model was presented with a schedule when they arrived that morning, and each had photo shoots and media junkets to work through—though all three were separated, at least to begin with. At the end of the day, there was supposed to be one big shoot in the “big office,” but Jacqueline didn’t know what that meant yet.

Someone opened the door from behind her. Not wanting to show her wrath, and yet still not quite able to control it handily, Jacqueline sneered out a question.

“How much longer do I have to wait? Don’t they know who I am?”

“Not long at all, dear. Don't you worry.”

The voice was magical, beautiful. Soft, sultry, hot, and dripping with sublime confidence. It was everything Jacqueline had wanted to hear in a voice and just didn’t know until that perfect moment.

Jacqueline turned to see a beauty walking in, wearing a briefly-skirted business suit with smoky stockings, wiping a bit of something
 off her mouth. Jacqueline would have sworn it was semen, but that was ridiculous. This was a place of business, after all, even if there was such a permeating sense of sex all about it.

Behind the beauty, as the door closed, Jacqueline saw a rather satisfied-looking, handsome man in a suit—who she thought she recognized as the owner of the Shining Spiral, introduced to her earlier—but then he was gone, and the door was shut, and she was 
left only with the beauty.

“Hello, Ms. Russell,” said the lovely woman. “I’m your interviewer this morning.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Your interviewer. For the article the casino is doing on you? We have a very popular newsletter. The Spiral Spin. Everyone says it’s just mesmerizing.”

She sat down in one of the chairs in the middle of the room, and motioned for Jacqueline to do the same. Jacqueline did, but not before enjoying the sight of the beauty’s long legs crossing. Mmph. She had strong bisexual urges—almost any woman in the modeling industry learned to develop them over time—but never anything quite so strong as this.

“I’m sorry, what was your name?” Jacqueline asked.

“Oh, where are my manners?” The beauty held out a hand, which Jacqueline happily leaned over to take—and also absorbed the hot sight of crushed cleavage at the same time. “I’m Selene. It was Selene Franco, but I’ve changed it back to Selene Craft after my husband died.”

“Oh. Craft is your maiden name?”

Wasn’t Craft the name of the owner of the Shining Spiral? Yes...Mr. Craft. Wallace Craft. Jacqueline could remember it clearly.

Selene smiled and shook her head. “No, it’s the name of my favorite person. I just couldn’t bear to have any name but his.”

“Oh. That’s...unorthodox.” Not sure why she was asking, Jacqueline ventured out another query. “I hope it’s not too inappropriate to ask, but...how did your husband die?”

“Heart attack.” Selene’s smile was not that of a bereaved woman—but rather one happily indulgent in her work. “From over-exertion.”

That was an odd answer, and in fact it was odd that Jacqueline had been inspired to ask about it at all, but she couldn't quite focus on that anymore. Rather, Jacqueline couldn’t stop staring at Selene’s tits. They were just so...soooo perfect. Hypnotizing, in a way.

What was definitely hypnotizing, though, was the pendant in Selene’s cleavage. It looked so fertile. So womanly.

Staring into the crystal, Jacqueline realized that something strange was happening. Something strange and sort of enlightening, 
too. She felt like a message was being beamed straight into her brain, information from some divine source of beauty and light, and the message was clear as day—Jacqueline was not good enough to be in front of Selene.

She had never felt like that with anyone, ever. Jacqueline rather thought her role in life was, in fact, to make others feel that way about herself.

And yet, despite years of self-training and endless adulation from all around her, Selene made Jacqueline feel lesser. She made Jacqueline feel like a distant fourth, well behind Marisol and Vivian and Selene, with Selene neck and neck with Vivian. How was that possible? How could anyone be so gorgeous as to not only compete with the flawless goddessness of Vivian, but also to make Jacqueline feel so insignificant and worthless and small?

Jacqueline felt like crying, staring deep into the beautiful, perfect crystal, so full of truth and light, and thinking of how easy and effortless it was for Selene to look so gorgeous. Somehow, she held back her tears...and then Selene’s hand crossed over the crystal in her buoyant cleavage, breaking off Jacqueline’s train of thought.

The dark-haired beauty appeared concerned. “Are you all right, dear?”

“Um...” Jacqueline was unexpectedly choked up. “Um, I guess so. I’m sorry.”

Selene’s perfect face transformed into a predatory grin. “You’re thinking about how gorgeous I am.”

“Wh-what?”

How could she know that? How could she get straight to heart of the matter like that? Had she been...had she been giving those thoughts to Jacqueline, somehow?

Selene continued, her hand beginning to slide off her crystal again. “You’re thinking about how much better of a woman I am than you. Everything about you is determined by your hotness, and I’m hotter than you by a large margin. It’s quite obvious. You’re gorgeous right now, but I’ll be gorgeous forever. That’s just how things are. I’ll age beautifully, gracefully, and you have maybe another ten years, at best, before it all goes to hell for you. You'll still be able to pick up men in cheap bars, or maybe even marry some 
rich fool who doesn't have a good eye for true beauty, but it will fade, and hard, for you.”

No one had ever dared
 to be so frank with Jacqueline. “I...I...I...”

Selene tsked. “It’s all right, dear. Just look here.”

She pointed at the crystal in her amazing cleavage. It sang to Jacqueline once again.

“Look...there...” Jacqueline said, her voice becoming a soft, giddy monotone. “Cryst...tal...”

“Yes.” Selene opened her blouse and discarded her blouse, sitting before Jacqueline now with her top completely off. Her beautiful breasts leaked down soft trails of milk. The liquid seemed to absorb back into Selene's amazing skin before daring to touch any of her luxurious outfit.

And even before the utterly perfect visage of Selene’s bare, lactating breasts, Jacqueline could only stare at the beautiful, beautiful crystal. “It makes it very easy to answer my questions, doesn’t it?”

Gentle, warm waves washed over Jacqueline’s brain. “Yes...so easy...”

“You just take so much pleasure in thinking about what I have to say to you, don’t you?”

Jacqueline moaned out happily. “So much pleasure.”

“It’s so lovely to listen to a woman as beautiful as I am, isn’t it?”

“Oh yes.” Jacqueline frowned. “B-but I’m
 beautiful too...”

“Of course you are, dear. And do you know what? All the really, really beautiful girls sleep with my boss, did you know that?”

“They...they do?”

“Oh my, yes. They love it. They love him, totally. It makes them cry, thinking of how much they love him. Beautiful girls call my boss ‘Master.’ He owns their hearts and souls.”

Jacqueline’s voice was soft, tears brimming in her eyes at the thought of such love. “Heart...and soul.”

“If you’re a beautiful girl...you have to love Master, then, don’t you?”

Her heart sung with Selene's words.

“Have
 to love Master. Have to love your boss
.”

“That’s right, sweetie. I’m so glad you understand. You’re so 
smart, realizing that. It must be because you’re so beautiful that you understand already.”

Jacqueline smiled with happy pride. She loved being complemented, especially when she knew she deserved it—which was always. So, she didn’t really know Selene’s boss...but she knew she loved him. She was a beautiful girl.

“You’re so incredibly beautiful, Jacqueline doll...but you’re hardly as beautiful as me, now are you?”

With a happy sigh, Jacqueline shook her head, eyes remaining locked on the crystal. “No...”

“You’d love to be as beautiful as me, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh yes. As beautiful as you? Yes, yes.”

“Being beautiful has given you everything you’ve ever wanted, after all. It only makes sense that you get more if you were even more beautiful, doesn't it?”

“Oh yes. I’d love to be more beautiful. I could be...I could be number one.” Jacqueline’s heart swelled, thinking such a thought. Being beautiful was the most
 important aspect of her life, after all.

Arousal, hot and unstoppable, had swept through Jacqueline’s body. She couldn’t explain it, but she didn’t care. She needed, more than almost anything, a hot, hard fuck session. Preferably with Selene. Or this wonderful Master she mentioned.

“Oh yes,” purred Selene. “The most beautiful girl in the world. The sexiest. The most wanted. And you could even sleep with my boss. Would you like that?”

Be fucked by Master? Was such a wonderful event even possible for Jacqueline? That would be beyond her wildest dreams.

“Oh,” Jacqueline gasped softly. “Oh my, yes. Do you really think so?”

Selene slid off the the chair and approached Jacqueline, and began to gently massage the brunette’s heavy, gorgeous tits through her dress. Heavy cream dripped down from Selene's nipples, landing in Jacqueline's lap. Jacqueline moaned happily, soft tingles of pleasure pushing through her body. All the while, Jacqueline continued to stare happily into the crystal.

“Yes. Of course, you’d have to be much, much prettier. You’re simply not pretty enough at all, are you?”

Jacqueline hesitated now. “I mean...that is, I do get paid
 
to be pretty...”

“But you’re not as pretty as I am, are you? And my boss fucks me constantly.”

That made perfect sense. Selene was so very right.

“Oh. Oh, right.”

Selene stepped away for a moment, opening the door and conferring with someone. She was handed a glass, and then leaned into it, squeezing her tits and filling the glass with her warm milk. The smell filled the air.

The crystal was gone. A fog felt like it had been lifted away from Jacqueline’s head. There were so many new thoughts swirling around, spiraling in her mind. She wasn’t...wasn’t pretty enough. She shouldn’t have to sort through all these thoughts until she was pretty, like Master wanted. Right?

Wait...what? No, that was wrong. That was all wrong. That wasn’t—

But then, Selene returned, a transparent plastic cup in hand, filled to the brim with a spiral-patterned black-and-white shake. In the face of her unadulterated love for Selene, Jacqueline lost all doubt once more. The crystal, still shining, dangled between Selene’s breasts, somewhat obscured by them.

“Here. Drink this.”

Cautiously, Jacqueline took the shake. “I...I’m not sure. What’s in this?”

“Beauty juice.”

“Beauty juice?”

Selene shrugged, her perfect, naked breasts bouncing happily. Flicks of milk landed everywhere. It was the single most beautiful action Jacqueline had ever seen anyone taken. “Oh, that’s just what I call it. Go on, have a little.”

Jacqueline took a sip. It was heavenly. Then—emboldened by its delicious taste, she took a much larger one.

“It’s a more refined version of what we used to call the Spiral Twist,” said Selene. “We took out all the alcohol and added some much more effective narcotics. That's the black part. The white is, well.” She giggled, stroking her wet nipple. “A house recipe, shall we 
say? Soon, you won’t doubt anything I say, and your body will only be useful for hard, forceful fucking by my boss, and some of the other men around here.”

“Huh? Whazzat?”

Jacqueline giggled. This drink was positively loaded
 with deliciousness!

Selene pushed Jacqueline back into the corner with all the pillows, tugging away at the brunette’s tiny dress. Soon it was gone—and soon after, so were her panties and bra. Completely naked and completely dripping wet before the hot, luscious suddenly naked body of Selene. The crystal was gone, but it didn't matter. Jacqueline would do anything Selene said, now.

Jacqueline’s body changed before her very eyes—her tits growing, her skin becoming shinier and even more flawless. She watched with some amazement as the mole on her left shoulder fled her body, floating like a leaf for a few moments before dissolving entirely. Her hair, already long and luscious, became amazingly, intrinsically soft—and full of pleasure. Selene, smiling, ran her hands through the thick locks, and Jacqueline moaned in instant orgasm just from the small thrill of having her hair adored.

Oh god. She had been turned into a complete sex toy just for Selene...and just for her new Master, Mister Craft.

That was so fucking wonderful.

Selene lowered her face down between Jacqueline’s legs and started to lick. First the inner thighs, then the sweet, pink folds, and then finally burying her beautiful face completely, lapping at Jacqueline's clit. Jacqueline, gasping hotly, felt the warm perfect tides of bliss float over her body. Selene’s tongue on Jacqueline’s pussy was magical. Pure delight. Jacqueline had no idea anything could be so good.

“Oh my god,” Jacqueline moaned. “Oh god...you’re so good. You’re so good, baby...oh god!”

Bucking and panting, she came, and came again, losing track of her orgasms. She didn’t even know her body could take so many. Selene did not seem deterred in the slightest by all the movements of her hips or her constant, loud screaming.

After several minutes of delight, however, Selene switched gears 
and began to finger Jacqueline’s drenched pussy. Milk dripped down from her tits, landing on Jacqueline's exposed torso. The skin quickly absorbed the substance, needing it.

“You love me, don’t you, dear?”

“Yes! God yes!”

“You'll do anything for me, won't you?”

“Yes, please! Anything!”

“You love my boss, don’t you sweetie?”

Selene was so calm, so serene, that she could have been typing a letter or organizing a nest of folders.

“Oh yes! Love you! Love your boss!”

“You’ll do anything for Him, won’t you?”

“Definitely!” Jacqueline panted.

“He’s your Master
, isn’t he?”

“Master, yes! Please let me serve Master! I need him so bad!”

“Give me a nice cum, then, Jacqueline. Give me a cum to let me know you're a slave, just like me.”

Obey, oh yes. Her first command to obey. Jacqueline was so grateful for the chance. With a riotous, toe-curling scream, Jacqueline came—and then came again right after that as Selene continued her hot, wet fingering session.

After she calmed down, steam rising up from their bodies in the cool room, Jacqueline curled up next to Selene, the two new lovers cooing and kissing with perfect, hot affection.

Selene kissed Jacqueline on the top of the head. “You’re going to be such a good slave for your new Master, doll.”
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MARISOL GARZA, SECOND
 most-highly paid supermodel in the world, smiled wide as she greeted the photographer, Hans, in the empty casino floor. It was a bit odd that the casino was empty—a Saturday seemed like a natural day for a casino to do booming business—but whatever, that wasn’t her specialty. Marisol was used to businesses and locations shutting down just for her—even though it embarrassed her quite a bit. Unlike the haughty Jacqueline or self-possessed Vivian, she had never quite gotten used to her 
supermodel status.

“I’ve heard so
 much about your work,” she enthused, stepping around the empty roulette table where the shoot was due to take place. Tall lights were positioned all around it. “And I just loved
 that spread you did the other month with the leather.”

This was an old tactic. Of course, she had never heard of Hans or seen any of his work. But every one had heard at least something
 about everyone else in her industry—either at openings, parties, gossip, or otherwise—and every photographer had done something recent with leather in the last year. Leather was in
—Marisol certainly had worn quite a bit of it, covering her gorgeous, trim body in leather skirts, leather hot pants, leather corsets, leather boots...really, whatever there was to wear made of the stuff. It made her a good deal of money over a series of shoots. People didn’t seem to be able to get enough of her in tight, hot clothing.

She didn’t quite understand the notion herself—she thought her body was too curvy, surrounded by so many rail-thin models all the time. The bouncy, bubbly quality of her 36E breasts got her quite a lot of attention in the modeling industry, though, especially coupled with her amply long legs and beautiful, naturally red hair.

The two shook hands and he took a long view of her, up and down. Marisol was used to the attention—though she had never quite gotten to the point of enjoying it. Small goosebumps crawled down her spine.

“I’m glad you like my work. I’ve been looking forward to displaying you for some time.” He smiled, opening his hands out to the roulette table. “Shall we get right down to it? I’m sure you’ve got a busy schedule. Don’t want to wait all day for me, all of that.”

He had a peculiarly American accent for someone who was named Hans. His brown hair, narrow jaw, and dark eyes didn’t speak to anyone especially German either. But, what did Marisol know? She barely had an accent anymore herself, after spending years modeling overseas.

“That sounds great,” she enthused. “I’m already in wardrobe, so...bring it on.”

Beneath her comfy, plush robe, Marisol had on a tight black lingerie—panties, bra, stockings. Emerald stones decorated her 
elegant neck, matching the gems inlaid on her expensive heels. She let the robe drop, tossing it casually on a stool nearby. Normally, these sorts of sets had personal assistants floating around...but no matter. She was an adult. She could take care of tossing a robe.

It was chilly in the casino. Her nipples began to stiffen noticeably in her tiny lace bra. A little self-conscious, she wrapped her arms around her tight, toned tummy.

“So,” said Hans, clapping his palms together. “This shoot is all about greed. We’re gonna bring some guys in, and they’re gonna be greedy for you. You represent wealth. Not to be crude, but we want to show a lot of cleavage.”

“Of course.”

Like with any part of her body, she had never felt all that comfortable with her breasts being on display—but only because there was so much of them. She felt rather jealous of models like Jacqueline or Vivian, whose proportions were so insanely perfect and feminine.

Of course, she had heard many say that she was the model of femininity herself—a perfect representation of the fertile female form. But, that kind of wording tended to throw her off. Fertility! Pshaw. At twenty-five, she hardly wanted to get pregnant any time soon. She had never even had sex bareback before.

It was odd to her that there were going to be “some guys” in the shoot, though. Where were they? Why hadn’t she been notified? She would have enjoyed talking with them before hand to try to build up some kind of a line of communication.

Oh well. Leaning forward, she posed on the roulette table as Hans prepared his camera, sticking her behind way, way out and arching her back. Modeling was all about angles, letting the audience see you from the most perfect view possible, and altering reality just enough to make you seem hyper-real. Bigger than life.

Hans’s camera was strange—Marisol had never seen anything quite like it. There were lots of strange spinning lights on the front of it, and the flashes from each photo felt like they were striking straight into her brain. It disoriented Marisol somehow, even though she felt herself thinking perfectly clearly.

Flash. Flash.

“I’m going to ask you to do some new stuff, but you don’t have a problem with that, do you? You’re a model, right? A professional? It’s all a show.”

Yes, Marisol nodded happily.

“A big show,” she said.

Flash, flash.

“That’s great,” said Hans. “And you’re really, really happy, okay? You’re practically falling in love with yourself. You’re just ecstatic, keep smiling, yeah?”

Smiling brilliantly, Marisol let out a long, delighted laugh. Totally! She was having a great time. This place was fantastic.

“Really tug at your bra, okay?” said Hans. Flash, flash, flash. “Push your cleavage together. Show off those tits. I know you love them.”

Smiling happily, Marisol did just that. She did love
 her tits.

Flash.

“That’s great. You look gorgeous. I know you love showing off.”

Marisol giggled happily, her pussy starting to get warm. She really did love showing off like this. It was her favorite thing in the world.

Flash, flash, flash.

“Do me a favor? Get really, really turned on? I want you to feel it. I want this to be making you a horny little sex doll, all right?”

Oh, sure. Marisol could do that. She could be a horny sex doll. Why not? This was all modeling, after all. Just acting.

Her pussy flooded with hot, easy arousal, lines of wetness beginning to drip down her stockinged legs. She licked her lips. Her fingers grazed against her nipples, and then pressed harder, tweaking them between her soft digits. Her legs splayed open, baring her barely-clad pussy to the camera.

Hans stopped for a moment, texting something on his phone. Marisol waited, feeling hot and bothered, but still brilliantly happy. She had never felt so good in her life.

Through the double-doors nearby, five strapping young men walked in, each one bigger and studlier than the last. Each was heavily muscled—and completely ripped, not a shred of fat on them. They all wore tight boxer shorts, the kind that let Marisol know 
exactly what kind of package they sported. Each must have been a monster...and at the sight and proximity of the beautiful redhead, two or three of them seemed to be stiffening rapidly. Smiling broadly, they surrounded her—so very large compared to her minute model beauty.

“Okay, fellas,” said Hans. “Drop your pants.”

Giggling at the absurdity of the statement, Marisol scanned the faces of the handsome men around her, searching for someone else sharing her mirth.

But then...then they actually did drop their pants. Just like that. No hesitation—they had nothing to hide, and lots
 to show off. Oh god.

Each cock was bigger than the last, just like the men.

Oh god. So many big, hard, supreme cocks surrounding her. Fuck. How the hell had this happened?

She was so fucking turned on. Why couldn't she calm down? Everything was so arousing all of a sudden.

“Wh-what’s happening?” she said to Hans, who had shifted forward through the ring of muscled men with his camera. “Why are they...why um, like, are the hot studs all naked and stuff?”

God, she hadn’t meant to sound like such a ditz. But these cocks were so big...some of the men were stroking them, too. And they were just getting bigger and bigger, stiffer and stiffer, and starting to ooze out hot glimpses of precum. They kept rubbing their cocks, sliding the precum into their meaty flesh, making the cocks shiny and wet. Marisol let out a hot, needy moan.

“I thought,” said Hans, flashing the camera at her, “that you were a professional. Aren’t you?”

“I...I-I am, it’s just...”

“Then you ought to let them fuck you. Just look at the camera, sweetheart. Don’t worry.”

Look at the camera. Don’t worry.

Flash. Flash. Flash.

Every flash eroded another piece of her will. She didn’t have to care, didn’t have to worry. There were so many strong, strong men around. Certainly, they could take of everything for her.

Flash. Flash.

Marisol dropped to her knees, pushing her face toward the nearest cock she could see.

Something about that camera flash was affecting her, she realized, bringing a hand up to thoughtfully slide over the cock she had gotten so close to. It was making her all...all weak-willed and silly.

It was making her act like a proper little girl for once. She was so happy to act like a real woman should—submissive and sweet.

And fertile, too, she realized. Incredibly fertile.

“You’re incredibly fertile,” said Hans, again, even though she just now realized he had said it the first time. There were so many flashes, so many new thoughts. It was so difficult to keep up with all of them. “You’re such a beautiful, fertile woman. You’ve been wasting it, though. Shouldn’t you be fucked by all these men and see how fertile you really are? They’ll give you lots of cum, all unprotected. You’ll feel more warm and filled than you ever have.”

Marisol whimpered with need, holding her big tits tight. That was exactly
 what she wanted.

But still, there were...there were so many of them!

They would break her in half!

Flash. Flash.

Oh god. There were so many of them. So many hot, male bodies, with such cut muscles and svelte hips, pressing in on her, pushing against her. They were so strong, so masculine. All of them with such hard, hard cocks, exclusively for her.

They would break. Her. In. Half.

She let out a hot, shuddery moan, her breath coating the cock in front of her face as she stroked it harder.

So many men. So many cocks. She was just a weak little girl, made to submit and give in to her superiors. How could she say no?

“I’ve been jerking off to you for years,” said one behind her. His cock pushed hard on her shoulder, nudging her further down on her knees, further down to her place.

“You’re the girl I thought of when I fucked my wife on our wedding night,” said the man in front of her, stroking her hair as she stroked him.

Her pussy dripped hot, and, unable to help herself, she ventured out her tongue to slide over the sexy, thick tip of his cock. She 
moaned with ecstasy.

It. Tasted. So. Good!

“Please, Sirs,” she moaned. “Please, teach me how to be a good girl for all of you!”

Quickly, they tore off what little lingerie she had on, leaving her only in her jewels and heels and stockings. These were her ornaments, while they could ornament her with their cocks. Their hands crawled over her tight, lush body as she moaned in open submission to their combined will.

The stud in front, still holding her hair, nudged his cock against her lips. Happily, she slurped it down, moaning and licking like a good girl.

She couldn’t possibly only take care of him, though—or at least, she couldn’t and still be a good girl. She grabbed the cocks of the two men at his side, gently but forcefully stroking their premium dicks—but then she realized that the last two were left out.

Happily, she laid herself out on the floor, pulling two studs down at random with her so they sandwiched her. One quickly entered her hot, willing snatch—and the other stuffed himself inside of her tight asshole. Double penetrated, just like that.

God, she was such a good girl to be able to take so much cock. And she wanted even more. Twisting herself around, she was able to moan—almost overcome with pleasure at this point—and beg for one of the studs to fill her mouth. Of course, one agreed happily—and entered her from above, so that his hot, thick balls slapped against her forehead. That way, his cock could easily drive into the vacuum of her throat, where she sucked and slurped eagerly. The other two were satisfied with her hands on their cocks as they knelt over her incredible chest, twisted upward just for their enjoyment.

Her entire body revolved around hot, perfect cock filling her up like never before. She was in love, total and complete love, with being a slut. It was so perfect for a good girl like her to be so slutty and hot and filled with cock.

From either the piledriving force into her ass, or the amazing brute strength of the cock plowing into her pussy, or the hot thrill of being throatfucked by a complete hunk, Marisol came.

And then she never stopped cumming. Her bliss peaked, and then 
it rose again just as it threatened to fall. Her every muscle, every fiber was consumed with hot, endless pleasure as the cocks thrust into her holes over and over. One man would cum, pause for a few moments to warm back up again, and then stiffen once more for Marisol's hot fertile bod, just like she needed.

The hard, forceful fucking being delivered to her body from all angles was too much for her brain to comprehend fully. So, it was no wonder that, when the men started cumming inside of her, flooding her throat and womb and ass and tits with warm semen, only to remain hard and continue to fuck her, that Marisol was unable to actually process what was happening.

It was definitely no surprise that she couldn’t process the fact that her brilliantly red hair was becoming even more brilliantly red—not to mention longer, thicker, shinier, and generally more voluminous altogether. She would have been delighted to see her legs longer, her pussy tighter, her tits bigger, her face just a bit more sexified with puffier lips and bigger eyes.

But of course, she saw none of that. Perhaps, as one stud’s sweet nectar flowed down her throat, she could see out of the corner of her eyes as her tits ballooned up and swelled outward.

It’s hard to say. Marisol certainly didn’t want to concern herself with anything except for the brilliantly hard cocks stuffing her body full of spunk and covering her in hot, gooey white goodness.

And, little did she know (or care), the more they fucked her, the more she came, the emptier and emptier her brain became.

She did realize, however, that like, sucking and fucking cocks was just, seriously a bunch of super great fun. She should be doing it all the time!

After nearly an hour—the camera flashing the entire time—the men finally stopped. Marisol was properly covered in a veritable shower of cum. Giggling happily, she slipped up a handful from between her mountainous tits and gobbled it down, noting with delight when she saw her tits ripple and grow a bit more.

Her tits were getting bigger the more spunk she swallowed!

How fucking hot was that? How fucking great? She would be the bustiest model on the planet.

Distantly, it occurred to her that with all the cum that had flooded 
into her unprotected pussy, she was probably pregnant. These men seemed awfully virile, after all.

She giggled again. Preggo! That would soooo cool. Another set of curves for her to show off.

Above her, still clothed, Hans put his hands on his hips.

“Boys, I think you may have overdone it a little. Boss wants her upstairs in just a little bit.”

“We couldn’t help ourselves,” said one stud, slapping her big tits. Cum splattered everywhere. “She was just so smoking hot. Really, she still is. Do you think we can go for another round?”

Marisol nodded and giggled, moaning happily. They could go on her for as many rounds as they could handle.
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VIVIAN STEPPED OUT
 of the elevator into the top floor of the Shining Spiral Casino, a bit put-off. She had figured it out—figured out everything that was going on in this crazy place. The mind control, the hypnotism, the tits getting bigger, and the men and women fucking endlessly—she had seen it all!

And she was going to expose the man behind it all and let him know who he was dealing with.

She knew that her looks would distract this power-hungry man, this Mister Craft. Certainly, he seemed to focus quite a bit on the way women looked. It was the early evening, and she still wore what she had arrived in that morning: outrageously expensive heels, pants, and a blouse.

Her tight dark pants showed off her ass incredibly—not to mention the length of her gorgeous gams—and her cleavage-baring blouse was only there to display how much her incredibly buoyant, young, perfect 36DD tits didn’t need a bra. So, of course, she didn’t wear one, exposing her twin beauties to all who looked—which was, she knew, everyone she passed.

Vivian was quite accustomed to being looked at. To say that she enjoyed it didn’t was beyond the point—it was simply a fact of life. She had been designed to be looked at and admired by the entire world. There was not a single doubt of this in her mind. Whatever 
could make this happen—whatever could enhance it and garner her more attention—was the morally correct thing to do.

There was also not a single doubt in her mind as to what this Mister Craft was up to. Somehow, he had brainwashed Jacqueline into being some lactating lesbian’s loveslave, and drugged Marisol so that her tits would get even bigger!

So, she strutted right past the busty secretary diddling herself in front of his office, and burst through the double-doors to his expansive office. Mister Craft was at the far end—his office rather bare and spartan—sitting behind a large desk and examining a series of papers and tablets with a pen in his hand.

“Miss Ruiz,” said Craft, barely looking up from the papers on his desk. “What a surprise.”

He certainly didn’t seem surprised.

“You think you’re so smart and superior, don’t you?” said Vivian. “You think you have this all well in hand. But, what you don't know is that I'm on to you.
”

Now he was paying attention. He set his pen down, looking bemused. “Are you now?”

“That’s right! I saw how your little Selene seduced Jacqueline. That flashy pendant and those drinks, or whatever.”

His eyes began to widen a bit. Vivian let herself stand up straighter, satisfied with the reaction. A smug smile crossed her lovely face.

“I saw that gangbang on Marisol, as well. I suppose you know that all those men could go to jail for that, and you too, for organizing it.”

He shrugged. “She certainly seemed to be enjoying it. I doubt you could put together any kind of a prison sentence with her in the state she's in. How did you see all of that?”

“As if you don’t know! Your man guided me around all day, and I ‘just so happened’ to stumble on your little orchestrated dalliances? Oh no, I don’t think so at all. That’s too coincidental. You wanted
 me to see them.”

“I did?”

“Of course you did. You wanted me to watch that bitch Jacqueline become a hot little coquettish kitten, so eager to please and curl up in her new mistress’s lap, just aching for the chance to 
lick pussy on command. Isn’t that right?”

“Well...”

Vivian held up a finger to her hot, elegant chin, posing automatically—she couldn't help herself. “And of course you wanted me to see the other side of what you can arrange. The hot, terrible forcefulness of your might—how you can make men unleash their brutality and cover a willing, needy babe in showers of cum—unprotected, I might add! She’s probably pregnant now!”

“I very much expect she is. But what do you think I was trying to do with all this? If, indeed, I planned you seeing it?”

“I imagine you wanted me cowed. You wanted me scared. You wanted me intimidated. Do I look intimidated, Mister Craft?”

She tossed her brilliant, lustrous dark hair back, standing proudly.

“No,” he said. “I have to admit, you don’t.”

He actually did look surprised now, thinking about that.

“That’s right. Do you want to know why?”

“I certainly do.”

She smiled, bending over at the waist, ass held high so that he could see its luscious arc, and purred, “I couldn't possibly be scared, because I am more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.”

His mouth hung open. “Beg pardon?”

“You heard me.” She tugged at her blouse, popping off a button, exposing even more of her perfect, toned visage. “I am turned on as hell. I want you to take me, right here, right now.”

With one hand, she cleared his desk, sliding up on to it. Her hair tumbled down her side, highlighting her sexy form. Craft was speechless.

“I’m not stupid, Sir.” She practically cooed the title. “I know you didn’t have
 to hire those other two models. And if you can exercise this much control and hire me, why not only bring me here? You wanted to show me how powerful you are.”

She moved one long leg over toward Craft—who had stood up, his hands wavering above her body. Her expensive heel slid up his crotch, pressing gently.

“You wanted me, in some way, to give in. But you thought you had to do it with intimidation, didn’t you?” She smiled sexily. “Only, 
power turns me on, Sir. It turns me on a lot. I want you to be able to own me, take me, break me, bend me to your will...but I want you do it knowing
 how badly I want you to do it.”

“Fuck.” Craft shook his head, grabbing at her leg now and touching it, as if to confirm that this was happening. She didn't protest in the slightest.

“Was I the object of your plans all along, Sir? Was it me you got all this money for? I did a little research, and if you offered Jacqueline and Marisol what you offered me, then you were giving up over three-quarters of your profits for the year.”

He nodded slowly, her hands on his shirt, drawing him in. She knew he was affected by her. Her beauty. He had probably watched her for years now—on the runway, on her swim shoots. Collecting candid photos of her from red carpet events.

“I bet you’ve cum to the thought of me before,” she said. “Looking at me in hot pictures of yours. Isn’t it so hot, so nice, so wonderful, that every time you’ve gazed lovingly into those pictures, feeling that hot connection, knowing I belonged just with you, only with you—isn't it so hot that every time you did that, that I was looking right back out, just at you, only at you? Don't you love knowing that even with all my beauty, all my perfection, that you were the only man I needed, this whole time?”

She tore his shirt open, revealing a broad, hot chest. Whimpering hotly, she stroked the muscles there with adoration.

“Isn’t it nice to know, Sir, that all I’ve really wanted this whole time was for your big, fat cock to fill me up?” Her green eyes were so open, so earnest. “I’ve gone on and on in interviews about being a virgin. Did you know that it was true?”

“Oh, man...”

With gusto, he ripped her pants off, revealing the sexy, hot, tanned flesh of her long, long legs. Tiny silver panties decorated her pussy—and were easily removed. Her pussy, waxed, waited for him, dripping out hot juice onto his desk.

“Did you know, Sir,” she drew her mouth up close to his, breathing so hard, “did you know that I’ve been saving myself...just for you?”

Unable to hold back any longer, Craft took her by the neck and 
cheek and kissed her hard. Vivian’s body ramped forward, an orgasm instantly rocking through her. She moaned tearfully into Craft, loving the cool, sublime slip of his control starting to slip over her mind. She could feel it, tendrils of his manipulation sinking into her brain...and she welcomed them. He probably couldn’t restrain himself.

Unbuttoning for a moment, Craft dropped his pants and kicked them aside. His cock—just as Vivian had hoped—was enormous, thick, and already hard. She needed
 it inside of her.

“How will you do it?” she asked him. “How will you take my mind? Am I feeling it already?”

“The crystals you saw, the shakes, the cameras...these are all extensions of my power. I can build them however I like, but the real power lies with me. Yes, to answer your question. I'm taking you already. Slowly. You'll be aware of every step.”

Vivian whimpered hotly. That was so fucking perfect. He deserved
 her.

Rancorously, she slipped her fingers straight into her gushing wet pussy. She only realized after she had done it that it wasn’t her idea—Craft had made her do that.

Mmm, god. He owned her already.

Grinning wickedly, he began to stroke his cock in front of her.

“Oh god,” she moaned, staring at it, feeling him raise her heat exponentially. “I need it! I n-neeed it! I’ve never needed anything so bad and I fucking need your cock so b-bad, Sir, please! I need you to get me pregnant
, please? On my first time. Pregnant on my first
 time!”

As if making ready to oblige, he stepped closer, using one powerful hand to pull her in...but kept his cock a hand’s length away from her pussy. Vivian’s perfect, pouty lips moved up and down in hot, longing movements, needing to kiss him again.

“P-please...” she gasped. “Anything. I’ll d-do anything...”

“Beg for my cock,” he commanded. “Beg for only my cock.”

“Please! Please let me touch it! Let me suck it!”

“You may stroke me. But nothing else.”

Eagerly, she obeyed. She realized that, any other man would be begging to fuck her, right now. But Craft was so powerful, so incredible, that she was begging him. He made

 her beg him.

“Real power belongs to me, doesn’t it?”

Her hand slid so fast and easy on his slick cock. “Oh, yes sir. God, you’re so fucking right, sir. I love how much power you have.”

Gently, he stroked her hair. “Are you grateful to me? Are you grateful for becoming mine?”

“Oh yes, Sir! Thank you for owning me, sir! Thank you for making me yours.”

“I’m not sure I believe you. You know, you’ll never be able to fuck me if that’s all you’ve got.”

“Thank you for breaking my will! And all my friends, too! God, you fucking own them so good, Sir. You destroyed
 their wills, just like they deserved! Thank you for bringing me here to be owned just by you. Only by you! You’re my Owner, my King, my God, My Master!
”

Finally he pushed her hand off his cock, and plunged himself into her cunt. She guided him in with eager passion, taking him into her like she had wanted for her whole, whole life. She had been born to be a supermodel goddess dedicated to fucking and loving her Master’s cock.

“My God,” she moaned. “My true Male. My Real Man. My Powerful Hunk.”

She said the words like that in her head as she spoke—capitalizing them, moaning them even in her mind as she moaned them out loud. She knew that was his domain now, and every small bit of affection she could coerce out of herself to give to him would be utterly his.

As he thrust into her again and again, bouncing her tits on his chest, her orgasm hovered right at the edge of her cascades of pleasure. It was building, building, building—and she knew that was him, once more, taking all the smaller orgasms he would have given her normally just from a single thrust (such a fucking hunk, her Master) and building them into one reality-breaking cum.

“I’m going to cum, Vivian,” he grunted. “My Vivian. My slave. My favorite. You want to feel it? You want my cum in your pussy?”

“Yes!” She begged him. “Please, yes! Do it now! Give it to me, Sir, please!”

Bucking and thrusting, he exploded inside of her, delivering his 
hot, amazing warmth just how she needed. Her own orgasm—just as she thought it would—broke the walls of her reality. Hot lines of light ran across her vision, pouring bliss directly into her brain. She was his, now and forever, and she wouldn’t have wanted it to be any other way.

After what seemed like an eternity, her mind flicked back on—to the sensation of her Master, hard and ready, already inside of her.

“Please,” she moaned up at him. “Take me again?”

He did not say anything, but he answered—his thrusts starting anew, his mouth adoring her perfect breasts. From across the office, her model friends walked in—Marisol and Jacqueline—along with Jacqueline's new fertile, lactating playmate. And yet, even so, he forced them down on their knees to watch as he took Vivian again.

Vivian was so happy to be the center of his attention, to be everything that he had wanted. She would be his ultimate trophy from now on—his personal declaration to the world about what a fucking stud he was. It was so, so unbelievably perfect, and so was she, to be the one he called his favorite.
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Bimbo Outfits!
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T
hey arrived at the house in pairs; six people in all. They were promised one hundred thousand dollars by the city of Fallow if they could clear the Kappa Kappa Phi Sorority house of any spiritual presence. A stolidly serious scientist and his mousy, sexless wife. Two devastatingly beautiful lesbian mediums, each trying to outshine the other. And finally, a lovely young caretaker and the mysterious, guarded man she had spent more than ten years trying to protect from the evil in the world.

But no amount of protection would do them any good. At Bimbo House, nothing was sacred. Unless they were careful, unless they were better than everyone who had arrived previously, they would end as everyone else who entered the house—as sex-obsessed maniacs, bent on fucking and breeding above all else.
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IT WAS THE DAY OF HALLOWEEN
, just past nine in the morning. The air was cold, crisp. Leonard liked the cold. It felt clean to him. It felt more honest than the heat, always trying to fool you into the thinking the universe cared. But the universe didn’t care. The universe was full of cold—had almost infinitely more cold than warmth. All the spots in the cosmos that existed that were hidden from light, hidden from warmth—these filled most of what made up matter.

Cold was honest. Cold didn’t lie. Cold would kill you if you let it, and it would tell you so all the way down to the freezing point.

Leonard was of average height, and considerably average weight for a man his age. His pants didn't quite fit around his belly anymore, and his years had immunized him from caring about the three or four inches his belly flopped down across his belt buckle. His hair, once thick and strong and dark, had worried away into a slight comb over which he did not bother to keep up with.

The Kappa Kappa Phi Sorority House, or Bimbo House
, as it had become known in the college town of Fallow, stood at the top of an imposing hill. A gravel drive slid up the hill and sloped slightly downward into a circular drive right in front of the imposing structure. All along the perimeter was a brick wall, layered with graffiti. The house itself, however, was suspicious clear of any vandalism. Even all the windows were intact.

Leonard stood with his young wife, Elaine, at the brick wall. Just twenty-five, Elaine had been a former student of his who approached him at a conference on the paranormal a few summers past. They quickly married. It had been a congenial relationship, thus far. Leonard would rate it highly. She did not seem to mind that he had little desire for sex, being so consumed with his work.

Elaine had on a thick dark blue sweater, her dirty blond hair in a loose ponytail spreading just past her shoulders. Her small, skinny form clung to Leonard. She was scared already. In his time on this earth, nearly forty-five years, Leonard had been to a number of haunted houses. But this one had a certain feeling to it that he could not quite wrap his head around.

They had been the first to arrive, followed quickly thereafter by Lilah Shaw and Marissa Hewitt, the region’s most famous mediums. Marissa was well-known for her sittings—in which she attempted to contact spirits of the dead—in absolute nudity. She was a former glamour model, and in many ways was like a taller, blonder, more beautiful version of Elaine. Her skin was just a bit
 more clear, her legs longer, her face even more lovely and blemish-free...

Leonard shook his head. Such thoughts would not do him well in the confines of the sorority house. Of Bimbo House
. It was known to play on the lusts of women and men, both.

Marissa’s partner, Lilah, was equally gorgeous, though more reserved. Marissa was dressed in an airy little green dress, baring 
her cleavage, showing off her tight leggings. Her sweater could not have possibly kept out the cold.

Lilah, on the other hand, though clearly a a phenomenal beauty, had her hair tied up in a ragged bunch, wearing several sweaters over a thick pair of sweat pants. Thick glasses were arranged around her eyes, almost coke-bottle like in their thickness. She had, to her credit, several degrees in paranormal studies. Why she persisted in her asinine mediumry when she was so very well educated was beyond Leonard.

The four of them now waited for Brian Badger and his caretaker, Penny Ambers. Badger was the only known person to survive Bimbo House unscathed.

Marissa and Lilah were jabbering away at something near the gate. Lilah had a notebook out, trying to show her partner some scribble or another. Marissa, instead, was holding a crystal to her head and balancing on one leg.

Ludicrous, thought Leonard. Absolutely ridiculous.

“How long do you think this will take?” Elaine asked him.

“No more than a day or two, I should think. We might even be out before the sun sets.”

“That’s all? To clear the house of a haunting presence?”

The city of Fallow had hired Leonard—and the mediums, and Badger—to clear the house. They wanted to build a new wing of the medical school there, but were concerned over the numerous reports over the years of the rather insane-sounding phenomena reported by every sort of person. Students, athletes, coaches, scientists, even politicians had confirmed that something fishy
 was happening at Bimbo House, at the least.

At the most, one could point to the veritable army of studs and bimbos that had been created after regular souls entered the house and left completely transformed. It was the sort of phenomena without equal anywhere that he had heard of.

Leonard shrugged. “It should be simple enough. Nothing we haven’t done anywhere else.”

“But this feels different,” said Elaine. “More dangerous. This isn’t some...some old soul wanting to be guided away. Everything I’ve read sounds...”

“Malevolent?”

“Lustful,” said Elaine. She shook as the wind picked up. “It’s dangerous in there, isn’t it?”

“Oh yes. It’s a veritable death-trap. Or...” he shrugged, wavering. “Not a death-trap. Doom-trap, shall we say?”

“What’s the difference?”

“Doom doesn’t mean you die, necessarily. It’s just a word, with a rather negative connotation, for fate. Anyone who goes in there is fated to a life of sluttified bimbodom or jockified studdom. It’s horrid. As you read.”

“If this place is so dangerous,” said Elaine, “how are we going to survive?”

“Science, my dear.” Leonard hugged her close. “Science! These pathetic jock and slut ghosts won’t see it coming.”

“Haven’t other people tried what you’re trying?”

“No!” His response was vehement. Elaine shrank backward. “I’m sorry, my dear. Forgive me. No, they haven’t. They’ve tried what those
 fools are doing,” he gestured toward the mediums, “several, several times. So, they’re here for...I don’t know. Consistency?” He checked his pocket watch. “And what the 1997 team tried, only he
 knows for sure.”

He pointed toward Badger, who had appeared at the foot of the hill with his caretaker. He looked older than his years, with a thick white shock through his hair. The thin man stopped, staring up at the house with his hands in his pocket. The pretty woman at his side fussed with his hair, tugging a cap down on his skull. He barely seemed to notice her.

“But,” Leonard finished, “no one has tried honest-to-god science
.”

Badger and Penny approached, and the six individuals drew together. They introduced themselves shortly. Leonard noticed Badger did not speak, relying instead on the motherly Penny to do so for him. She was a young woman, Penny, and doting on her charge. Leonard wondered what had drawn them together in such a way.

In short order, they opened the gate and walked up the hill. Elaine, no doubt, felt dread climbing in her belly. Or at least, that is what Leonard surmised from the way she clung to his arm.

“They’ve had the electricity turned on, and the gas too,” said Lilah abruptly. “And food will be delivered every morning.”

They all looked at her for a moment.

“I spoke with the Mayor this morning. He assured me it was all well in hand.”

The group approached the doors in the front of the house. Feeling his opportunity to set the record straight, Leonard cleared his throat.

“Now,” he said, clapping his hands. “I am sure you others have your own ideas of what is going to happen here. But the simple fact remains that he,” Leonard pointed at Badger, “is mostly here as bait for the forces inside and to fulfill some superstition on the part of the town council. And you,” he quickly spoke past Penny’s quiet objection, pointing instead at the mediums, “are here because no matter how many times your methods fail, people continue to believe your silliness. So, instead of that nonsense, we are of course going to prove my theory while we are here. The notion of the ‘paranormal’ is largely farcical. Are there real, unexplained circumstances, events, and phenomena that occur in the world? Most certainly. But must
 they remain inexplicable? I think not. I think it is, indeed, contrary to the entire notion of science to recognize that these phenomena take place and then to relegate them either to fantasies or to the so-called ‘supernatural.’”

“It’s irresponsible,” nodded Elaine, tugging close to his arm.

Leonard had hoped they would be at least somewhat moved by his speech. But no. The mediums had crossed their arms, staring at him in stony silence. Badger, however, did seem moved enough enough to talk.

“You may believe whatever you like, Doctor,” said Badger. “But this place has a real force in it. A true malevolence of spirit. And you should not trifle with it.”

“I believe it has real force, good sir! I do. I simply do not believe it is supernatural in nature, that’s all. It’s mindless. Purposeless. Just existing for the sake of existing.”

“We shall see.”

Badger opened the door slowly.

The entryway was its own room, in many ways. Like a church, 
there was a wall at one end separating it from the rest of the house. Two doorways led out into the house proper.

They all strutted inside with confidence, each of them holding their bags. Leonard quickly lost sight of Elaine, Badger, and Penny. He was focusing on the pictures of all the sorority sisters in the entryway. The mayor’s office had reported to him that the pictures had been taken down several times, and even delivered to the families of the deceased, but every time, they managed to show back up on the walls in this house within a matter of days.

“Curious...” he muttered.

He gazed at the portraits of the sorority presidents, the Catenberrys. Veronica, Marcella, Verona, Marina, all of them. All incredibly gorgeous, with sultry smiles on their lovely faces. They all seemed to be winking. Flirting, almost, as if they would pop out of the photos at any point. All of them with incredibly vibrant blue eyes. Even the black-and-white photos, you could tell their eyes were blue. Wasn't that something...

Leonard noticed suddenly that the air inside the house was warm, unseasonably so.

“You said the gas was turned on?” said Marissa, tugging Lilah’s arm.

“Yes,” said Lilah. “But only this morning. And not the furnace. All the way, I mean. I was told specifically they hadn’t turned it to a temperature, only made it operable.”

Lilah stopped near a wall, tapping at a thermostat. “Yes. It’s off.”

“Forty degrees outside,” said Marissa, “and seventy four in here.”

She stripped her sweater off and let it fall to the ground. Quickly, Lilah picked it up, frowning and stuffing it in the collection of their baggage. Marissa’s exquisite breasts were fully on display now, just the low-cut fabric of her dress. Slowly, Leonard tore his eyes away.

“Phenomena already,” he said quietly, trying to focus. “Remarkable. Yes, quite remarkable.”

“Dear?” came Elaine’s voice. “What’s all this?”

He followed the sound of Elaine’s voice through the house.

Shortly, he found her in the large hall past the entryway, standing with Badger and Penny. Supporting the vast, tall ceiling was a branching set of pillars, interlocking beautifully like a forest of 
branches.

At the base of the impressive architectural display, six costumes were on posts, the spotlights on the ceiling shining directly at them. The themes of the costumes were easy to identify. Two cheerleaders, a jock, a witch, a superhero, and a scientist.

“Look,” said Elaine. “There’s two men’s costumes...the football player and the scientist...”

“And four women’s costumes, yes.” Leonard nodded. “Don’t touch them. They’re no doubt dangerous, layered with the energy of this place. Pure manifestations of paranormal phenomena. Remarkable!”

“So what?” asked Marissa, joining them. “The house made some costumes. Big whoop.”

“It’s the same number as us,” said Lilah. She shoved her glasses upward and scribbled a few notes in her binder. “And the same gender. There were officiants from the mayor’s office here this morning. They didn’t report anything like this being here.”

“Mindless, purposeless force,” said Badger, raising an eyebrow at Leonard. “Indeed.”

[image: ]



AFTER A FEW MINUTES
 of staring at the costumes in some wonder, each separate pair began to go about their business in the immense great hall. The general feeling was that just because a few costumes had shown up didn’t make their work any less pressing. Far from it, in fact. That there was already such a high level of paranormal phenomena meant that they needed to be more on their game than ever.

Elaine felt her fear rising, having been the one to discover the strange, sexy costumes. She tried to let herself calm. All that really made her feel somewhat safe was by staying close to Leonard. She needed his strength, his calm. Her own calm had fled her long, long ago, and she only felt properly on solid ground in his presence.

A lifetime of taking care of her over-anxious mother had left Elaine afraid of her own shadow if it grew large enough. “Perhaps I'm growing as well?” she might ask. “Acromegaly kills seventeen people 
every year.”

Leonard's endless rationality would not tolerate such foolish, self-perpetuating notions of anxiety. Elaine loved him for it.

Slowly, she and her husband began unpacking his machine out from his bags.

Marissa and Lilah stopped their séance preliminaries, watching the couple. Marissa strutted over, tits jiggling with every step.

“What is that?” she asked brightly.

She leaned over, her tits nearly falling on top of Leonard’s head. Elaine regarded her with some disdain. It was not lost on her how pretty Marissa was. It was not lost on Elaine at all how the sexy, buxom blonde was like an upgraded version of herself.

It was rather lucky for her that Leonard didn't find much interest in sex. Elaine neither, for that matter.

She regarded Marissa's tall legs, her effortlessly sexy hair, her brilliant white smile.

Yes. Very lucky.

“This,” said Leonard, tapping the components of his machine, unable to hide his pride, “is the reason I know we shall succeed. This machine has cleared over fifteen hauntings in the past ten years. The Cleanser! It is infallible.”

Lilah looked skeptical. “Infallible?”

“It’s practically the Titanic.”

“The Titanic sank, dear,” whispered Elaine.

“Don’t you
 go starting on me.” Leonard huffed. “It works very well, in any case. It will dismantle any residual radiation leftover from the powers present here. With that radiation cleared, so too will be any phenomena. It’s all rather simple.”

“It seems like something out of science fiction,” said Lilah.

“Oh yes,” said Leonard, sarcasm rising. “And ‘speaking with dead spirits’ is just so terribly on the nose with common reality.”

Marissa was incensed, now. “There have been thousands
 of instances of individuals speaking with the dead recorded to your fifteen
 cleared hauntings, and I will have you know
—”

Badger cleared his throat.

They all turned to him, and then to where he was pointing. The costumes in the hall had begun to levitate, floating eerily in the dim 
light. Elaine clung to Leonard's sleeve at the fantastic sight.

“The house hears you,” he said quietly. “She
 hears you. The Catenberrys. They all hear you.”

“The Catenberrys?” asked Marissa. “Who’s that?”

“Oh really
, sweetheart,” said Lilah, crossing her arms. “Didn’t you read the packet I prepared for you?”

Marissa shrugged. “I skimmed it.”

“I apologize for any offense I may have given.” Leonard cleared his throat. “Obviously, there is power present which is acting—er—responding
 to our antagonistic attitudes. I should not have showboated so much. Perhaps a little history is in order, so that we may all better appreciate the ins and outs of this dangerous house? Mr. Badger, if you would please...?”

“Why me? You clearly know it.”

“Yes. But I don’t have so personal a touch as you.”

Badger frowned. “Very well.”

He strolled over to the long table in the middle of the great wall, running his hand along the wood.

“In 1952, the Kappa Kappa Phi Sorority was founded, and subsequently bought this house. It was purchased by Verona Catenberry, the mother of Veronica Catenberry, who was eighteen at the time. Veronica was named club president, and held that position for ten years, before handing it over to her younger sister, Frieda. Frieda transferred the reigns in eight years time to Marcella, Veronica’s daughter. And so on and on, until the final president, one Marina Catenberry. The leadership being so incestuous, over time, corruption became rather smiled upon and encouraged.”

Lilah snorted. “Of course.”

“I mean corruption of every kind. By the time the house was shut down in 1988, there was an orgy every weekend, and three different sex services run through these very doors. It operated as a brothel, an escort service, and as a phone sex service. The new girls in the sorority all had to work phone sex for a time before working their way up. It was said, believe it or not,” he eyed Lionel, “that the Catenberrys had a mystical connection of some kind. They could make others do what they wanted with simple force of will. It didn’t hurt that all of them were supremely gorgeous.”

Brian sat down on the table, letting his legs dangle down.

“There is a rumor,” he said, “and I don't know its veracity, mind you, that Veronica Catenberry, that first president, arranged the sorority house as a tribute to her lover, Homer. He was an old playboy, very well-to-do. Verona stole him away from his wife by promising him a harem of women to do his bidding, or so the story goes. But by the time she had the sorority under her complete control, a matter of months, Homer was old and sick. He entered the house, and, overwhelmed by what he saw, promptly fell down dead. It’s believed, by those who perpetuate the rumor, that this drove Veronica entirely mad. Made her obsessed with the occult, that sort of thing. The story goes that she was searching for his replacement ever since, and had her daughters and nieces do the same.”

“If they were so powerful,” asked Marissa, “then how did this place get shut down?”

“They all died, didn’t they?” asked Elaine. “A mass poisoning?”

“Yes.” Badger nodded. “A stupid thing. Someone put a little too much moonshine in the drinks one night, and someone else dropped just
 a few too many roofies in the punch. Bingo bongo, you got a house full of dead jocks and bimbos.”

“And now, they’re all haunting the place.”

“Or so the story goes,” said Leonard.

“Or so the reality is
,” said Badger. “1990. First recorded instances of paranormal activity at Bimbo House. 1992. The first official investigation into the occurrences here. Ten researchers sent in. All ten came out transformed. Five bimbos, five jocks. They’re still happily married to this day, though their collective IQ isn’t more than five hundred, I’d wager. 1994. Another investigation, this time by a state-wide offensive. The results were similar. 1997. My
 incident, as some of you may know. The local college had a few professors who orchestrated a seance for a class, none of them truly believing in the so-called superstitious...”

He continued, but his voice seemed to fade out of earshot for Elaine. She was too busy looking at the costumes, which had slowly levitated down to the floor.

The witch’s costume in particular called out to her. Elaine had never been one for Halloween. Always she had been forced to stay 
home and look after her dear mother, always so sickly or at least convinced she was sick. It was thankless work, with her mother so plugged up with pills that she was often barely conscious enough to say anything besides needing to go the bathroom. But, Elaine had felt fulfilled by the work.

All that fulfillment meant nothing when it came to the matter of having friends, however. She fell in love with practically the first adult male she spoke with. For all the years of her marriage, she counted herself fortunate to have fallen in with Leonard, who had so few demands as a husband and a lover. He wanted a companion, someone to show off to, and Elaine was more than willing to be impressed at his vast intelligence.

That costume, though, that witch’s costume. It spoke to her. The fabric was so nice, so soft-looking. It would frame her breasts just so.

My frame would be just lovely in that. Quite flattering.

She had dreams, from time to time, of dressing up for Halloween. Going out and dolling herself up like some tart, being taken off the street by some huge, big-cocked stud who wouldn’t take no for an answer and wanted nothing more than to fill her cunt until she was overflowing with his thick, gooey seed and make her beg to give her his babies...

“Elaine!” cried Leonard. “Didn’t I say not to touch the costumes?”

Elaine nodded slowly. “Of course, dear. Why—”

She looked down. In her hand was the sleeve of the witch’s costume. Oh, that was terribly odd, wasn’t it? When had that happened?

And why, why oh why, was her pussy dripping wet with arousal?
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HOURS PASSED, AND THEY
 all began to settle in. By early afternoon, they each had chosen rooms in the sweeping east wing of the house, where the electricity seemed to be most efficient. At first, Brian and Penny had tried to opt for separate rooms, until Lilah reminded them that perhaps it would be better, on the whole, to always stay with a partner.

The house could prey on isolation.

This whole affair rather scared Penny. She was not glad to be there, but she was glad to be surrounded by so many experts. It seemed, at least on the face of things, that Doctor Leonard knew what he was doing, and that if he didn’t, Lilah and Marissa certainly did.

She felt she had the most in common with Elaine, who had a sort of similarly scared look on her face all the time. But Elaine cowered next to Leonard so completely that it was hard to talk to her without somehow talking to Leonard as well. And while he did seem rather smart, he was...unpleasant. From the strange smell of his breath, to his sweating bald head, to the endless lectures he wanted to provide about his theories, there was not much use Penny had for the man.

The lesbians were another matter altogether. They were intimidating, the two of them together. Penny was quite all right with homosexuality in the abstract, where upon a movie protagonist might have a gay best friend or something like that. But it was an entirely different and slightly scandalizing
 experience to watch two such lesbians dote and bicker at each other like some old married couple. The way Marissa and Lilah expressed their exasperation with such stolidity and joviality impressed her, really. She was just unused to such things. The thought crossed her mind that at their home, they might have family photos of themselves, posing for pictures in front of landmarks.

It was fine. It was just odd for her, that was all.

The room she had with Brian was large. There was only one bed, but Brian had already layered out a sleeping bag on the floor. He had insisted, before coming, that he was not going to sleep in any of the soiled sheets that the house sported. So, Penny had a bed to herself.

I wouldn't mind sharing it with Brian. If only he'd ask...

Whoever’s room it had been once must have been some boy-crazy girl. On the walls, still, were posters for old eighties bands and sporting the teen idols of at least a dozen television shows. Penny felt overwhelmed with poofy hairstyles and jean jackets, landmarks of the eighties.

Now, Brian was in the bathroom, and Penny waited outside. That was most of her role for the older man—waiting to be told what to do.

He was, she knew, only here in this house because the city council 
had demanded it. At one point in his life, he had been considered a rather gifted personality medium—that is, he could allow the personalities of spirits to enter his body and act through him. But, no longer was that the case. Ever since the incident at Bimbo House more than a decade before, he had shut himself off completely.

Penny had entered Brian’s service some five years ago, when she was still in college. His assistant before that time had been an older matronly woman, but she passed away from injuries sustained during a car accident. Penny had found Brian’s frantic posting for help on the internet, and decided she was going to be the one to save him.

It was a flaw of hers, trying to save others. She couldn’t help herself. That was why she had pursued her degree in social work. If this business with Brian ever calmed down, she would go after her graduate degree as well.

For the most part, Brian could take of himself. He was an able reader, stayed abreast of politics, and liked to spend his time volunteering at local charities, spooning out stew at homeless kitchens, that sort of thing.

But he would not drive. He would not spend any time in a kitchen. He would not even sleep unless someone was nearby—in the same room, when he was at his worst, but mostly a room adjacent would work fine.

From his experience at Bimbo House when he was just barely eighteen, he had developed an array of crippling phobias that disallowed him from travel, eating, and rest, and it was only with Penny’s assistance that he was able to do all of this. He was terrified to do anything with too much responsibility because of his belief that at any moment, if he allowed his guard to go down by becoming consumed with a task, then spirits would take him over and ruin his life or the lives of those closest to him.

Of course, at this point, the only one closest to Brian was Penny. She would be flattered if he ever actually said it, or thanked her. But, she supposed he showed his gratitude in other ways. Her bi-monthly paycheck, for example, was quite handsomely endowed. Brian inherited quite a lot of money when his parents died young, which was how he got away with not holding down any sort of proper job 
for so many years.

She sighed, fiddling at her thumbs as she sat on the bed. Brian was taking his time in the bathroom. She could hear running water, though. That was good.

Walking over to the mirror, she adjusted her vest and then her pants. She was naturally a slender girl, though she took care to mind her diet. Her mother had been terribly obese before her heart attack and subsequent death, and Penny was deathly afraid of the same thing happening to her. Her hair, caught in a short ponytail, framed her pretty face.

I'm so very lovely. He'd certainly let me touch his cock if I asked nicely enough.

Suddenly, her face in the mirror winked seductively—but Penny had not winked.

She started, rubbing her eyes and then poking at the mirror. Nothing out of the ordinary happened.

“B-Brian?” she asked. “There’s something...something you should...”

She trailed off.

“Brian?”

She knocked on the bathroom door. He had been in there far too long.

“Brian? Brian, would you come out, please?”

She heard him rustling around.

“I...I can’t.”

“Please, Brian. You’re scaring me.”

“Fine.”

She could hear the reluctance present in his voice. The water shut off, and she heard him stomp to the door.

He cracked open the door.

“I’m just...it’s embarrassing.”

“What
 is, Brian?”

“It’s my...you know. My...manhood.”

“Your...” her eyes widened. “Oh. My. It’s...?”

“Yes. It won’t go down.”

“Not at all?”

“No. Look.” He swung the door open now, letting her see the 
enormous tent he had behind his boxers.

It was the one mark of his stay at Bimbo House from so many years ago. His cock had forever been altered, forever made huge. It sounded like a blessing to some—what man wouldn’t love sporting a huge cock? But Brian had forever been terrified of fucking any woman with it. It was cursed, or so he thought, and to touch another person with its cursed properties would be to ruin their lives. And so, he had been celibate for his entire run since the last time being in this house.

This was why he had agreed to come in the first place. The money being offered meant little to him. If the place truly could be cleared, if he could help it happen, then perhaps he’d have his normal cock back, and he’d be able to have sex like a normal person again.

For the longest time, Penny thought he was just being superstitious. She dismissed these fears, and had idly suggested that he get a girlfriend of some sort until finally he demanded that she stop bothering him with the issue.

And then, one Autumn afternoon just a few years ago, Penny had smelled his cum, shortly after entering a room where he had just masturbated. Brian had shuffled out in a hurry, trying to hide what he’d done, but Penny knew. She grew up with three older brothers—she knew what Brian was about.

Reaching down to clean up his spent tissues—it was her job to keep everything tidy, after all—she had accidentally inhaled the strong, musty scent of his unloaded seed.

She drifted for hours afterward, her mind suddenly a potent realm of lust and forbidden appetites. She masturbated, and the feeling only intensified. She came again, and again, it only got worse. This continued, and finally she managed to quell it all with a bottle of wine and a good cold shower, but until that point, she had seriously considered for the first time seducing her charge.

After that incident—after just inhaling
 the scent of his furiously arousing cum and not being able to do anything but masturbate for nearly a quarter of a day—she believed that something
 was happening with Brian. As the months went on, it became harder and harder to contain herself around him, though. She’d always thought he was rather attractive.

So attractive. I really must fuck him some day. It might as well be now. Here.

“I’m...I’m really sorry,” he said. “It’s just, it’s hard, and I don’t know what to do about it. I ran cold water on it for five full minutes, and nothing.”

“Can’t you...jerk it off?”

Penny felt her mouth beginning to salivate. God, that was one huge cock. It would be so easy to imagine him jerking it, to imagine him cumming and spilling everywhere...maybe even on her shoes, or her legs...

That wouldn’t be so bad, right?

“I can, it’s just...we’re not supposed to be alone, you know that. And I’m afraid that if I close my eyes and start masturbating, then I’ll be vulnerable to the spirits here.”

“Oh. Right. That makes sense.”

It was getting rather hard to think. Her thoughts had been invaded by a heavy, lusty cloud. She didn’t know it, but she was licking her lips every few seconds, in between biting on her lower lip.

“I was wondering if you could help me.”

“Help...you?”

Penny’s heart began to race. Was he really asking her?

“Yes. I thought that you could...touch it, you know. And then I wouldn’t be vulnerable, lost in my thoughts. And I would...just...unload all this energy.”

“Oh,” said Penny. Her nipples had begun to stand proudly erect in her tiny shirt. “I see.”

“We could, you know. Put a towel over it. Or a sheet, something. So you wouldn’t have to look. I don’t think I’d last long. I’m really, really turned on.”

Penny’s fingers trailed along the bed, inching slowly toward his cock.

“And you really...really can’t jerk off?”

“No. It’s too risky.”

“But how will me jerking you off be any better?”

“You don’t make me feel vulnerable, Penny. You make me feel strong.”

Despite herself, she blushed.

“How...how would that work?” she asked. “I’ve never really...I mean I’ve had sex
, but I’ve never jerked a guy off, believe it or not. Do I just...?”

She slid her hand to his boxers, sliding them down. His immense cock was lowered momentarily, and then sprang up, bigger than before. A little dollop of precum landed on Penny’s hand.

“Oh, shit,” said Brian. “I’m sorry. No, you don’t have to—”

She licked it up, not thinking. It tasted sweet.

“Wow. You just...swallowed it.”

She shrugged. “Yes. I’d like to stay clean, if you don’t mind. Now, I should just take you, like this?”

With an ease that surprised even her, she wrapped her slender, soft hand over the head of his cock and then slowly started to tug. She could feel his precum sliding down her throat, warming every section of her body it passed. She found herself wanting to taste more and more of it. Maybe if she asked sweetly, he’d let her clean up his cock when she was done.

That’s what she did for him, after all. Clean up after the messes he made. It would only be fair that she do it for this sort of mess. What sort of servant would she be to him if she didn’t take care of this singularly important human need? She continued to stroke, considering this.

“God,” moaned Brian. “You are...you are very good at that.”

Penny felt herself glow with the compliment. Brian practically never complimented her. It was always, “Too little” this and “Not quite” that. Her joy flooded into her hands, where she had found a hot, practiced, rhythmic motion sliding back and forth on his slick cock. Smiling, she came closer to him, drawing her hand against his shoulders.

“Is it better if I whisper in your ear, like this?” she asked. “Is it better if I’m asking you to cum?”

He stiffened. “Y-yeah. That’s better.”

“Won’t you cum, Brian? Won’t you cum while I jerk you off? You need
 to cum, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck. Oh god. Penny...”

“Come on, then. Go ahead and cum. It will be so, so
 nice. So very, very
 nice...”

His cock spasming, he spurted out his thick, heavy load. Penny instinctively aimed it downward so that it spilled all over her bare feet. The rich, warm feeling of his cum on her skin was incomparably sweet. Some of it got on her hands. Instinctively, she licked it up, just like she had with the precum.

For a second, he stared at her, wonder in his eyes. She thought he might tell her something intimate, something important. Then, the cloud receded from Penny’s mind, and she noticed she was standing with gooey, cooling cum all over her toes. Brian’s naked cock, softening by the second, still pulsed out little strands of warm cum every few seconds.

“What...the fuck, Brian?”

She pushed him away, running into the bathroom to wash herself off, the taste of his cum still fresh in her mouth. How the hell had he convinced her into letting that happen?
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“IT’S NO USE,” SAID
 Lilah, after a full two hours of meditation. “I’m just completely cut off.”

Marissa sighed, her medallions tinkling away on her well-developed chest. “I hate to admit it, but you’re right. I’ve gotten nowhere. I don’t understand it.”

“I know. There’s so much power
 here. So much...lust
 and energy. It doesn’t make sense that we can’t tap into any of it.”

“Unless,” said Marissa, “we’re just not trying the way they want us to try.”

“They?”

“Well, obviously the Catenberrys are still in charge. Why wouldn’t they be? They ran the place when they were alive. No doubt they’re still running things now, if anyone is.”

A thick, heavy cloud slid over Marissa’s mind. Thick lids slid down over her eyes, and she bit her lip, staring at her lover. Lilah looked so fucking cute
 in those thick sweaters, those gross sweatpants. Marissa thought she looked extra cute because of how she was the only one who got to take advantage of what an absolutely smashing body Lilah had underneath all of that.

God, but she wanted to fuck. They had fucked all
 
night last night before coming to Bimbo House. They thought that by releasing all that sexual energy, it would make it easier to resist the veritable bank vault of lust that was Bimbo House.

So far, though, all that crazy night had done was instill a wealth of fresh memories of her lover’s incredible body in Marissa’s mind. She’d love to see Lilah dress up a little hotter. If only there was some way to get her to show off, just a little. Some way to encourage her to display those gorgeous tits she had, or that banging ass.

If only there were some social construct designed just for that purpose...

The lights over Marissa’s head dimmed and then became brighter, suddenly.

“What if...we wore those costumes?”

“The costumes
?” Lilah snorted. “You can’t be serious.”

“Don’t tell me you agree with that buffoon, Leonard. That they’re some malevolent force
 given form.”

“Well, no, but...”

“Then they must
 be a sign from the house itself! From the Catenberrys, from all the spirits trapped here! We must put them on to understand them better. To see what the Catenberrys want us to see.”

Lilah frowned. “I don’t know, Marissa. That’s a pretty big risk.”

“What’s the saying—no risk, no reward?”

“Yeah. And what about ‘no risk, no risk?’ I’m not putting my body
 on the line just to prove Leonard wrong. Even if he is a buffoon.”

Marissa slid forward, pushing her hands across Lilah’s lap.

“Please?”

“Don’t make that face. You know I can’t turn you down when you make that face.”

“Pleeeease?”

Lilah rolled her eyes.

“It’s such
 a dumb idea. This is a really, really dangerous place, Marissa.”

“Come on. Don’t you want
 to see me all dressed up like a cheerleader?”

This was a very old kink of Lilah's. Marissa had seen the porn on 
her lover's computer. Yes, even super-serious mega-study nerds like Lilah had to look at porn, once in a while.

“You’d...” Lilah gulped slowly. “You’d wear the cheerleader outfit?”

Marissa nodded, eyes sparkling. “I’d even do a little cheer for you. And when we beat this place? When we prove Leonard wrong? I’ll wear it while I eat you out.”

Lilah bit her lip, moaning softly. Her dark eyes smoldered with possibility.

“O-okay. Fine. We’ll put them on. But only for a few minutes, okay? And if anything strange starts happening...anything at all! We have to stop, okay?”

“Sure!” Marissa giggled happily. “You bet.”

Quickly, they started downstairs to the great hall. No one was around. They could hear Leonard humming loudly in one study, building his machine.


What a dumb man. I'll prove him wrong
.

In the great hall, the costumes were still where the crew had left them. The spotlights shone on them, highlighting small dust particles floating in the air.

As Marissa approached them, some feelings of dread took hold. Was this the right thing to do? How had she gotten this silly idea, anyway? Wear
 the costumes? Was she insane? Marissa touched the cheerleading outfit slowly. And then...

All feelings of worry dripped away, like ice cream on a hot day. Next to her, Lilah giggled—actually giggled—
as she began to strip off her clothes.

Very soon Marissa was naked. And very soon after that, the tiny cheerleading costume was decorating her hot young body. The skirt barely went past her ass—it wasn't even trying. The top was a sort of tube top, red and white, with a wide v-neck to expose her luscious, expanding cleavage. The flesh rippled with sudden, pleasant growth.

Her already rather large breasts were growing. The fabric strained to hold them inside.

God, that was cool. She looked down at her titties, eyes wide with greedy lust.

“They're like, growing,” she said, unable to hide her delight.

“Mine too!” said Lilah, voice girlish and high-pitched.

She looked at her lover for the first time since they changed, and her jaw dropped.

Lilah hardly ever dressed up. She was notoriously stodgy, as a matter of fact, and refused to gussy herself up just the amusement of others.

But now, in that cheerleading outfit, she looked like a sex goddess stepped out from some hentai cartoon. Her tits were enormous, twin globes of lusty perfection, and her hair swept in a thick blanket around one shoulder and wrapped around her tight, toned waist. Before Marissa's very eyes, Lilah's skin became more and more tan, and her eyes started to glow with a supernatural blue hue.

Lilah giggled. “The outfit, like...doesn't come with any panties...”

“Oh, really?” Marissa got down on her knees, pulling Lilah with her. “Like um...I think I had better check and make sure. Maybe they're just really small?”

Their promise of stopping if anything became strange was obviously forgotten, and happily so.

Marissa pushed up the skirt of her lusciously transformed lover's outfit, exposing her absolutely naked pussy. Lilah used to have a rather thick bush, but now it was bare and smooth, perfect for licking. Moaning, Marissa leaned in and began to lick away at Lilah's cunt, and was pleasantly surprised when the brunette beauty began orgasming almost immediately.

“L-like, l-like, oh my god!” Lilah cried. “Oh my like, god! Y-you have t-to stop, like, I'm getting dumber n' dumber n' stuff! I can feel like, my thoughty bits poppin' away!”

Trying to be attentive, Marissa slowed down and slipped her fingers up and down her lover's slick folds.

“Are you sure you want me to stop, baby?”

Lilah giggled, sliding her hands up against Marissa's. Their skin was silky smooth.

“S-stop?” She giggled again, her pussy throbbing with orgasmic bliss. “Why stop? I don't wanna think. Make 'em all pop!”

Still quivering with lustful juices, pulses of bliss obviously sliding through her, Lilah maneuvered around on the floor and slipped her tongue up on Marissa's hot, needy pussy.

“Two can like, play at that....um...like...the pussy licking.” She giggled, sliding her face deep between Marissa's thighs.

Just like Lilah, Marissa came almost immediately. Her pussy felt super charged. Spasms shook her, and continued to shake her, each one a signal of fresh, hot bliss spreading through her tiny busty body. Just a few short, hot licks of her partner's immaculate tongue and she was cumming. Determined not to be outdone, even as the pleasure fried more circuits in her tiny bimbofied brain, she continued to lick away at Lilah's cunt.

Marissa could feel herself getting dumber with each sparkling hot orgasm that rippled through her body. Understanding of the intricacies politics popped away. Science. Spirituality. Math. Even big, hard, complicated words like politics, science, spirituality and math were lost on her now, holding as much meaning as a sock full of mud. She didn't care. No doubt Lilah was the same.

Before long, they were too dumb to even know that they couldn't do anything, anymore, except lick one another's pussies like the hot lesbian bimbos they had become. They rolled across the floor, trading lick after lick, sliding into new rooms as they tumbled on the ground and grew ever more gorgeous and more dumb.
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AFTER EIGHT HOURS IN
 the house, with the sun coming down outside and the moon swinging upward to announce the brilliant Halloween night, Leonard’s machine was finally fully calibrated and ready to go. On the table in the study adjacent to the great hall, the machine looked like little else than a small row of metal boxes. But within those boxes was great power. He could turn the machine on at any moment, and completely rid this house of all so-called “evil” presences.

In truth, he would just be reversing the leftover radiation from all the psychic energy that had been poured into the walls of this place over the years. Not so much a “cleansing” as a “dissolution.” But, whatever made the city council happy. He would have his hundred thousand dollars, and his reputation would be that much more confirmed in the world.

He sat down on a tall chair across from his machine.


I deserve a break. A reward. That was hard work
.

The thought came completely unbidden to him, but that was all right. He agreed with it. He did
 deserve something of a reward for his work. He was well content to just sit and close his eyes and wait for his wife to come and tell him how well he’d done.

He didn’t know where she went. She had said, some thirty minutes ago, that she was going to the bathroom, but it had been quite a long while since then. He wondered if he ought to be worried.


Nonsense. This house is perfectly safe
.

Yes. Safe. Everything was safe here, and doubly so now that his machine was fully ready!

He tried to get comfortable in the high-backed chair, but it was rather difficult. It seemed to be actively pushing against him. He could really use a stiff drink to help himself relax.

The cabinet there. Probably there’s liquor.

Curious, he stood up to follow up on the sudden inspiration. Lo and behold, there was a tall bottle of well-aged brandy there, and a clean glass right in front. He took a long sniff of the stuff, and then a little sip.

Whoa! That was strong. He poured out just a finger of it into the glass.

He only needed a little, after all.


There’s so little of it. I could probably take it all in one gulp
.

Of course he could. There was no reason to goad himself, though. He was an adult, after all, and had no need to prove himself in childish drinking games.


I suppose that means I can’t do it
.

Stubbornly, he quaffed the brandy all in one go, and had barely felt the burning rush of the liquid down his esophagus when he was pouring himself another glass, two fingers this time—and downing that one too.


Wow! I suppose I was wrong. I’m rather good at drinking
.

He was
 good at drinking. He poured yet another glass, with twice as much as the previous amount, and merrily walked back to the high backed chair.

My, but it was
 a comfortable chair. He must have been sitting in 
it completely wrong. Why on earth had he adopted such a stiff sitting style? The proper way to sit in a chair was to slouch over, hanging loose like you didn’t care. Yes, that was ideal. This way, his hands drug against the ground a bit as he giggled and sipped away at his brandy.

“Good!” he proclaimed loudly, banging the back of the tall chair. “Delicious!”

Slowly, the door to the great hall opened. Leonard took a long look at the door, a bit perturbed.


Must have just been the wind. Old house. These things happen
.

Yes, yes, of course. That made sense. That was all rational. Science! That was the word of the day. That’s what would save everyone here.


Still, might be better to go look. Maybe Marissa’s out there
.

Oh yes, Marissa. God, he’d love to get her drunk. They could both knock a few back and create some regrets for one another. Wouldn’t that be fun? The thought of his cock, riding through her gentle, perfect tits until he sprayed his load all over her pretty face...

He stepped out into the great hall, feeling frisky. His cock pushed hard against his khakis. If he could find Elaine, he’d fuck her right there in front of everyone. She had earned a good fucking from his mighty cock, after all. He deserved it, didn’t he? Deserved her begging to fuck him. After all, she wasn’t nearly as good as Marissa, and he rather thought Marissa ought to be begging to suck him off as well.

Wait. What?

Don’t worry about it. Have a drink.

Oh, yes. That was better. The brandy tasted strong. A nice strong haze spilled over his thoughts. That’s what he needed. That's what he deserved. He stepped proudly from one end of the hall to the other, unbuttoning his shirt slowly. He had a chest, after all. A manly chest. He was a man!

Where had his wife gone to, anyway?

Probably to fuck that Badger. He’s so much better looking than me.

That was an odd thought. He never had such thoughts, such jealous arrangements.

At the front of the hall, still, were the costumes. Or rather, four of them were left. The jock, the witch, the superheroine, and the scientist.


Don’t need to put on the scientist. You can’t dress up as what you are
.

Leonard harrumphed. He wasn’t going to put any
 of those costumes on. They were all rather ridiculous, and besides, they were probably loaded with...with...

He took a drink.

What was he thinking about?

Oh, yes. The costumes. He came closer to them, eyeing them slowly. In particular, he focused on the jock’s costume. A football jersey, complete with white stretchy pants. He’d never been much of one for sports. It used to be he was made fun of for his brains in school. People mocked him, called him brainiac and Einstein. He had never understood why those were insults. It was good to be smart!

“Good!” he grunted, grabbing the jersey angrily. “A good thing, dammit!”

A calm drifted over him. This jersey material really was quite nice. Finishing his drink—taking in more than half of what had been poured in it—he took it off the stand and held it up.

It was all very safe. He wasn’t going to wear it, for chrissakes. Just look at it a little.

You could wear it, though. You’re so strong. Strong men wear jerseys. That’s the first step in being a real athlete.

Yeah. Yeah! Why couldn’t he wear it? He was an adult. Who was going to tell him what to do?

Slowly, he slipped the jersey over his head. It felt good. Correct.

In almost no time at all, his old clothes were laying about the hall, and he had the football pants slipped up on his legs. He noticed for the first time that there were women's clothes around the costumes. Who had left those there? That looked like Marissa's dress...

Then, he started to grow. His muscles spasmed and rippled, and the ground became further and further away. He was becoming taller. He was becoming stronger
.


You're a stud. A real stud. The biggest stud who's ever existed
.

That was certainly true enough! Who would argue against that? 
He'd like to find out. He'd fight that person until they were dead! He'd smash them and break them with his big jock muscles. That's what hot jocks did, dammit!

His bulge was clearly evident in the tiny white pants, a monstrosity of a cock prepared for any hot bitch who happened by.

Suddenly, he heard something. Back in the study. A giggling sound.

His blood rose. It sounded like cheerleaders. Leonard loved
 cheerleaders. He loved fucking them until they couldn't walk without being sore.

Drunk still, and stumbling madly, breaking through tables and cracking open chairs, he arrived in the study. On the table there, as if waiting for him, were a series of metal boxes.

The machine.

His own voice had become a delicate arrangement of slurs. “Machine? Wuzzat?”

Complicated. Too complicated to explain. You probably wouldn’t understand it.

“Wunn’t unnerstan it? Wutoryou, callin’ me a stupit?”

Oh no. I wouldn’t do that. But it’s just...beyond you, that’s all. You don’t need to worry about it.

Don’t need to worry about it! Huh! Yeah, right!

Who did this machine think it was, anyway?

With a roar, he picked it up over his head and smashed it down to the ground. Then he laughed. Ha! Stupid machine. That busted it but good. He was pretty strong. He could bust all sorts of things. He posed for a moment, flexing his muscles hard.

Suddenly, as if a mist was clearing in the air, Leonard could hear giggling and soft licking sounds from back in the great hall. The sounds were so loud that it was impossible for him not to have heard already, but he must have been focused, before, on the...

...the...

The something. Who cared? Peeking out into the great hall, he once again heard the giggles that he had heard before. It was so sexy
. There was nothing he liked more than a good, sexy giggle.

Were those the cheerleaders that he heard before? He followed the sound, walking through the great hall into the dining room 
across the way.

He’d bust their little lesbian cherries. They had earned it, and so had he.
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THEY DECIDED THEY HAD
 to get out of the room and walk around the house a bit. It smelled too much like his cum, now, and the scent was making both of them want to engage in more inappropriate activities.

It wasn’t that Brian wasn’t attracted to Penny. God, no. It was the exact opposite, as a matter of fact.

He was doing his god-damnedest to make sure that he wasn’t falling in love with her.

Brian had lusted after her since just about the moment he hired her; it was, in fact, the entire reason
 he had hired her.

His previous caretaker, Miss Tursley, had been stodgy, difficult to work with, short-tempered, and sported a long list of pet peeves that could all inevitably make her short-temper become even shorter. That said, she was exceptionally efficient and orderly, and always had his life in order. From her first day on the job, Miss Tursley had allowed for Brian to devote his time and finances exclusively on his charity work, where before he was so beset with his various fears that he could hardly eat or leave the house.

The absolute best thing about Miss Tursley, of course, was that Brian felt absolutely no sexual attraction toward her at all. She was matronly, always.

Over time, they had come to understand one another, even with all their various bits of stubbornness. And so, when she died, as it sometimes happens with people who spend an inordinate amount of time with one another, he took on some of her characteristics. His fears turned to anger, and his stolidness into stubbornness. Much of this he took out on Penny, but it was only to keep her at bay. If he betrayed his true lust for her, then he might doom her to a life of bimbo servitude.

When interviewing new applicants, he met a variety of perfectly appropriate men and women, all of whom he knew would do a 
terrific job.

Then Penny walked in. Young, beautiful, and with almost no relevant experience. Something about her called out to him, making him need
 to keep her close to him. He had the means and the opportunity, and so he made it happen.

It wasn’t from the moment he saw her that he fell in love with her. It was the moment he touched her hand. There was some deep, instant connection that he could not walk away from.

Something about it always felt disastrous, like it would ruin him some way. But the feeling was so intoxicating, so powerful, and she so beautiful with her sparkling blue eyes and gorgeous, arched cheekbones and tiny, busty frame, that he could not help but indulge his desires more and more.

She had messed up everything he needed for about six months. She dinged and bashed his car all to hell, not being much of a driver before entering his employ. The taste of her cooking was on a spectrum between cardboard and wet pavement.

If not for the inestimable feelings he had for her, she would have been fired within a week. But those feelings were there, and he could not bear to delete her from his life, like some stray sentence caught on a word processor.

But over time, she improved. Now, she was better than Miss Tursley had been even at her very best. It was a thrilling thought that he had, from time to time, imagining such a beautiful young woman carrying out his will, doing his bidding...

“Do you smell that?” Penny asked suddenly.

They were in the hallway upstairs which trailed the perimeter of the great hall. Leonard stopped, sniffing.

Penny inhaled deeply. “It smells like...like...”

Brian did smell it, and he knew why she was having trouble bringing it up. It was the thick, heavy stench of sex; the same stench (or close enough) that they had stepped out of the bedroom to get away from.

Slowly, Brian creaked open the nearby door into the dining room. The second floor was, at one point, supposed to hold bookshelves, but mostly it just held framed glamour shots of all the girls throughout the years. The small second floor was arranged such that 
all of it was a sort of balcony to the dining room, bannisters providing a barrier to the large opening in the center of the floor.

They came to the bannister and, instinctively, Brian crouched down. Something was happening. Something disastrous.

Through the openings of the bannister, he saw two gorgeous young women in North University colors, red and white. In cheerleading uniforms, as a matter of fact. They sat on one another’s lap, fingers buried in each other’s snatches. Their long hair created an enormous, shiny pile next to them.

It was Marissa and Lilah, he realized. They made out passionately, completely oblivious to the fact that they had been unalterably influenced by the house.

More than just influenced, he thought—changed.

Marissa’s hair was already quite long, so it was harder to tell with her. She sported long, golden hair that was voluminous and sexy quite naturally.

But Lilah, her hair had most certainly been cut short. Now it was impossibly long and growing longer by the second, sliding down around Marissa’s body. It slithered around her waist like the arm of a lover, thick and soft, shining with vibrant health.

The tits of both mediums had appeared to grown as well. It could have just been the outfits, that was true. They were so tiny, almost like bikini tops for the girls. Their massive tits pressed outward against each other, crushed so perfectly that Brian had terrible trouble not focusing on that.

But even if their tits hadn’t been enlarged, they definitely hadn’t been leaking milk before. And without a doubt, they were leaking milk now. The floor around them was covered in the thick creamy substance.


All that milk. So...so fertile
...

And their eyes—the eyes of both were now eerily blue. Hypnotically blue. Supernaturally blue. Brian distinctly remembered their eyes being brown before.

“Weren’t the Catenberrys eyes all blue?” he asked aloud.

Penny was right behind him. “What?”

“I asked...never mind.”

He abandoned the track of questioning—Leonard had walked in.

Or at least, Brian could only assume it was Leonard. He was the only other male in the house. But to be sure, he looked nothing like Leonard, not anymore.

Gone was the fading hairline, the pudge around the belt, the soft chest and ill-fitting pants.

No, the man who arrived was unquestionably a stud
. His chest was hard and wide. His shoulders were massive, large enough to push trucks around. His arms were easily as thick around as Marissa or Lilah’s waists. And his hair was a thick dark mass around his head, almost feathered down around his ears.

“Hey girls,” said Leonard, voice thick and deep. “Looks like you’re practicing cheerleading pretty hard.”

Marissa—it could only be Marissa, she was too blonde and gorgeous not to be—giggled and nodded. “Oh yeah, babe. We’ve like, been practicing real
 hard for a while now.”

Lilah nodded too, sliding her face against that of her lover. The tight cheerleading outfit put her tremendous breasts on display for Leonard. Brian had a hard time looking at her without feeling especially aroused. She was just completely gorgeous.

“Won’t you come and like, let us show you our moves?” Lilah giggled. “You know, like...since we’ve been practicing so hard?”

Any semblance of the smart, studious young woman was completely gone. She had been utterly bimbofied.

And despite himself, Brian could not be anything but hard at the sight. He tried to adjust and move, but any motion just made the head of his ultra-sensitive cock drag across the material of his jeans.

At this point in his life, the rough, sometimes soft and sometimes sturdy surface of his jeans had been used to hide his enormous erections for so long that his cock had transposed the feeling of hiding his arousal into arousal itself.

“Oh yeah,” said Leonard. “I’d love to see everything
 you’ve got.”

A strange, funky tune started playing in the room, something out of a movie from forty years before. None of the three seemed to notice.

Quickly, Marissa stood up and stripped Leonard’s pants off. Lilah, hanging on his thick arm, let out a happy squeal at the size of him.

“Like, oh my God!” giggled Lilah. “You’re like, a super massive 
hunk!”

Leonard nodded proudly. “That’s right. And what do cheerleaders do to super massive hunks like me?”

Marissa wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking expertly. “We like...suck their cocks?”

“Yeah. We suck the cocks of studs like you...and then we get fucked by them!”

Marissa’s eyes widened. “Oh yeah, baby! Could you fuck us, too? You’re such
 a stud...”

“Why don’t you start sucking,” said Leonard, brimming with confidence, “and then we’ll see about the rest?”

The two bimbos seemed positively melted by his oozing machismo. Their tits openly leaked hot milk down his massive arms, and he didn't seem to mind in the least. To them, he was so incredibly masculine and dominant that they could do nothing but gently get down on their knees and begin to obey.

Their attentions were immaculate. Their thick creamy milk was quickly mixed around his torso and balls, and so every lick and kiss they gave to his enormity was covered in their own sexy cream.

Even though Leonard’s pole was long and thick, somehow they both were able to wrap their mouth around it. While one sucked, no doubt filling up her throat with his massiveness, the other attended his ball sack and slurped up every part of his huge fertile seed factory that she could. Sometimes, they just slid their lips up his cock together, letting their tongues meet on the roof of his cock as they moved in perfect tandem.

“We have an idea, Sir,” moaned Marissa.

“Yes, Sir. We’d love to use our tits on your cock.”

“Our hot, milking tits. Just for your
 cock.”

Leonard grunted out an affirmation. Words seemed a little bit beyond him now. His cock had been dumping out precum at a steady rate, and Brian expected that affected the blood flow to his brain a little bit.

The two bimbo cheerleaders lowered him down onto the ground.

Behind Brian, Penny was speechless. He could hear her heavy, hot breath on his neck. She was just as turned on by this as he was, he realized.

That's so perfect.

Soon, the cheerleaders' four massive, milking tits were mashed up against Leonard's huge cock, leaking down their warm product. The creamy substance mixed with his thick precum, and soon the two pairs of beautiful boobs were as lubricated as anything, sliding up and down his massiveness. They were so gorgeous and so eager...their luscious faces so full of excitement at what they were doing...

Brian had to turn away.

“Penny, I...I think I may need your help again.”

She shook her head. “Oh, no. Not again. You fooled me last time, but not again!”

“I didn’t...I didn’t fool
 you. It just worked out that...”

But her decision was apparently final, and she put her hands on her hips. “Not. Another. Word.”

He gulped.

Try again. She'll give in. You deserve it.

He was about to do just that, but suddenly Elaine walked in through the doors directly across from Brian and Penny.

“Hey!” she brightened visibly at seeing the pair. “Have you guys seen Leonard? I’m getting worried. I found the machine in the study all smashed to bits. Do you think—oh!”

Below them, Leonard apparently had taken his fill of titty fucking. Now he was on top of Marissa’s gorgeous body, with Lilah pressing her hot, milking tits around his head. They all three were covered in milk and sweat and hot precum.

She gasped as Leonard slid his enormous new cock into Marissa’s tight, young pussy.

“Oh fuck, yes!” Marissa moaned. “Oh god, that’s so good, Sir! You’re such a fucking stud! My jock stud! Oh god, yeah! You’re the only man ever
 inside of me! Oh, fuck! It’s so good! You’re ruining me!”

“L-Leonard?” Elaine asked quietly. “M-my Leonard?”

She watched, open mouthed, as the hulking Leonard pushed Marissa on the floor until she was bent over backwards, and he was practically jackhammering his huge cock into her cunt.

“Yeah!” he shouted. “Yeah, yeah! I’m the king! I’m the king!”

“You’re
 
the King!” Lilah moaned, squeezing out as much milk as she could from her fertile body. “You! You!”

He exploded with lust, clearly cumming down Marissa's virginal cunt. His cum sprayed out like from a hose, and even pulling out from Marissa's hot, tight cunt wouldn't stop him. He continued to spray down her body, and Lilah slipped down to catch a faceful of the thick, hot, white gooey seed herself. Both girls licked it up happily, spreading it around on their bodies along with the milk they had produced.

To Brian's side, Elaine looked absolutely stricken. He thought perhaps he could help the situation.

“Listen, Miss,” he started, “perhaps we ought to...”

“Shut up,” said Elaine. “Shut up, or I’ll...I’ll...I’ll fuck you!”

She grabbed his cock. Brian gasped, groaning. The need to take her, to violate
 her, was suddenly overwhelming.

You deserve it. Take her. Take her! Take all of them! You deserve it!

The voice in his head died out quickly, though, as Penny pulled her away. Brian felt gratitude and resentment, both.

Before anyone could say anything, Elaine stormed out of the door.
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ELAINE STORMED DOWN
 the stairs, quite ready to begin yelling at her husband.

She didn’t care
 if he was “possessed” or “transformed” or “a hulking stud with a twelve inch cock.” None of that mattered! He was her husband
, first and foremost. And as such he should have been there
 for her when she was looking for him, and not...n-not...not...

Not fucking some bimbo slut just because she’s got big tits and a pretty face!

And that it was Marissa really hurt. The gorgeous little blonde who all too clearly was just a prettier version of Elaine. It was too much for her fragile ego to handle.

She would have done anything for Leonard, anything at all. And now...and now...

To cheat
 
on her.

She couldn’t get over it.

Originally, she had been heading toward the dining room where Leonard was no doubt emptying his load into Marissa or Lilah, still, like the disgusting, awful pig he clearly was.

But now she was in the great hall once more, in front of the costumes. Specifically, she was in front of the witch’s costume. It called to her, begging to be worn.


I’d look so sexy in it. I’d really show him what he was missing
.

Three of the other costumes were gone. The cheerleaders and the jock, she realized dimly.

That meant Leonard probably took the jock’s costume. She shook her head nastily. After all
 the warnings he’d given her, after the two hour lecture
 like she was some little girl
 who couldn’t follow a simple instruction.

Without quite realizing what she was doing, her hands had begun unbuttoning her blouse. Soon, her naked breasts were exposed to the gentle air of the great hall.

That was so odd, she thought. All my clothes, down there on the floor. How did I do that so quickly? Where had all those other clothes come from? Was that Lilah's sweater?

A stiff, chilly breeze swept through the hall, causing Elaine to instinctively cover up.

Part of her wanted to stop and consider how
 a breeze had slipped through the house, with everything being closed up the way it was, but the other half of her was admiring the soft, gentle fabric of the witch’s outfit. She had grabbed it in her attempts to warm up.

Perhaps...perhaps if she wore it?

Something told her she would definitely
 be warmer if she put it on. After all, Halloween was always chilly, and none of those silly girls who wore those scandalizing costumes ever seemed cold to her.

The outfit was complete with a tall witch’s hat and a black plastic wand. She knew it was a wand because the end of it had a bright glitter-heavy pink star and little pink streamers flowing down from it.

Soon, she had on the tiny black dress with the sexy spiked ends, black spiked high heels decorating her legs. She caught her reflection 
in the mirror, and, feeling naughty, she blew a kiss. After a moment, the reflection caught the kiss, and blew one right back.

Elaine giggled. That certainly was a strange thing to have happened.

Plenty of physical changes began happening to Elaine, but she hardly noticed them, starting her super-serious mission-march toward the dining room. She would have revenge!

But on the way, her breasts grew, doubling and then re-doubling in size, ballooning out sexily until they were easily a 44D cup.

Her legs extended long, effortlessly filling out her new high heels. This happened as she walked toward the door, and her gait in the heels, at first unbalanced and unseemly, became a sexy sight to behold. Her dark hair became more shiny and vibrant than ever before, and a hot vitality entered her.

She was horny.

You deserve it. You deserve to be horny.

She entered the dining room, knowing somehow exactly what to do. Leonard, Marissa, and Lilah were still wrapped around one another, their bodies quite slick and hot. Very quickly, she had bopped the heads of all three in succession with her sparkly wand.

“Mwahaha!” she laughed as she worked. “Got you all, my pretties!”

Perhaps the laugh was supposed to be maniacal. It ended up being a sort of riotous giggle.

All the revelry in the room ceased, and Leonard slowly exited the cheerleader he had been pumping full of his cock.

“What the hell's this about?” he asked.

His eyes, dark and dumb, took a long drooling look at Elaine's new body.

“You’re under my power, now, you slovenly jock. Now come...come and give me what I desire!”

She slipped up on the table and spread her long, deeply tanned legs wide.

“What...what’s that?”

“Your cock, of course. Slide it in me! Mwahahaha!”

Leonard snorted. “Look, you’re pretty hot and all, but I don’t take orders from ladies, all right? So shove it. “

Marissa and Lilah slid upward, each wrapping themselves around one of Leonard's legs. They nodded at him, whispering quietly how right he was.

Elaine frowned, sliding down off the table. A mischievous smile attended her lips, and she slowly put her hands on her sexy, fertile hips.

“Because you’ve spurned me,” she said, waving her wand around, “I’m going to use my magic power...and take away everything
 that makes you a man!”

“You’ll do like...what?” He laughed, deep voice booming. “That’s silly, babe. I’m pretty manly. I’m like, the manliest stud that’s even been in this place.”

“Are you, now? We’ll see about that.”

She spun around, stomping in her high heels, and bopped Leonard on her head with her wand. It was quite a sight, her newly-enormous tits shaking and bouncing as she moved.

“It’s time for something sexy and shady,
” she chanted, “soon you’ll have the body of a bimbo lady!
”

She spun around elaborately once more, waving her hands, and then stopped hard with a point right at Leonard.

Nothing happened.

Leonard apparently found this hilarious. His deep, jock’s voice boomed, and he continued to laugh and laugh. At his feet, Marissa and Lilah giggled along with him.

Slowly, though, his voice became higher in pitch. As the girls underneath him continued to giggle, he began to match their cadence and frequency.

“Ahaha, hahaha...ha...ha...” he giggled, a distinctly girlish sound. “Hey...wuzzat? Why’s it...so hard to like...think and stuff?”

He held his thick arm out in front of him, staring at the hand.

First, his nails turned bright neon pink. Then, his hand shrank to a third of the size that it had been, slender and feminine. Finally, it became a bright, bronzed tan. All wrinkles evaporated. All callouses eliminated. All roughness dissipated.

The rest of his arm began to follow suit. Thinning out, becoming slender and toned. He raised his other arm, and found the same thing happening there.

Marissa and Lilah soon caught on.

“Oh my gosh!” said Lilah. “Like, his leggies are changing too! He's got hot fucking legs we do, look!”

Leonard tried to protest, but the bimbos were too willful. They licked away at his legs while the hairs dissolved in the air, and the muscles melted away. Soon, his limbs were all smooth and long, silky and tanned.

“Yes,” laughed Elaine. “Do
 my bidding. Do as I will! Mwahahaha!”

Her laugh was still more gigglish than maniacal, though that didn’t stop her from trying. Her enormous tits shook in her tiny outfit, threatening to slide out at any point.

With Leonard not wearing any pants, it was easy to see the cock sliding down, the erection quickly evaporating down to a soft cock, and that slowly melting into the body. A pussy, pulsing wet and completely naked, appeared in the smooth space between the thighs. None of this seemed painful, and in fact on the face of the transformed, there was nothing but rapturous bliss. Very quickly, it was becoming evident that any evidence that Leonard existed at all was going away, and all that was left was an incredibly feminine her
.

Her face sharpened, losing the tough jawline for a sexy heart shape with wide cheekbones and plush, pink lips. Thick eyeliner and mascara decorated her bright blue eyes, and her face was scintillatingly smoky and sexy.

And soon, the chest muscles dissolved and rearranged themselves, quickly becoming round, globular, milk-heavy tits. They grew at such a fast rate, and became so large, that they tore straight through the jersey material that Leonard had been wearing. Now all of her clothes were in tatters. As if in response, her hair grew—no longer a young man's dark hair, but instead lengthening out and becoming thick, golden-red strands that each were at least a yard in length. Her hair puddled down over her tits and slender, tightly muscled torso in a red wave, every color vibrant and gorgeous.

Where there had been a jock, there was now undeniably just another bimbo babe.

“L-like, o-oh no...o-oh noooo...” the new bimbo moaned, her voice high and lusty. “What’s like, happening?”

“Don’t be nervous,” cooed Marissa, kissing at her tight, toned abs.

“Yeah, don’t be nervous

.” Lilah nodded, pushing her head against the transforming bimbo. Milk slid down her hot face, and she licked it up obediently.

“You’re supposed to be this way,” said Marissa.

Lilah nodded. “Oh yes. Supposed to be.”

“You were born to become like this.”

“Yes, yes. Born to be like this.”

“It’s right
 that you look like this now. It’s what you were all
 along.”

“Oh...” The new bimbo nodded, giggling. “Really?”

“Yes, of course, dear,” said Elaine. “Isn’t that why your real name is Lucy?”

“L-Lucy? I thought it was L—”

Lilah nodded solemnly. “Don’t think, Lucy.”

Elaine crawled on top of Lucy’s lap, sliding her tit forward onto the beautiful new redhead’s mouth.

“Thinking is for men, Lucy,” Elaine giggled. “And you’re just a girl. Just a sexy, sexy girl, and that’s all you’ll ever be.”

Obediently, Lucy sucked Elaine’s tit, taking in her sweet, matronly milk.

Marissa crawled down between Lucy’s legs, and easily stuck her fingers into the hot, dripping, waiting pussy there.

“Oh, Lucy,” moaned Marissa. “You’ve got such
 a nice pussy.”

“I bet it’s perfect
,” moaned Lilah, kissing Lucy’s face.

In no time at all, the four hot bimbo beauties began an amazing chain of lesbian action on the floor of the dining room.

Marissa expertly ate out Lucy’s brand new pussy, loving the taste and feel of it thoroughly. As she worked, Elaine slipped her legs up around Lucy’s face, allowing the new bimbo to use her sexy new tongue on Elaine’s tight cunt. Lilah, not to be left out, wrapped her own set of perfectly tanned, hot long legs around Elaine’s head, enjoying the blonde’s tongue while using her own mouth on Marissa’s hot, fertile, cum-filled pussy.

Each lick was dutiful and energetic, happy to taste. They all loved pussy. They all loved to taste one another. Lucy's body was so perfectly feminine that everyone wanted to have at least a lick or two.

Their bodies were all supercharged with lust from the energy of the house. There was no way their bimbo beauty could hold on for long. All of their pussies ached for release, their bodies needing
 to feel the sweet, perfect orgasms they had been made to create. In a glorious moment of release, all four gorgeous babes came, moaning out in sheer ecstasy.

And just for a moment, as they all breathed and tried to compose themselves, the house seemed like it would be quiet.
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“THIS HAS GOTTEN WAY
 out of hand,” said Brian. “We have to leave. Now.”

They had seen it all—Leonard's transformation, Elaine's apparent powers, the lesbian pussy-eating festival, everything. Penny didn't know how to handle it.

Stay. Figure it out. You can do it. You’re smart.

“We should stay,” said Penny, feeling a wave of stubbornness. “We can figure it out. We’re smart.”

“Smart has nothing to do with it!” said Brian. “If we stay here, we’re just as doomed as those poor souls out there!”

The costumes. You could use them.

“What if they didn’t have
 to be doomed?” asked Penny.

He paused. “What do you mean?”

“Let me think through this for a second.” She paused, taking in a deep breath. Letting the new wave of inspiration fill her. “Okay. So, Leonard put on the jock costume and became a jock, right?”

“For a little while.”

“And Marissa and Lilah, they put on cheerleader costumes and became cheerleaders, right?”

“Yes,” said Brian, nodding. “And then Elaine became a witch.”

“So what’s left? A superheroine and a scientist, right? So what if we put on the costumes?”

“Why?”


He’s doubting himself. You can convince him. You’ll save the day
.

The voice in Penny's head was so comforting...so soothing...

“Well, we could...I don’t know. Use the power of the house against itself. It’s a superheroine and a scientist. Between those two things, something
 must work out so that we can attack the house, right?”

“I don’t know.” Brian shook his head. “What if it’s a trick?”

“What if it’s not? What if it was a test? Or...or the other spirits in the house, trying to figure out a way to let us solve this place?”

“I just...we can leave, now.”

He looked determined.

Don’t let him! Please!

“Are you really going to leave now, when you could be so close to beating this place at last? It’s taken so much from you, Brian. Couldn’t you try to fight it, just a little?”

Shame flooded his face. Penny wanted to kiss him and make it better, forever.

“Fine,” he said. “Let’s do it, before I think any better of it.”

A giggly, happy cheer erupted in Penny’s head. She didn’t understand it, she didn’t feel a need to. It was just there, where it belonged.

Right?


Oh yes. You deserve to giggle. You deserve to just giggle and giggle, until you're not feeling or thinking anything. Then you'll be out of the way where you belong
.

Yes...that sounded perfect to her. To get out of the way. She was in the way
, now, that was clear to her. As they approached the costumes in the great hall, and she slowly stripped out of her clothes, transfixed by the gorgeous blue and orange superheroine costume, that became clearer and clearer to her.

You've been in the way this whole time. You need to step out of the way. The best way for him to be happy is for you to just drift off and sleep. Sleep forever and ever. That would be so, so good for Brian.


And you do want what's best for Brian, don't
  you
?

Completely naked, holding the sexy costume in her hands, Penny nodded. She had to let Brian have what was best. That clearly wasn't her. She ought to let the voice move in forever, take charge. That was the best thing to do.

Soon, they both had the costumes on.

Penny was surprised to find how easily
 
the skintight blue and orange costume fit over her skin. It had long orange gloves that stretched up to her elbows, a tight blue bikini around her torso, and a sexy little orange cape. It all seemed so skintight, so hard to fit inside of...and then she realized that’s because she was changing as she put it on.

That’s really hot. It’s okay for you to change. He deserves for you to be hotter.

Her thoughts were so conflicted. There was something scary
 happening, but it seemed like her inner voice only thought it was good. How could she make the two competing aspects co-exist?

“Okay,” said Brian. “I’m a scientist, now. I guess.”

Penny, eyes a little glazed, turned to look at him. He was just his normal self, wearing a lab coat and a pair of fake glasses.

Already, he had started to grow. The lab coat stretched to accommodate his new muscles. His pants, which already were unbuckled, began to strain before the overflowing might of his new thighs and calves. Grunting with frustration, Brian tore them off and tossed the ripped shreds of denim to the ground.

Wait, why was he growing muscles as a scientist? That wasn’t right...


Because he’s a Studly Scientist. It makes perfect sense
.

Oh. That made perfect sense. Penny would trust this voice from now on. She was always so right. Somehow, Penny knew the voice was a she. In fact, Penny almost knew her name...

“Cool, so do you understand what to do?” she asked, giggling just a bit. “To y'know...help?”

“Yeah,” he said, holding up the flask that was part of the costume. “See...this one...this one, it...” He laughed for a second. “It looks sort of like a cock, huh?”

She giggled. “Yeah, it does! Look at this!” She took it and licked it. “I licked the flask cock!”

They both snickered for several moments.

And then, slowly, Brian shook his head.

“Fuck. I don’t feel any smarter.”

“...Oh.”

Penny wasn't listening too hard. Her boobs were really
 big, now. 
That was kind of like, super cool. She giggled, making them bounce. That was fun! She giggled again. Her thoughts drizzled away.

“I don’t think these make us better,” said Brian. “I think they just...I think it all makes people into the same things. Men turn into studs. Women turn into bimbos. We just have different costumes, that’s all. The house must have changed Leonard into Lucy. Not Elaine.”

He looked so very disappointed. She wished she could do something to make him feel better.


You can
.

The voice in her head again. So feminine, so sultry and comforting.


But...but what?
 Penny asked.

You love him, don’t you?

Yes.

Then you should give in. Give him what he needs.

Penny could feel the lusty spirit growing around her head, her body, wanting to slide in and take over. Brian looked at her quizzically, but time seemed to slow down.


But...can’t it be me?
 Penny protested. Can't I have him?


You know it can’t. You know only I can give him what he was born for. Don’t worry, love. I’ll be very gentle. You’ll enjoy every part of it.

Penny whimpered, feeling the hot, snaking tendrils of lusty ghostly presence slide through her body. It felt. So. Good! Hot flutters of orgasm slipped through her pussy, threatening to boil over into a full-fledged cumfest.

“I need you to know something,” she said to him, voice suddenly very serious.

Repeat after me.

“Yes?”


I surrender
.

“I surrender.”


I give in totally to this house
.

“I give in totally to this house.”

I don’t care that I’m changed. It’s hot. I want to change. I want to transform. I’ll do it all...just for you, Master.

“I don’t care that I’m changed. It’s hot. I want to change. I want to transform. I’ll do it all...just for you, Master.”

“Wh-what? Penny...”

We shou—

“We should fuck,” she said, feeling like herself for the first time in ages.

“What?”

“We’re going to anyway. Look at all of them. We should just like, you know. Fuck.”

She giggled. Her tits ballooned out slightly. Then, just a bit more. There. That was perfect. She looked perfect. She turned to a nearby mirror, blowing herself little kisses. Soft music filled the hall.

“I wanted to before,” she moaned. “I wanted you so bad, baby. I've wanted you for years
, Master.”

Brian became excited behind her. “I wanted it too! Oh god, Penny, I wanted it so bad...”

She giggled. “There’s just one problem, Master...”

The being that had taken over Penny could tell from his expression that he liked that. A lot. Being called Master.

“...problem?” he asked dumbly.

“Yes, Sir. Penny isn’t here anymore.” She turned, showing him a face, and body, more beautiful than any he’d ever seen. The same face he had seen on the pictures in the front of the house. “It’s me, Sir. It’s your Veronica.”

Completely unable to sort through the changes he was presented with, Brian fainted.
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WHEN HE WOKE, FIVE
 pairs of female hands were on his naked, musclebound body. Stroking him with adoration, cooing at his every response, conscious and unconscious. His body certainly matched his cock now, there was no doubt about it. He was three hundred pounds if he was an ounce, and all of it was solid muscle. The perfect jock fuck machine.

He was in the bedroom—the presidential bedroom, at the very top of the house. This is where he had been touched, so very long 
ago. It did not look like much had changed. It still sported the massive, double-king-sized poster bed. The tall open windows, the huge fireplace.

There was a fire burning there without any logs to burn. It was the least of his worries. Five women, each more beautiful and bimbotastic than the last, surrounded him. The milk from their tits leaked out onto his body, warming every part of him.

“Welcome back to the land of the living,” giggled Veronica.

If Brian squinted, he could just almost
 make out Penny, deep inside the sexy brunette, blue-eyed visage that was now Veronica, still clad in that sexy blue and orange superheroine suit. But Veronica was so inestimably gorgeous, he had trouble working out why he would even want to see Penny.

Because he cared for her?

Did he?

Or did he just love the way she looked? Did he just love the thought of fucking her?

The girls around him were all gorgeous. All their tits flowing with milk. All of them smiling and waiting for him to do something else for them to adore. Their hair slid over his body, seemingly ignoring the milk, somehow staying vibrant and dry. As if they wouldn't dare ruin how perfect they looked just because their luscious tits leaked milk somewhere that their hair touched. They each still wore their sexy costumes, the tight spandex and lace not doing a thing to hide their lusciously hot curves.

“Veronica.” He shook his head. “Veronica Catenberry.”

“Yes, Master,” Veronica cooed. “We’re together again. At long last.”

Brian tried to stand up, but Marissa and Lilah were so slick with milk and precum. He slipped further into their soft, warm bodies, their huge bimbo tits sliding against his head. Lucy’s mouth came down on the top of his skull, raking her teeth through his hair. Her desire was so great that she couldn’t help but want to taste him somehow
.

“You’ve spent a great deal of time preparing to come back to this house, haven’t you, Sir?”

Veronica stroked his huge cock as she spoke to him.

“Y-yes,” he said. “Look, if you'll just let me go, I'll leave you alone. I'll let it all go, all right? I'll—”

She increased her strokes, and he felt lost for a moment, pleasure overwhelming him. He came, spurting seed forward, and instantly Lucy and Lilah's mouths were there, suckling up the thick goo with their plush, hot lips.

Veronica seemed unperturbed by all of this, continuing to stroke his massive, still-hard cock.

“In all your years of paranormal research, haven’t you wondered why possession doesn’t happen all
 the time?”

He shook his head, trying to concentrate. “I...I suppose...”

“It’s because it requires very special
 vessels. And the more special the spirit, the more special the vessel. Homer was exceptional, and I was so lucky
 to chance upon you. Because you are him reincarnated...and I needed only to imprint you very slightly
 for you to understand that.”

She slid her hand up his cock even more, faster, harder.

“Though, it didn’t end up that slightly, did it?”

She was so good at that. Almost a century of experience going into her administrations, contained within a young, hot body. Veronica had been possessing girl after girl after girl in the sorority house, he realized. Waiting for her Homer to reincarnate once more so she could serve him.

“I...but why send me away?”

“So you could find a vessel for me, darling. Someone who loved you. Who was drawn to you from a pool of hundreds and thousands. Someone who would treat you right
. And here I am. Isn’t it perfect?”

“I...but I don’t feel like this Homer. I feel like me.”

“You...Homer...Brian...you are the same person, simply reincarnated. Through numerous ceremonies, I took care of that. But there was only enough energy, only enough materials, to reincarnate one person. I chose you. I was able to save my spirit, though—trap it in mortal vessels, for however long I wished. All of my daughters and nieces, and granddaughters and so on, they served quite well for as long as they lasted. But the line died out, didn't it?”

Brian gasped, feeling another orgasm come around.

“B-but...Penny. You’ve taken her over. She’s...she’s possessed.”

“You don’t really
 care about that, do you? I can feel her little mind, crying out...but it’s for you. She wants
 your cock, Sir. Won’t you give it to her? Won’t you give it to me?”

Marissa slid up on one of Brian’s arms. “Yes, Sir. Give it to her.”

Lilah attached to the other arm. “Give it to her, Sir, please?”

Veronica slid backward onto the bed, away from Brian. Slowly, Marissa and Lilah pushed him forward so he was off his back and on his hands and knees.

“Fuck your love,” moaned Elaine, crawling up underneath what was now Veronica’s body, and spreading her legs wide. Holding her in place, not that she needed to.

“Fuck her so
 good...” cooed Lucy, pushing her head and tits on Veronica's lap, her lactation spilling out all over Veronica’s pulsing hot cunt.

Brian had no choice. He was overwhelmed.

Grunting and moaning hotly, his hard, erect cock entered Veronica’s cunt. His entire body felt like quicksilver, melting into her presence. It felt so hot, knowing that his cock was completely unprotected. He felt sure he was going to get her pregnant, and he didn't care at all.

It was primal. Everything about this felt correct. After going so long without sex, nothing could have felt more perfect than fucking the woman of his dreams, cheered on by four gorgeous beauties who were desperate to see him cum.

They were all crying out, all of them so orgasmic and giggly, that it was impossible to keep them straight. He thought that, as his massive length entered Veronica's moaning, instantly orgasming body, Lucy was spilling her milk on their joining, lubricating it even more. But it was so hard to tell, to care. He was surrounded by tits, by long flowing hair, by gorgeous lips kissing him and begging for more.

“Fuck her, Sir!”

“Cum in her!”

“Give her a baby!”

“Give her your
 babies!’

“Fuck her like she needs
, Master!”

“You’re the God she’s waited for!”

“You’ll fuck all
 the bimbo cunts! You’ll make them all
 belong to you!”

“You deserve
 it.”

“You're her God
.”

“Fuck her, please? Fuck her until you're a Daddy
.”

“Fuck her like the King
 you are! Like the Master you are!
”

“Yes, Master!”

They all chanted that now—“Master! Please, Master! Cum in her Master! Master! Please, Master!”

“Yes, darling!” shouted Veronica. “Darling! It’s all true! I need you, I do! Please? Please cum in me, oh my darling, please fill me up at long last!”

Crying out, he came finally, filling up Veronica's hot womb, his seed flooding over her cervix and spilling out onto the bed. He came again and again, his balls pulsing and emptying, completely draining. All the hot bimbo babes around him were so overwhelmed with seeing his orgasm that they came at the same time. Veronica cried out in pleasure, her entire hot body pulsing wildly. She cried out for her Master over and over, cumming the orgasm of nearly a century of unrepentant lust.
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SLOWLY, AFTER SOME
 time, they began to stir once more. Halloween was nearly over, and the sun was about to come up again.

“I’ve already got plans drawn up, you know,” said Veronica, kissing his forehead.

“Plans?” asked Brian. Idly, he squeezed Lilah's tit. She moaned, her body fluttering with a quick orgasm.

“Oh yes. Being a ghost means you have quite a lot of time available. I’ve got lots of documents prepared.”

“For what?”

“To re-open the sorority house, of course.” She leaned into him. “Won’t you live here with me, Master? There’ll be a never-ending supply of fresh pussy just for you...all of them so young, and soooo fertile. You'll fill all of them up, just
 right. Please, Master?”

Brian already knew he would say yes. But it would be more fun, he thought, to make her work for it just a little.
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Bust Gun: The Sleepover
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B
lair took a long breath, arranging herself in the kitchen in her thick flannel pajamas. She floated around the snacks she had spent all day preparing—the tiny prosciutto and flat bread sandwiches, the layered lemon-and-berry tarts, the fizzy orange drinks she had whipped up from scratch. Blair enjoyed entertaining for guests—her father frequently had business partners over and she made it her business to keep them occupied with her cooking, so that they readily agreed to whatever deals he put on the table. He was her “secret weapon” and she was proud of it.

One thing she had always been rather resentful of towards her stepmother, Margaret, was her inability (or just plain unwillingness) to help Blair in this regard. In fact, once Margaret had entered the family some three years prior, she’d become the other
 secret weapon. It wasn’t every day that a regular businessman was in the presence of an honest-to-god gorgeous, beauty queen blonde, after all, and Margaret fit that description to a tee.

And now, just when Blair could really
 use a hand in bringing the treats and drinks up to her hopefully-new-friends, Margaret was nowhere to be found. Probably 
exercising on her goddamn stair machine.

Blair swallowed the huff that was rising in her throat and tried to reflect on what to do next. Charades? Board games? Put on a movie?

Something had to be done. So far, the sleepover had not been going well.

Blair was eighteen. She had graduated high school a month ago, as had her adopted brother Leonard, and she was hoping to make her first year at her new university a great success. And she knew the key to that was to surround herself with people she really loved. Failing that, she wanted to surround herself with people she connected
 with, one way or the other. Everyone had their strengths, everyone had lovely idiosyncrasies that made them valuable and lovable.

What she had hoped for when arranging this get-together was for her and her two future roommates, Coraline and Gabrielle, at Bloomingdale Heights University, to really get to know one another and learn each other’s best qualities. They had traded emails in the weeks leading up to tonight, but those weren’t really indicative of how people actually got along—as she was finding out tonight.

Take Coraline, for instance. In her emails, she had been eloquent and chatty, happy to hear about Blair’s proposed major in kinesiology and to provide plenty of details about her own pursuit of a biology degree so she could study bats for the rest of her life.

In contrast, Gabrielle had been laconic and dull, not adding much to the email chain and when she did it usually 
some trending meme or gif that she had picked up off from twitter. She came across as the type who largely formed her political opinions based on the half-analyzed tweets from her favorite celebrities.

In real life, however, up close and personal, the dynamic changed considerably.

Coraline was withdrawn and quiet. After even the slightest offering to a conversation, she withdrew behind a thick layer of overlong hair that made her look like a scary girl monster from a horror movie. Gone was the bright, enthusiastic young woman who wanted so badly to communicate about mammalian flight patterns and echolocation. Instead, there was a pale young woman who seemed in horror at the fact of her own acne and didn’t want to speak lest she actually be noticed for more than the two seconds it took to walk past her.

Gabrielle, on the other hand...

Well.

You could take one look at Gabrielle—her designer wrist-watch, her expensive purse, her luxurious sweater-dress, her silky tights—and you could tell that she was well-used to being the richest girl in a small town that wasn’t used to having anyone as pretty or as cultured as she was. Diamond earrings sparkled in her ears, with more diamonds glittering on her anklet and bracelets.

“Daddy got them for me,” she had explained. “He’s a very
 important lawyer for a law firm upstate.”

Furthermore, Gabrielle was—bluntly—completely gorgeous. Her hair was an effortless angelic sweep of 
chestnut locks, perfectly coiffed in beach babe style. Her eyes were bright and green, her face like a beautiful doe given human form. No doubt she was the sort who didn’t even have to watch her diet to stay in her sensationally slender shape with its thoroughly large breasts, tight ass, and teensy waist. Coraline, no doubt, felt intimidated by this clear picture of feminine beauty—and heck, Blair did too.

Blair was somewhere in between the gestational thickness of Coraline and the almost unnerving skinniness of Gabrielle; she watched what she ate and worked out frequently, but she also had severe hankerings for pizza every other week or so that couldn’t be denied. Her hair was blond and short, and she was a lovely young woman. Men often mistook her and Margaret for a biological mother and daughter, though Blair could not help but think that when they said this they were inwardly wondering how the apple had fallen so far from the tree.

Margaret was painfully, obtrusively gorgeous. It stuck in Blair's mind frequently that she would never live up to the standard of beauty her stepmother created.

She made her way back upstairs, carefully balancing the precarious load of treats and drinks. At the top of the stairs, she heard voices—and inwardly cheered. They were talking to each other! So far only Blair had been the conduit for opinions, trying to forcefully toss the ball of conversation through the girls' nets.

But when she opened the door to her room, she saw instead her mother Margaret and Gabrielle comparing pajamas. Both were dressed in soft, form-fitting silk with 
plunging v-necks. Blair’s own were heavy cloth, and Coraline’s didn’t even match—a thick sweatshirt drooping low over a pair of stained sweatpants.

“Hello, dear!” said Margaret. “Your new friend and I were just talking shop about materials. Did you know her father was a lawyer? And a lawyer at a big
 law firm. Preston, Preston, and Markson, wasn’t that right?”

“Yes,” said Gabrielle. “He’s the Markson, obviously. A full partner.”

“She had.” Blair gritted her teeth, trying to smile. She had made it very
 clear to her stepmother that she wanted this to be a night exclusive from her interference.

“Well,” said Margaret, clearly reading Blair’s expression. “I’ll leave you girls to it.”

She walked out, giving Gabrielle a brief hug as she left. It was just like pretty girls, wasn't it, to group up like that. To know their own kind, no matter their age.

Gabrielle had a greater ally in Margaret after ten minutes of talking than Blair did for three years of living.

She stifled the need to huff, presenting the tray of treats. “I brought us some snacks,” she said, gesturing with the tray and setting it down on her table

Her room was large—bookshelves and a small television set on one side, along with her computer desk. A big open window at the far end, complete with balcony. Next to that was her bed, a queen-size, which she loved and could never go less than. And then there was her make-up table and a small craft station back closer to the door. That was where she set the treats.

Coraline sat on the floor, one arm wrapped around the pillar of Blair's computer desk.

“I don’t really eat
 in the evenings,” said Gabrielle, pacing and taking long struts across the length of the room. “I’m on a pretty dedicated fasting diet. Nothing from seven to seven, you know?”

Coraline looked at the treats with obvious hunger. Blair could hear her tummy rumbling. But Blair could also see the wheels turning—Coraline had been around pretty girls before—mean
 girls like Gabrielle who would take Coraline’s hunger as a sign of weakness. She shook her head, looking sadly at the gathered food.

“Well,” said Blair, taking a sandwich. “It’s right here if anyone wants any.”

Gabrielle smiled generously at Blair. “Well, we can't have willpower, I know. It's kind of a curse, really, being able to turn things down. People think I'm such
 a bitch sometimes.”


Only sometimes
? Blair thought.

“I'm sure you're just misunderstood,” said Blair. “So, what do you guys want to do? The night is still young. I can pop in a movie. Or I have some board games...”

“Ugh,” said Gabrielle. “I'm already 'board' with them.”

She laughed tremendously at her own joke. Coraline let out a nervous little titter. Her voice was squeaky and oddly high-pitched.

“Why don’t we play truth or dare?” suggested Gabrielle.

“Sure!” said Blair, eager to do anything to get them to get along.

Coraline shrugged and mumbled out an acquiescent 
sound. Very quickly, they sat in a small circle. Originally, Blair sat on the corner of her bed, but Gabrielle sat down there and edged Blair out until she was on the floor with Coraline. This was done in silence.

Gabrielle was establishing herself as top girl. It was just what she did, like a lion stealing a lioness's kill.

Gabrielle turned to Blair. “You go first, Miss Hostess. Truth or dare?”

“Oh...” She put her hands on her hips, sitting down on her bed. “I never know what to say. Truth, I guess?”

“Lame
.” Gabrielle huffed. “Whatever. Truth it is. Have you got a crush on your brother?”

“Wh-what?”

Blair was taken aback.

“What?” Gabrielle asked, smiling wickedly. “I saw him. He’s totally cute. You could probably fuck him if you wanted. It’s totally legal. Not like, approved
, or anything, but there’s nothing against fucking your adopted brother.”

“I...that’s really inappropriate, and...well, no
, I don’t have a crush on him. Jeez.”

Gabrielle rolled her eyes. “Whatever. You’re just lucky I didn’t dare you to go kiss him. You’re next, Coraline. Truth or dare?”

“Isn’t it my turn to ask?” asked Blair.

Gabrielle shrugged. “I like the game better when I’m in charge. Truth or dare?” she asked again.

“...truth?” Coraline croaked.

“Come onnn
.” Gabrielle shook her arms. “Don’t be lame like her. Do a dare. Please?”

“Uh...sure. Okay. Dare, then.”

“Dare
! Yes!” Gabrielle shot up, walking around Blair’s room, looking for ideas.

Blair’s heart beat very fast. She wasn’t sure what Gabrielle was up to, but she could tell it was absolutely no good. She shouldn’t have agreed to this game. She should have brought her own game to play—something fun and light. Something that didn’t involve a girl who was clearly some kind of sociopath daring the two of them to do anything
.

“Oh, let’s start off small. I want you to shoot yourself in the face with this gun.”

She picked up a shiny orange and green gun from off the floor.

“What’s that?” Blair asked. “That’s not mine. Where did you get that?”

“It was just on the floor here. You can have
 toys, it’s not a big deal.” Gabrielle winked. “My little brother has this same thing, I think. It shoots out a soft little orange ball. It won’t even hurt that bad, promise. We’re just getting started
, after all.”

“I...” Coraline took the gun in her pudgy hands, her mouth twisting. “You’re sure it’s just some toy?”

“It’ll smack you in the face pretty hard and that’s it.”

Coraline sighed, placing the gun against her cheek, winced, and pulled the trigger.

But it wasn’t a soft little ball that hit her in the face. Blair could feel
 it. It was a hard, reverberating wave
 of lust, thumping through Coraline’s body and sending her flat on 
her ass down to the ground.

She was unconscious.
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CORALINE FELT
 good
.

She had never in her life felt as good as she did in that moment. She didn’t even know anything could
 feel this good. Her entire body felt like it was singing some incredible hybrid of all the favorite songs that had ever been stuck in her head for her entire life—every atom joining in on the chorus, chanting and moaning and adoring at the top of their little atomic lungs.

But moaning for who?

There was someone
. A him
. No—not just a “him,” a HIM.


But who was
 it? Did these girls know?

They just sounded angry and confused. Gathering all the strength of her limited brainpower, Coraline listened to Gabrielle and Blair going back and forth.

“What did we do?”

“What did we
 do?” Gabrielle put her hands on her hips. “What did you
 do? Why didn’t you tell me you had some weird self-defense stun gun thing in your room? You saw
 me pick it up!”

“I thought you brought it or something! You said your brother had one like it. I’ve never seen that thing before in my life!”

They were red-faced, standing, their hair all out of sorts.

Coraline rose up onto her elbows, giggling. “You guys are 
like, so freaked out. Do either of you want me to lick your pussies so you can chill?”

They turned in one motion, looking at her and staring in shock.

Gabrielle in particular looked offended. “What the fuck did you say, lesbo?”

“I wanted to know if you wanted me to lick your pussy.”

Her voice sounded different. That was funny. She giggled. It was soft and melodious, every last sound feeling feminine and free.

“Wh-what’s happening to her?” Blair asked. “There’s something happening, right? You see that, right?”

“See wazzat now?” Coraline asked.

Her voice, though smooth and silky soft, was a bit slurred. That only made sense. She felt drunk, like someone had mainlined a liter of vodka straight to her cerebral cortex.

But yes, she could see something
 happening.

Taking a look down at herself, she saw her skin rapidly becoming less and less pale and more and more beautifully tanned—bronze in color, the shading perfect. Not too much, not too harsh—just enough to make her entire palette look sun-kissed and blessed with a natural vigor that even the rich people living in coastal cities would pay a fortune to attain. She giggled, looking at it all.

Once upon a time, she had a bad problem with acne on her shoulders, her arms, even her thighs and belly. But now, as she examined herself—there was nothing of the sort. Her skin was smooth, blemish-less, completely without a flaw. 
Amazed at this result, she ran her hands up and down the changed skin—and collapsed again, feeling an uncontrollable urge to touch her pussy at such direct human contact.

Even a touch from herself
 was too much to handle.

Fingers stuffed up into her panties, she kicked off her sweatpants, finding it rather easy. Her legs were longer and stronger than they had been before. Not even five minutes ago, she had looked like a fried chicken drumstick, complete with crusty skin. Now her form was rapidly looking more and more like a supermodel’s—svelte, curvy, and graceful.


Very
 curvy, she noticed, fingers still stuffed inside her cunt. Her hips were twice as wide as her waist—and her waist was narrowing constantly.

“Stop fucking touching yourself, you fucking perv,” said Gabrielle. But her heart wasn’t in it. She too was too amazed by what she was seeing to actually be bothered to try and really stop Coraline from doing what she was doing.

Because the most amazing changes were still happening. Coraline’s hair had always been long. She didn’t take terrific care of it—not washing it enough or combing it ever—but there was some anime-loving part of her that wanted long hair just because
.

She was a fucking nerd, obvi. Every girl like her was.

Now, though, she suddenly realized there was an even truer
 part of her that wanted long hair. She didn’t want it just because
. She wanted long, sexy, vibrant, healthy hair just because it attracted men
. Men wanted a bimbo babe with thick, long hair that advertised her body as something to be admired and adored. They wanted a trophy’s hair to 
play with as their cocks were sucked dry.

They wanted something to grab a hold of and whip around while they had their way with a woman whether she said yes or not. Men wanted to know that women were nothing but eager, helpless, happy decorations, every part of herself made pretty to please Him.

And that’s why her hair was long. And that’s why—though she watched with delight—she was not exactly surprised
 when her hair became thicker, shinier, and more vibrant before her very eyes. The color had been a ruddy, almost pukish brown before. Now it was a vibrant, hot walnut color, bright and delicious, so thick that it ran through her fingers like soft water. On its very own, it styled itself down her back into a long waterfall of tresses and locks, each one brighter and more voluminous than the last.

“God,” said Coraline, standing up with her fingers still in her snatch, feeling the hot current of orgasm running through her tight young teen body. “I’m so fucking hot
.”

And she really was. Coraline tore off her thick sweater, standing up naked between Gabrielle and Blair. She was on her tippy-toes; she couldn't help but walk with her heels up. Maybe her calf muscles had shortened? She needed to put on some heels to help her.

It was then—only then—that they noticed that Coraline hadn’t been wearing a bra.

She hadn’t needed one, really. Though she had been overweight, her breasts didn’t exactly come as part of the package deal. Her mother had practically zero tits, and the same with her
 mother, and her

 mother, and so on. But now, Coraline’s tits grew rapidly, ballooning out first to the size of baseballs, then fists, then heavy, ripe melons. The flesh jiggled and shook, every current of air sending a spike of pleasure through her bliss-saturated system.

Her nipples progressed until they were hot little brown raspberries, ripe for picking. She flicked one, a flood of pleasure flooding her.

“Oh fuck, oh cool
,” she moaned, meanwhile forgetting everything she had ever learned in her life about biology in a matter of seconds. That sort of knowledge wasn’t needed for her future life as a bimbo fuckslave. If she could have been made aware of such an event happening, she would have wished the braincells farewell—before locking the door on them to ensure they never returned.

Her cunt gushed.

What finally made her double-over in mind-bending orgasm was seeing her face on Blair’s desk mirror. Once so plain and acne-scarred, painfully vanilla, Coraline’s looks were now exotic and delightful. She had gorgeous brown eyes and thick cock-sucking lips, a cute button nose and a certain elegant mystique that would mean that guys wouldn’t know what an airhead she was until well-after she opened her mouth. It was hotter that way—she could look more elegant and regal for Him
 that way when he paraded her around town.

Dropping to her knees, rapidly sliding her fingers across her clit, bliss cascading through her form, she let out a long happy moan of complete sexual rapture.

“I-I'm s-so so hot!”

Gabrielle and Blair just watched, dumbfounded, jaws agape, as Coraline vibrated and shook with pure sexual pleasure. Her body was covered over with a thick sheen of sexual sweat.

As her orgasm subsided, she could see that Blair and Gabrielle were both blushing furiously. Their bodies were covered in sweat. They were so pretty. Girls were so fucking pretty
.

How had Coraline never noticed how fucking pretty
 girls were before? She thought she'd been asexual. How stupid was that
?

“Can I like, lick your pussies now?” she asked the two of them.

Blair and Gabrielle exchanged horrified looks, hesitating briefly. Then, without saying anything, they pushed her quickly out of the room.

Coraline was totally confused. What was their deal? Did they think she wasn’t any good at licking pussy?

Because Coraline knew she was fantastic
 at licking pussy. She knew she was fantastic, as a matter of fact, at every part of sex, despite being a complete virgin in even the most liberal usage of the word. Before tonight, she had hardly ever stuck her fingers into her cunt, let alone kissed a boy (and god forbid, a girl).

But now, sitting outside the closed door of Blair's room, sex was all she could think about.

Sex was all she fucking was
. She needed it. She needed a lot
 of it.

Someone needed to help her out with it. And soon. She felt like her body was going to burst, even though she was thinner than she ever had been before.

She held her head to the air, sniffing. There was...something nearby. Something she wanted. Someone
 she wanted.

Giggling and skipping down the hall, she approached the door that belonged to Him
. She already knew He was there. It only made sense.

She didn’t even have to knock. It was so perfect. He could smell
 her, she knew He could.

Instead, he opened the door. “Hey, Blair? Are you all...right...?”

His words trailed off as he saw Coraline there on her knees before him, looking up with a plaintive look on her face. She thought very hard about the most important sentence she would ever say in her life.

“I like, really really, super duper, totally need to suck your cock.” She licked her lips, drooling heavily. “Can I, pretty please?”
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LEONARD COULDN’T QUITE
 believe what was happening.

The whole day had been a bit of a surprise, really. First, he’d been rejected from Mountain State University, his number one choice for college. He had a few back-up schools still in the works, but that was the big one and he was properly devastated from not being able to go. They'd had the number one engineering school in the state.

He hadn’t told anyone—not even Blair, whom he usually shared everything with. The two were close—not properly close as brother and sister might be, but still close enough that they were good friends. She was a good listener, but she had enough on her plate with this party thing she was doing, and he didn’t want to bother her with his troubles.

The second thing that had been unbelievable was Gabrielle.

She was every sort of woman who got his cock hard. Rich, snobby, and gorgeous, every part of him wanted to fuck her until she was screaming his name and begging to be allowed to breathe.

Gabrielle hit his buttons so hard that he had been watching her from the banister above the entryway, covertly stroking his cock while she snootily picked away at his house’s furnishings and design choices.

It wasn’t that he wanted to fuck the snobbery out of her. He just wanted that snobby look to exist for everyone but
 him. Was that so much to ask? Was it so much to ask to want to fuck the everloving shit out of a stuck-up cunt who only existed for his pleasure?

As she quietly and deliberately tore down his sister and his home, he got harder and harder. Her elitism was the definition of erotic for him.

Like, obviously it was too much to ask to fuck the everloving shit out of a stuck-up cunt who only existed for his pleasure. Obviously. He knew that. He wasn't stupid
. He also knew he wasn't the type her type went for—he wasn't rich, tall and muscular, or famous.

But it wasn’t too much to ask to jerk off

 to it—and so that’s what he had been doing for the two hours since Gabrielle had arrived and he’d gotten a good, long look at her. The thought had crossed his mind—repeatedly—to try and interrupt Blair’s sleepover somehow, though he wasn’t sure quite how to do it and still look cool.

It was imperative to look cool, because if he looked like a geek for even a second, then Gabrielle would jump on him and all that amazing power of her beauty and cruel analysis would be turned on him. Then, he’d probably have trouble getting it up for like a month, and that whole section of his weird kink would be ruined probably forever. He'd have to re-align his kinks, and he fucking liked
 his kinks.

It was just too scary a thought to actually talk to her. So long as he didn’t, he couldn’t see the disapproval in those heartbreakingly hot green eyes. He could just keep seeing her gorgeous, snide elite looks, and he could insert those looks right at his side, with his hand sliding up that tiny dress of hers...

So, there were those two things—those were a weird mixture of surprising and bad, being rejected and the fear of being rejected.

And then there was this—with Coraline, on her knees right in his room.

Sucking his cock.

Sucking his cock amazingly
 well. Like, porn star good. She spat hard on his shaft to keep it lubricated, stroking it urgently and looking up at him with deep reverence. They were in his bedroom in the corner of the upstairs. The floor 
was carpeted, lucky for Coraline, who insisted on traveling everywhere on her knees—and the walls were covered with posters of all his favorite alt-rock and prog-rock bands.

His computer set up was in the corner alongside a guitar he barely knew how to play and a thick stack of books that were in desperate need of a good shelf. His bed was close to the ground and so his legs were splayed out, pants still awkwardly hanging at his ankles, and Coraline obediently and dutifully sucked him off.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Jesus. You’re fucking amazing at that,” he said.

“Mmmph.” She just sucked him harder, puffy lips sliding over his rod, loving his praise.

His orgasm was close. He didn’t know what had happened to Coraline—when she had arrived, she seemed like such a fat, ugly mouse, especially compared to Gabrielle—but she was a fucking rocking pornstar goddess now. Long locks of her brilliantly brunette hair licked against his feet, sliding across her body and down between his legs.

“Shit,” he grunted. “I’m gonna cum. Gonna...gonna cum...”

The ball of white hot need erupted inside of him and he let it all go with a thick shudder. He shot his heavy load down her throat, groaning as she swallowed every last drop. She smiled at him, drool and cum splattered all over her chin and lips, and she was gorgeous. He stroked her hair, and she nuzzled her hand into his hand like a dog.

“Fuck, you’re so pretty,” he said, stroking her face.

“Thank you, Master.”

He let that sink in for a moment. He was short on breath—she had given him a hell of an orgasm.

“What does that mean,” he asked, “this Master thing? Why are you calling me that?”

“Because you are my Master. You are Him
. Are you not, Sire? Should I not have sucked your cock?”

Well, he certainly wasn’t going to suggest that
, but...

“Where did this...I mean, how...” he shook his head. “Help me out, here. A couple of hours ago you were...you were...”

“Ugly. Unattractive.”

She sneered while she said it. He felt his cock—somehow, amazingly—twitching with excitement.

“Yeah, I guess. And now you’re fucking smoking hot.”

She tittered happily. “Thank you, Master.”

“And you’re calling me Master, asking to serve me and all of this. What happened?”

Her face scrunched inward. “It’s hard to recall, Sir. Thinking is not my best skill.”

“Try.” He lowered his voice. “I...order...you to try.”

“Yes, Sir.” She put a hand to her head, licking her lips. He had to resist the urge to slide his half-hard cock against those plush love cushions and feel her suck him again.

She did this for a long while, thinking and thinking, her face squirming.

“I remember...I remember...waking up in Blair’s room. Blair is pretty. Gabrielle is really
 pretty. They both could service your cock like I do, if you really wanted.”

Her hands landed on her tits and she began to rub them 
intently. The room began to fill with a soft, erotic scent—like raspberries and cream and sex. Thick droplets of heavy, delicious-looking milk dripped through her fingers.

“Coraline,” he said, looking down.

“Mmm. Master.”

“Coraline,” he said again, more urgently. “You’re dripping.”

“Dripping?” She looked down. “Oh. Would you like some, Master?” She slipped up a fingerful of her milk and slurped it down, moaning rapturously. “I taste delicious.”

The smell of her milk was like heaven. He inhaled deeply, feeling a spicy, intoxicating mixture moving around in his belly and mind. It felt like there was an electrical dynamo operating in his belly.

His cock was hard again. Why was his cock hard again?

More importantly, how
 was his cock hard again? She’d just given him the orgasm of a lifetime. He didn’t think he would have been able to cum again for at least a day or so. And yet there he was, hard as hell and looking at this lactating, willing beauty as she offered him every single part of herself.

He gulped, standing up.

“I think...” he licked his lips slightly. “I think we need to have a talk with Blair about this.”

In moments, he had his pants back up around his waist—the crotch area stretching around his eager boner—and he knocked on the door of his sister.

“Blair,” he said. “We have to talk. Something...something’s happened.”

She opened the door, just a crack, frowning deeply. “Sleepover, dude. No boys.”

Blair was sounding tough, but looked scared.

“Come on.” He was exasperated. “Something’s happened to Coraline. We need to talk about it.”

“Yeah,” said Coraline, suddenly at Leonard’s side. She leaned into his arm, softly kissing his shoulder, her tits docking around his bicep. “Something’s happened to me and we should talk about it. It’s super
 weird. I haven’t had his cock in me for like, five whole minutes? And it’s freaking me out.”

Blair flung the door open wide, enraged. “You put your cock
 in her?”

“I didn’t have...”

He was about to say he didn’t have a choice, but then, if Coraline was his slave—as she insisted—and he was her Master, then he supposed he really did
 have a choice. Then he looked at her body, so trim and tanned, so toned, so fucking busty
, with hot milk dripping down from her tits making her all the more shiny and wet. He didn’t really
 have a choice, unless you were to say a starving man had a choice to not eat a hamburger that was passed under his nose. Maybe he had a choice, but it wasn’t exactly a fair one, was it?

“I didn’t think it through,” he said. “She just...fucking offered herself to me. And look at her. For god’s sake, Blair, she’s hot as hell.”

Blair did look. She looked for a long time. Leonard felt his cock bulging at that.

What the fuck was wrong with him? That was his sister

.

His really, really attractive sister.

“But that’s not...that’s wrong
,” said Blair. “She’s been changed.”

“I didn’t know that! I just knew a hot babe wanted to fuck.”

“He’s got a point,” said Gabrielle, examining her nails on the bed.

“Thank you,” said Leonard. “See? I have a point.”

Blair huffed, tugging both he and Coraline into the room. “It’s still weird.”

She walked to her desk and gingerly picked up a plastic-looking toy gun and waved it in Leonard’s face. “Somehow,” said Blair, “this changed Coraline. We don’t know how or why. But Gabrielle shot her—”

“Excuse
 me?” Gabrielle stood up.

Leonard had to shift, hoping he could hide the boner growing even harder in his pants. She was even hotter when she was standing up—and now she was angry. Her cheeks flushed. Her legs were like the stems of some beautiful flower. He seriously wanted to fuck her, and even more now that he had broken his blowjob cherry with Coraline.

“I
 didn’t shoot her,” said Gabrielle. “She shot herself
 with that thing.”

“Well, you dared her to do it.”

“And you had it in your room! We can go down this rabbit hole all night long, bitch.”

Blair huffed, giving Leonard a look—you see what I’m dealing with?


Leonard really did. To be honest, watching Gabrielle verbally rake his sister over the coals was incredibly hot for him, and he liked
 Blair.

Briefly, an image flashed in his mind—Gabrielle in sparkling black lingerie, staring at him with love and adoration in her eyes. The kind that Coraline already had. Her hand was on Blair’s head, with Blair kneeling before Leonard. Blair was apologizing, sorry she wasn’t as pretty as Gabrielle, but she was still bimbofied and hotter than ever thanks to the same thing that happened to Coraline. And Gabrielle, telling Leonard she needed so bad
 to be his girlyfriend loveslave, forced Blair’s head forward onto Leonard’s thick shaft, her cunt aching as she watched Leonard’s blond sister making love to his cock with her mouth, calling her a bitch, such a stupid, stupid bitch
 for not sucking his cock her whole life already...

The image faded quickly and Leonard had to look away, blushing. He coughed, hoping his boner wasn’t that evident—but it was evident enough that Coraline, right next to him, found it necessary to stroke his bulge through his pants.

Gabrielle took a long look at that and then—very minutely—licked her lips. Then she rolled her eyes, turning away.

Leonard felt his excitement grow—physically and emotionally. What was that about, that little lick?

There was something in the air. It wasn’t just the sex stench he had carried with him from his room. It was something more. Something tangible.

Something was happening. He fucking liked
 it.

“Whoever is to blame,” said Blair.

Gabrielle huffed again. “Not
 me—”

“—whoever or whatever,” Blair said, through gritted teeth, “we can’t just let it stand. We have to do something about it.”

Leonard gestured for Blair to give him the gun. Coraline, at his side, clapped gleefully as his palm fit over the handle, his finger resting on the trigger. It was a strange device. A little dial on the back with strange indicators and a receptacle at one end that was about half-drained of a thick white fluid.

“Weird,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re telling me, you just pulled the trigger and, voila, Coraline was transformed?”

To illustrate his point, he pulled the trigger. He thought it would be safe—he pointed it toward the door, where there was no one. Something
 exited the gun, something dense and invisible, a shockwave stiffening Leonard’s arm as he struggled to keep the gun steady. He was already thanking his goodness that he hadn’t actually fired it at someone, as he didn’t quite believe beforehand that it would fire at all.

At that very moment, though, Margaret entered the room through the very door that Leonard had just fired at. “Hey girls, just wanted to check in on you. I know you’re not twenty-one yet, but I figured, what the hell, I’m cool, and—oh.”

The wave of lust hit her slowly. She had a bottle of whiskey in one hand and glasses in the other. Her knees buckled and she dropped to the ground, the whiskey rolling 
one way and the glasses in the other. A moan, long and pleasured, exited her mouth, and she rolled her neck long around like she had just received an amazing massage. She stared up at Leonard, licking her lips.

“Oh.” She said again, rubbing her hands all over her body. “Oh...Master.
 How may I serve your greatness?”

Leonard looked at Gabrielle and then Blair, both of them looking at him with horror in their eyes. “Ohhhh...” Leonard groaned. “...shiiiit.”
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IT WASN’T IDEAL. IT
 wasn’t even goddamn close
. But if Margaret and Coraline weren’t allowed to slide their mouths up and down Leonard’s cock—if they weren’t allowed to adore him somehow
—then they started crying. They got morose and loud, and their bawling was so high-pitched and giggly and weird that none of them could stand it.

It was Gabrielle who said for them to just suck his cock.

“If it keeps them quiet, I’m fine
 with it. I don’t give a shit if it’s weird. Just fucking stay quiet
, for god’s sake.”

And yet, was that hunger she had seen in Gabrielle’s eyes? Was it need? A need to get down on her knees and service her brother just like Blair refused to admit she herself was feeling? A need to see his cock out? To see it serviced?

Because Blair was feeling that, try as she might to ignore it.

It was the gun, she insisted to herself. She had taken it back from Leonard after he hit Margaret with it. She didn't 
trust him anymore.

Didn't trust all the weird, wet feelings she had when she looked at him.

Its effects weren’t like a bullet, hitting one target and then sticking inside. They were more like a bomb, or a gas, filling up an area. She had felt it before when Coraline had hit herself, and now that Margaret was changing, she felt it even more.

And oh god, was Margaret ever changing. Her stepmother had always been positively gorgeous. Blair rather resented that fact, and resented it more now that she saw how utterly erotic her every movement was as Margaret worked her beautifully puffy mouth up and down Leonard’s cock.

Like Coraline, her body had become sleeker, sexier, longer, and more busty. Her tits hung heavy, dripping milk into a puddle around Leonard’s feet. Precum and milk, instead of staining her body or making her some ungainly sticky sight like a pinecone trapped in a beehive, rubbed into her skin and made her appear even shinier and wetter. Everything about her new body promised youth, vigor, and hot wet dirty sex. Margaret was thirty-six years old, twice Blair's age. Now, though, Margaret easily could have passed for an eighteen year-old beach bunny.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, as Margaret pushed Coraline aside, sliding in and working her magic on Leonard’s cock. “Mom, that’s...that’s...that’s so good, Mom...”

It was disgusting. It was wrong. It was unbearably hot and Blair didn’t know how she was going to last the night 
without stealing away to the restroom so she could finger herself silly.

“I...really think I should go,” said Gabrielle. “This has been...crazy and weird? But I’m going to leave before any more accidents happen. I should have left right after the thing with Coraline. But...yeah. Going. Now.”

“N-no,” said Leonard, standing up. Margaret scooted backwards with ease as he moved, keeping her mouthy grip on his cock. “Fuck.” He swallowed, sliding a hand through Margaret’s thick, incredible expanse of long blond hair. It seemed to be producing its own light in the already brightly lit bedroom. “You can’t go. We have to figure this out first. You’re part of this.”

“I am not
 part of this,” said Gabrielle. “In fact, I should probably call the cops. They’re going to find out eventually, and if they do, I want them to know I didn’t have anything
 to do with it.”

“No!” Blair and Leonard cried together.

“No,” said Blair. “We can fix this, somehow. We don’t have to involve the cops. We can just...”

Her mind drifted. She thought of Gabrielle in a cop’s uniform, except a sexy parody of one with a deep plunging neckline. And then she imagined her bending over, her wrists wrapped in cuffs, moaning for Leonard’s dick to be shoved inside her.

“...just put it right in her,” said Blair.

Gabrielle looked at her quizzically, but then her own eyes went distant, those green emeralds going glassy and glazed.

She's thinking about the same thing I was, Blair realized. 
Or if not that, then something very close.

Leonard looked different. He seemed taller. More built. His cock looked enormous in Margaret's mouth, and it wasn't just because she had become smaller
 while somehow becoming taller
.

“...no.” Gabrielle shook her head, as if trying to clear a fog. “Something is wrong
 here and I’m going to have the proper authorities get to bottom of it. My Daddy is a very important
 lawyer, and he’ll know what to do. My Daddy...”

She licked her lips, watching Margaret take an especially slow suck down Leonard’s cock.

“...Daddy...”

Blair watched with her. Her hands ran over her tits. They felt swollen somehow. She echoed Gabrielle. “...Daddy...”

Gabrielle shook her head again, breathing in deep. “I’m calling the cops!”

She lunged for the door. Blair lunged after her, tackling her to the ground. The gun went flying across the floor.

“No!” said Blair, promising herself that she was ignoring how amazing Gabrielle felt. “This is my whole family! We can’t be some fucking circus show for the press! What will they say? Incestuous household holds sex party, corrupts promising high school grads? I won’t have it.”

They rolled on the floor, jockeying for position. Blair thought she had the better of Gabrielle a number of times, but each time, Gabrielle’s superior strength and length in limbs won out the encounter. She was just too flexible and too strong to keep in one place for long.

Just too superior of a specimen. Blair felt weak before her. Weak and inadequate.

Leonard wasn’t helping. It was like he was getting off on it. She could see him fucking Margaret’s mouth urgently from the corner of her eye. His hands closed on Coraline’s, and together they forced Margaret’s willing mouth at rapid pace up and down his shaft.

Margaret, for her part, seemed to love it. The puddle between her legs grew and grew. Her body—entirely naked—was covered in hot wet milk from her own tits and Coraline's.

Blair had no idea if it was that sight or Gabrielle’s hot, slender body rubbing so hard on her own that was making her wet. She accidentally—very
 accidentally—rubbed her forearm across Gabrielle’s crotch in the melee, and could feel that it was hot as well. They were gasping. This felt less like a fight and more...more like something else, all of a sudden.

Gabrielle wound up on top. She grabbed a lamp from the nearby desk, holding it above her head like a club.

“You fucking bitch!” she screamed. “Nobody touches me! Nobody!”

Everything in her face was utterly serious about it. She was going to smash Blair’s face in.

Leonard grabbed Gabrielle’s wrist at the last second. It was like Gabrielle’s momentum was nothing. He was strong
. How had he gotten so strong?

He lifted Gabrielle up and grabbed her by the arms, his hard, wet cock sliding against the back of her legs.  Blair saw 
his cock pushing against the gap in her legs and felt her heart skip. Struggling to keep her mind focused, she picked the gun back up.

“Coraline,” he said, “Tie her up. We’ve got to figure this out.”

[image: ]



“OKAY,” SAID LEONARD
, Margaret softly and slowly returning her mouth to his cock. “Let’s think about this.”

Gabrielle was now tied up. They used Blair's bed sheets to do it. Coraline stood right next to her, softly squeezing her own tits and giggling at all the milk spilling out of them.

“Now you want to think about it,” said Blair, full of bitter venom. “After fucking Margaret's mouth.”

Leonard shrugged. “...I don’t know. You guys said for me to fucking let her suck me off, what was I supposed to do?”


Be a Man. Take charge
.

The thought came unbidden to Leonard’s head. He knew that’s what Blair really
 wanted, what every woman really wanted. They wanted a big, strong man to come into their life and take control of them. Order them around. Toss them this way and that. Smack them around a bit if needed—just enough to teach them their place and teach them not to give any lip.

Girls had to be taught what they were, that was all. Pretty pieces of property. Trophy decorations for a strong man to show off around town whenever he wanted everyone to know what a fucking stud he was compared to the rest of the dickless losers out there.

These feelings were coming on strong...but he knew they were real. They were True.

He was going to fuck Blair, soon. He had fucked Margaret. Why not Blair?

It wasn't like they were really related. He was adopted. He could fuck her and not think twice about it.

He let the notion settle in his mind. It felt Right.

“Fine,” said Blair. She was covered in a fine layer of sweat. It made her look sexy. He wanted to stuff his cock into her until she shut up forever. She tapped the gun impatiently against her leg. “Fine. Let’s work together. What do you think we should do?”

He held out a hand. It was thick and calloused. There hadn't been callouses there before tonight.

“Gimme the gun, first of all.”

“I don’t know,” said Blair. “I mean, I’m the only one who hasn’t made someone transform so far, so why don’t I—”

“Give me the fucking gun, Blair. Now.”

His tone brooked no disagreement. He made
 it that way. Blair gulped and nodded, handing it over. He could see in her eyes that she was hoping she did the right thing.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, looking at it.

She tittered nervously, smiling and toying with her hair. Was it just him, or was it getting longer? She didn’t used to have locks
 in her hair, did she?

Whatever. She looked hotter, that was for sure. Like a woman should when she was around a stud like him.

He had made his will known, and she had obeyed. That was Right. That was Good. That was how Good Girls 
Behaved. His cock pulsed in Margaret's mouth.

How was he still fucking hard? He had lost count of his orgasms. He kept having them. His balls felt thick and full. He'd done away with pants long ago. They only got in the way. Thick, dark hair was growing on his legs. It was Masculine. It was Right.

He looked at the gun, thinking hard. Thoughts were slow. Pleasure was constant from Margaret's attentions. It was an effort.

There was a dial on the gun. Lots of settings. Default, Nymph, Bimbo, Trophy, and Queen.

The dial was covered over with a thick, mostly transparent substance. He let out a small appreciative sound, thinking. After a second of tinkering, the dial came loose from its sticky covering, and he could change the setting as he pleased. But its ammunition was empty. A little receptacle on one side, like a vial.

It had been full of jizz. He could smell it. He Knew.

“We have to use the gun,” he said, nodding. This was the Path. He had Decided.

“What are you talking about?” said Gabrielle. “That fucking gun? That caused
 everything.”

She had long ago stopped asking to be untied. She knew Leonard wouldn't do it. He had said he wouldn't, and what He said, Was.

He was the Man. That was all there was to it. The gun's effects were making it easy to just revert to basic biological roles. To put everybody in the places they belonged.

The gun was a gift, Leonard knew.

“We have to fill the gun up,” he said. “It's out of juice.”

“Fill it? Why?” said Candice. “It's caused everything. Don't you understand? It's—”

“It can reverse the effects,” he said. It wasn't a lie. He just wasn't telling her he had no intention of doing that.

“What? Reverse them?”

“There’s this dial here,” he pointed at the back of the gun, showing Blair and Gabrielle. “I think if I can refill the gun’s ammunition, or whatever, then I can turn the dial back and make Margaret and Coraline back into what they were.”

Again, he could
 do that. Would he really?

Coraline began pouting. “I don't want
 to be normal again. I'm so fucking hot
 now. Don't change me back, Master, please?”

Margaret momentarily moved off his cock, nodding. “Yes, Master.” She still stroked him. “I'm so happy being your bimbo slave. Don't make me change.”

Leonard's ego swelled. It would
 be wrong to do his girls wrong like that. They really, really needed his strength. His Power.

A single, solitary, moral voice inside of him screamed and shouted, telling him to stop, that this was wrong. That this was horrible
.

Margaret slid her mouth back onto his cock, looking up at him with big blue empty eyes. He forgot about any kind of right or wrong except for the sensations in his body.

And what he felt now was entirely Right.

“She’s been sucking your cock for like...a while, man,” 
said Gabrielle. “Are you sure you want her to return to normal? What if she remembers it all?”

Leonard shrugged. “It'll work out.”

She wouldn't remember, he thought. She would only remember his cock. Service to him.

Just like you, Gabrielle.

“How do you really know this will work?” asked Blair. “Every time we've used the gun so far, it's only caused more shit to happen.”

Leonard let her see the gun, holding it out. Why was he toying with them so much? If he wanted, he could just have Coraline and Margaret hold her down.

Some familial obligation, perhaps. To set her mind at ease?

“There’s different settings,” he explained. “It’s been pretty well set on ‘Bimbo.’ I think it was like, crusted there or something? Like, dried jizz glued it there. But it came loose when I pulled at it.”

“Gross,” said Gabrielle, sticking her tongue out.

Leonard thought heavily about how he was going to coat her tongue in jizz.

“What are the other settings?” asked Blair. Her gaze kept drifting down to Margaret sucking his cock. She kept biting her lips and moaning softly.

He peered at the gun under the light, turning it this way and that, making sure of what he read earlier. “It’s kind of faded, but it says default—I guess that’s just normal. Then nymph. Then bimbo—where it was. Then trophy. And then...queen.”

“Queen?” asked Gabrielle, suddenly interested.

“Oh my god, don’t even think about it,” said Blair. “It’s not like a real queen. It’s probably whatever pervert who made this, it’s their
 version of a queen. It’ll probably make you like, some sexy version of the evil bitch from Snow White.”

Leonard’s breathing became heavy and heated. “You really think so?”

That would be so fucking hot. Goddamn.

Making Gabrielle a Queen. Making Gabrielle his
 Queen.

Her fucking hotness stroking his cock while she sneered at Blair, Coraline, and Margaret. Cooing in his ear about how she was better than all of them. Making that hot fucking “fuck you” face to them while she looked back at him with total adoration.

Shit. Shit. That was so hot.

He came, jerking and spasming, down Margaret's throat. She moaned in appreciative orgasm—but he was still hard. He still needed it.

He still needed to fuck Gabrielle hard.

“Sir...” Blair coughed, slowly. She grabbed Leonard's arm. He saw her neck layer with heavy flushed skin. “Leonard. You need to...”

She nodded at the gun, its empty receptacle.

Watching his sister while he continued to come, his orgasm massive and long, Leonard smiled and pulled his still-spurting cock out of Margaret and over the gun, filling it up with one explosive eruption. His cum sprayed across the gun's surface and then down on the floor. 

Margaret, cum dangling from her lips, watched with happy glazed eyes and then bent over, lapping up the cum from the strands of the carpet.

“My boy is so powerful,” she said, licking her lips with a tongue turned totally pink. “So strong.”

Blair stepped back from them both, clearly having some kind of moment of clarity. Perhaps she sensed what was going to happen. The gun was ready, now, and so was Leonard.

He looked at Gabrielle with lust in his eyes.

A Queen.

Fuck. Yes.

“You're going to change them back now, right?” Gabrielle asked, shifting in her bindings. She was doing her best to look bored, even though Coraline was sucking her own tit right in front of her face.

Blair shifted, her steps mincing this way and that. Sweat poured down her brow. Her nipples were completely erect. She knew which way the wind was blowing. She could see the way he was looking at Gabrielle—saw how he changed the dial all the way up to Queen.

“Leonard?” Blair said. She put her hand back on his arm. It slid up his bicep, squeezing there. Tightening her grip. “Just...just leave me out of it, okay? Leave me out of it, and do whatever you want. Okay?”

He smiled, coming close to Gabrielle, grinning deeply. “Sure, Blair. Whatever you say.”

It was easy to lie to a woman. It was the easiest thing in the world. By the time she figured it out, it would be too 
late.

Gabrielle's mouth dropped. She was finally figuring it out. She was gorgeous when she was upset. She was gorgeous when she was everything
. Her mouth—so precious and perfect—turned into a perfect O-shape, her eyes wide and furious.

“You piece of shit!” she shouted at Blair. “You fucking slime! You ingrate cunt! I’ll fucking kill both of you! I’ll murder both of you in your fucking house
 and I’ll still get away with it because my Dad is
—”

Leonard aimed the gun at her face and fired. “I’m your Daddy, now.”

Gabrielle shook, her head lolling backward, a deep moan leaving her body. Leonard enjoyed watching this—the process. He hadn't seen Coraline's, and he had been horrified for some weird reason when it happened to Margaret.

But with Gabrielle, it was sensational. He witnessed her every single feature become more perfect. Her eyes, already emerald green, became bright shining beacons of erotic delight. Her lips thick, permanently wet and shiny. Her hair grew an extra two feet, easily stretching down to the middle of her thighs—which elongated with the rest of her legs, her torso shrinking while her tits expanded and her hips slowly advertising a more and more fertile self—a wide pair of babymaking hips that he knew he needed to fill up immediately
.

Gabrielle looked up at Leonard, smiling, grinning
 wide, easily breaking free of her bindings and standing up. Her 
pajamas—formerly sexy—were now downright pornographic. She tore off the leggings, leaving her in lace boyshorts and a shirt that was now little more than a tight crop-top clinging to her thick, buoyant tits.

Where Margaret and Coraline were almost cartoonishly sexy, though, Gabrielle made it all work. She looked like she could belong in an underwear catalog. She made it look classy
. Elegant. Regal
.

A Queen.

“My Adoration,” she breathed, pushing her tits against Leonard's chest and sliding her arms around his neck. “Oh, my King
. I didn't...I didn't know
. Forgive me?”

She leaned in slowly for a kiss, hoping, aching. He took her by the chin and indulged her, sliding his tongue between her lips, welcoming her tongue in his. Her body melted against his, her soft thighs sliding urgently against the sides of his gigantic cock as it streamed out layers and layers of precum.

Slowly, with some regret, he ended the kiss.

“You’ll be my perfect girlfriend from now on,” he instructed her.

She nodded. Her hair framed her face perfectly. She was an angel. “Your perfect girlfriend from now on.”

“You’ll seduce your dad to get more money out of him. You’ll give it all to me. I’m the one who really deserves it.”

“You’re the one who really deserves it,” she gushed, kissing his chin. The way she ground against his body had trapped his cock between her torso and his; it felt heavenly. “Please. I’d be so happy to give you all of it
, Master. My King

. Truly, I would.”

She slipped down from him, letting him go. His cock was hard and wet against her pajamas. A long slimy trail was left on her clothes, her body.

“Darling? Master?” Gabrielle's voice was becoming a sexy contralto. “What are we to do with her
?”

He looked with Gabrielle over toward Blair, who had started backing up toward the window. Her hands were wringing in her shirt. It was obvious the last pulse of the gun had gotten to her a bit. She was drenched with sweat from head to toe, pulling off her clothes, giggling and swatting her face, trying to stay alert.

Coraline got in front of the door to the bedroom, blocking her exit, anticipating her Master's need. Margaret began circling to one side, strutting slowly, smiling with great indulgence at her stepdaughter.

“Blair, you know...” He put a hand on his cock. Gabrielle quickly pushed it aside and replaced it with her own, stroking him eagerly.

“Tell her, Master.” Gabrielle’s eyes sparked with clear eagerness. “Tell her what you need
 from her. She’ll have to obey. She won’t have a choice.”

“W-hat the hell is s-she talking about?” Blair gulped “We h-had a deal, Leonard. We...you took care of Gabrielle, and I—I—I...”

“I never agreed to a deal,” he said. He rolled his neck this way and that, smiling deep as Gabrielle sneered righteously at Blair's confusion. A living fantasy.  “I just did what you couldn’t do. But now that all our ducks are in a row...I can’t 
just let you tell other people about this. It has to be a secret.”

Gabrielle, tall and perfect, nodded against his head. Her nimble hands stroked across his hard chest and she made a deliberately gorgeous pouty face. “She’ll ruin all
 our fun
, Master. Don’t let her. Please? Let us keep being so
 fun for you. We’re so eager to please you...make her like us. Make her breed
 for you. Girls with babies don't turn on their Man.”

Blair backed up against the wall, or tried to. Her bed was right there and she tripped down onto it. In less than a moment, Margaret was there on top of her, holding down her arms.

“N-no!” Blair cried.

It was too late. Leonard already had the Bust Gun in hand, ready to use on her in a moment's notice. He shoved it onto her head and pulled the trigger, hard
, the dial set to Trophy.

He could have made her a Queen, sure. Or a Nymph. Even a Bimbo. But he set it on Trophy.

As hot as it was to think of Gabrielle being so far above all
 his bitches, it was hot too to imagine Blair being just
 almost as good as Gabrielle.

She transformed beneath him as he climbed onto her body and ripped off all her clothes, sliding his cock against her virgin cunt. She looked somewhat older—more mature. When her eyes flipped open, they were sultry and full of lust.

“Yes
,” she moaned, stroking his chest. “Yes, my Love. Please
. Enter me now

! Fuck me, Big Brother!”

He needed no more permission than that. His cock, hovering right over her soaking wet entrance, slammed into her tight, virginal cunt, breaking all resistance. Beneath him, her body shook with a tremendous wave of orgasm. His thrusts were immediate and piston-like, vicious. He fucked her brutally, ruthlessly, animalistically.

He needed to breed.

“Fuck!” moaned Blair. “Oh fuck, Big Bro! Oh shit, Master! It's so good! Your cock is so fucking good inside me!”

He Knew it was. He was the Man. His Cock was always good. That was just how the world worked. Leonard took a grip around her throat and pulled Gabrielle close—lifting her up off the ground with one arm and crushing her against his body on the bed. Gabrielle whimpered with appreciation for his massive strength, her tongue melting against his while his thick, gigantic cock violated his sister's cunt.

“Cum in her, my Love,” Gabrielle moaned. “You have to. You have to, soon
.” She tugged herself tight against him, thick milk sliding down her tits. “You have to so you can fuck me
.”

That was enough to send him over. Leonard looked back down at Blair—her beautiful new, tit-heavy body, her elongated torso, her wide wide birthing hips—and he emptied out another load. It was the fourth or fifth or tenth or twelfth in the past hour, but it was just as potent as all of those countless shots—thick, hot, white syrupy loveseed blasted into her and filled her whole.

Almost the second that he came in her, Gabrielle pushed him off Blair and exposed his cock so she could wrap her tight young mouth around it. Her hair was thick and shining, like CGI in real life, pushing across his wet torso and thighs. Gabrielle took thick loads of his cum into her mouth—he couldn't stop cumming—and then removed herself from his cock, jacking him slowly while she swallowed his seed down and laughed with glee.

Leonard was in shock at how hot she was. “Fuck, but I’ve wanted you.”

Gabrielle smirked wickedly. “I know.”

She pushed back from Leonard and spread her legs on the bed, pushing Coraline, Margaret, and Blair aside. They were all cumming, still, feeling the after-effects of the aura of their Master's orgasm. Blair especially was mindlessly raving, mouth opening and closing like a lost fish.

Leonard climbed on top of Gabrielle and entered her right away—another virgin deflowered, and easily. Her cunt pulsed with quick, nonstop orgasms as his cock filled her up. She squeezed him like a glove down there, unending in her need to please him.

“Tell me I’m the hottest one,” Gabrielle moaned. “Tell me you want me even more than you want your fucking sister.” She pulled him close, whispering hot in his ear. Her milky tits crushed against his chest. “Tell me you want to fuck me more than you want your mommy.”

“I do.” He pulled her even tighter against his body, and then spun around, crushing her into the wall above the bed. With ease, he lifted her legs up over his shoulders, feet 
knocking behind his head. “I want you more than either of them.”

“I’m your queen
.” Her words stretched out longer as he thrust into her more virulently. “Your only queen. The one you need
.”

Coraline, Margaret, and Blair all rose back up next to Leonard, sliding their hot, young, perfect bodies against his legs as he drilled Gabrielle into the wall. Their tits, so heavy with milk and leaking so profusely, leaked endlessly, soaking his skin with their liquid and also soaking the bed.

“Fuck her, Master,” Margaret moaned. “Fuck your Queen.”

“Fuck her, Master,” said Coraline. “Fuck her because she's better
 than us.”

Fuck. They knew. They knew
. Even they
 knew the lay of the land. His thrusts became frantic, out-of-control. This was the biggest orgasm yet. He could feel it building, unstoppable, his willpower crumbling—they all fucking knew
 that Gabrielle was their Queen, shit!

He emptied inside of her—truly emptied, his balls draining as he fucked her full of every ounce of seed he could carry. In perhaps an hour, he might be able to go again, but that cum took everything out of him.

Slowly, he let Gabrielle back down on the bed. All the girls were licking his dripping seed from her legs and his balls.

“God,” said Gabrielle, giggling and rubbing her belly. “I'm fucking pregnant. I can feel it already. Aren't you, Blair?”

Blair nodded. “Mmmhmm. Our Darling is so fucking virile. What a God he is.”

Leonard turned. Maybe he would make Blair into a Queen after all. That was hot, wasn't it? To have two Queens. Didn't he deserve that?

He shifted on the wet bed, milk squishing underneath him into the sheets, and looked over the edge of the bed. The bust gun was there, but as he reached for it, it dissolved—disappeared right before his very eyes.

He couldn’t say for sure, but he felt like it hadn’t been destroyed. It was more like it had disappeared—teleported, maybe. Transported itself to some other lonely man in need, surrounded by beautiful, rudderless women who were in desperate need of a fuck and a strong sir to guide their feckless, directionless wills to a noble cause—serving a Master’s cock with all their heart and soul.

That was Right. That was Good.

He slid back into bed, kissing Gabrielle hotly and whispering in her ear about all the ways he needed her to sneer and rule superior for him. She listened intently, nodding with excitement at each one, stroking her God's cock, eager to take him to higher and higher levels of erotic delights.
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“Y

ou can’t
 fail me, Mr. Sanders!”

We sat across from each other in the professor’s corner office in the Science building. The place was full of shelves, books, scattered papers, chalkboard-diagrams—pretty much what you would expect from a physics professor.

He furrowed his wrinkled brow. “It’s Doctor
 Sanders, Miss
 Sweet.”

I sighed. I wished he would just call me Krystal, like everyone else.

He continued. “And I most certainly can fail you. I am your professor. Failing students who do not show up to class or turn in work is what professors do.”

I struggled not to roll my gorgeous brown eyes. Dr. Sanders was known around campus for running a tight ship when it came to his class, and I had to admit that the reputation was well-earned. If nothing else, he was one tough nut to crack.

I wished, suddenly, that I had figured out how hard he was going to be at the beginning of the year.

He was an older gentleman—very much a gentleman in the old style of the word, always wearing impeccably tailored suits and keeping his healthy expanse of peppery beard hair very well-groomed.

“Don’t they also help students succeed?” I asked hopefully.

“They do!” He smiled.

My hopes rose just slightly. I leaned forward, letting my breasts really swell forward in my tight top—my 36D cleavage right out in the open for him to enjoy. “And doesn’t that include me?”

“Do you remember what I said about students who turn in work and show up to class? The whole ‘helping’ bit mostly applies to them.”

He was sarcastic, if nothing else. He didn't even bat an eye at my cleavage, which usually had men drooling and almost near to jacking off right in front of me. That was something I liked—holding that kind of hot power over men. Men seemed to like it too—they loved a sexy babe who knew that what she was really supposed to be about was showing off and looking hot.

Dr. Sanders did not seem to be such a man, unfortunately.

The whole problem I have with Dr. Sanders and his class is that I hate science. I hate hate hate it. I’ve never liked it, never used it, don’t care about, and in fact I hope it gets buried in some cosmic trash pile with the rest of the junk when the universe finally ups and ends. Chemistry, biology, phrenology, tautology, entymology, and especially
 physics.

Even now, after my whole crazy episode with that amazing machine, I still am no fan of science at all. This whole discussion with Dr. Sanders happened something like three weeks ago, and even back then, in ancient history, I hated science too. I only wished that I could have studied
 it a little bit more.

But, ugh, no, really. All of my problems in this class were Dr. Sander's
 fault. Between his requirements for weekly written responses to science journal articles, his endless rounds of quizzes and tests, and his enormous expanses of lab work, Dr. Sanders was practically setting up the entire student body to fail his class. How could I be expected to do all that work when there was so much on TV to watch, so many websites to follow, and so many hot outfits to make me look even more fantastically gorgeous so that the legion of cute boys at this college could admire me?

I mean, a super cute babe like me just doesn’t do
 science class, right? I’m supposed to find some well-to-do college guy who will buy me hot fur coats and sexy jewelry to show off my extra-hot gymnastically-trained-and-toned body, who will take me out to expensive dinners with fancy French wines, and who will make sure I never worry about anything ever again.

That’s practically the only reason why hot babes like me go
 to 
college, especially preppy ivy-league schools like mine—to meet rich, sweet guys to marry.

It’s not like I’ll ever use
 the degree in business that I'm working for. Business classes are just where all the future rich guys are. And if I’m getting a business degree—let alone a business degree just so I can hook up with a sugar-daddy—why on earth would I ever need science?

Well, I guess it all turned out for the best, didn’t it? I guess I should actually be thanking Dr. Sanders. Maybe?

Nah. He was a big smelly jerk and I hated him. He just sat there at his desk, looking me over, waiting for a response.

What the weirdest thing about his looking at me was that there was nothing really sexual in his gaze. No, in fact, he seemed to actually
 be interested in what I had to say to what he said. I wasn’t really used to that at all.

I had never slept with anyone for a grade before—heck, I had never even really flirted
 for a grade before. Most of the time, because I’m pretty and friendly, professors just want to give me an easy time of it. Men are easy like that: show them a pretty smile, and pretty soon they’re just in pieces.

But not Dr. Sanders.

I tried harder. I crossed my legs, unbuttoned my blouse.

“Surely there must be something
 I can do to improve my grade?”

But the ploy was lost on him. Even worse than being offended by it or rejecting it, he seemed not to notice at all.

“No, I’m afraid not.” He shook his head, a little sad. “Grades are final, and that’s all.”

I really don’t understand his lack of caring. I’m not exaggerating when I say that I’m a super hot babe. I’ve got killer long dark hair and this amaaaaazing tight, tiny body. I’m seriously super hot. Men go out of their way to tell me so.

I take selfies constantly and upload them to my blog—and guys all the time tell me how they jerk off to shots of my tight abs, or my cute bubble-shaped ass in my tiniest spandex shorts. They seem to love the way my hair floats down all the way around the curve of my ass. And the shots they really
 seem to love are the ones of my tits—I’m always taking hot photos of my firm, bouncy cleavage, pushed up 
and together and forming that perfect sexy valley in tiny tops or mini dresses or spandex sports bras. Those get shared around the net like crazy—and that's really fun for me, getting my good looks shared by men.

I pout hard. “There’s no kind of like, lab work or something I can do? Staying after work? I’ll do anything
 for this grade.”

Again, I pushed my cleavage forward, and again, he ignored it. Instead, he considered my words for several moments, his hand lost in the mass of his beard.

“Yes...yes! You must come by my laboratory at eleven o'clock.” He started to rummage through a mess of papers on his desk. “We need an extra pair of hands.”

I smiled to myself. I knew what that
 meant. Finally, he wanted me.

Was I willing to sleep with him? Oh, I don't know. Why not? He was cute for an older guy.

Toying with my blouse, I slid one slender finger along the curves of my tits. “You’ll need me to do...lots of work with my hands?”

“Yes, quite a bit.” He didn't even look up, attending papers in front of him. “We need someone to hold flasks, work with the burners, dump out trash, that sort of thing. You’d truly be a lot of help.”

Oh. My. God.

He is so
 clueless.

“And I’ll pass the class?”

“That still depends on your final, I should say,” he chuckled. “But doing this is the only way that you could
 pass the class.”

So that was it. I had to go to the lab.
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IT WAS LATE WHEN I
 arrived, but I arrived on time—right at eleven o'clock. It was dark outside, but warm. Of course, I was only on time to the building, not to the lab. I never thought that it would take me several minutes to figure out how to get to the lab from the outside, or even get inside at all!

The building for the lab was built from brick, and had a long kind 
of capital K-shape to it with doors wrapping all the way around. As such, there were a lot of potential entrances, and I had to check each and every one. Walking around the outside, every locked door made my heart beat a little faster. What if I was too late, and Dr. Sanders wouldn’t let me help out at all?

I knew I was going to be wearing a lab coat, most likely, and I wanted to still be able to show off underneath it. So, I had on a tiny orange skirt and sexy white pumps, really giving my eyeful and a mind-full (of dirty thoughts) to anyone who happened to see me. Since Dr. Sanders hadn’t paid nearly
 enough attention to my tits earlier, I wore a sweater that was even briefer and tighter than before.

That ought to show him, I thought. He could judge me for my brains all he wanted, but my body was definitely A plus material. I was thoroughly confident that I could make him see that so long as I worked at it. And I had such
 a body to work.

But, as I searched around, I could find no one, nothing. There was no one there—I didn't even see any security guards. I didn’t get it. Didn’t he tell me eleven? Maybe he meant eleven in the morning?

No, no of course not. I wouldn't have made such a stupid mistake.

Finally I found an open window—just cracked open. For a moment, I debated on whether to try and get through it. A nearby rock that looked ready-made for stepping on ended my momentary quandary—I thought of the rock as a sign that I should try and get in.

Of course, I didn't stop to think for a second that I actually must have had the wrong time, if everything was locked up tight. I simply assumed that Dr. Sanders, scatterbrained fool that he was, must have forgotten he told me to be there. If he couldn't pay attention to my smoking hot sexiness when I was right in front of him, then surely forgetting to open the door wasn't beyond him.

And so, positioning myself on the precariously small stepping surface of the rock, I hopped inside the open window, and found myself in a laboratory.

The inside of the lab was dark, and I had to take a moment to let my eyes adjust. Slivers of light shone in through the window I came through, as well as a few others on other walls. I was able to start to make out tables full of strange metal equipment, wires and cables 
thrown all about the room like tossed spaghetti.

Across the room was an enormous machine—tall and cylindrical, twice the height of a person. I started to notice an odd humming in the air. And, now that I was paying attention, the air itself actually felt like it was throbbing with energy. Clear on the other end of the room from the machine was the door—presumably to the hallway. I started toward it, but then hesitated.

What was this machine? Surely it would be labeled somehow. I could find out, and then appear all smart the next time I had a discussion with some cute science guy, and maybe be that much more likely to get him to do my homework for me.

And so I approached the tall machine, fascinated for reasons that I had trouble determining all the way, and momentarily forgot all about my appointment with Dr. Sanders. In the front of the cylindrical metal structure was a tall door with a small window. Below the window was a big symbol—three blades positioned around a circle, the universal sign for radiation. Uh oh.

I was in the wrong place, in more ways than one. Time to leave.

I headed toward the door, but my sexy high heel caught on a wire, and I tripped, spreading forward. Trying to catch my fall, my hands flung out and grabbed the nearest thing I could—which just so happened to be the control panel for the big machine.

For a moment, nothing happened. The monstrous terror of the situation was held back by a tiny string of hope that maybe I hadn't pressed anything important.

Then, the machine hummed even louder, spreading out a strange golden glow from its window.

Oh no.

There was a sound like ten thousand thunderstorms locked inside of a bottle—and then a big whoosh as all the air swept out of the room and my lungs.

Somehow I found myself on the ground, coughing and gasping. It seemed like there had been some kind of shockwave that had just toppled me over completely. My ears rang, and my skull throbbed with a low, hard headache.

Then, I looked up.

There was a man waiting above me.

There was a huge
 
man waiting above me.

He was hard to make out completely in the dark of the laboratory, but then he turned, sniffing at my prone body. The orange glow from the machine—the door now wide open—illuminated his neanderthal-type qualities.

His face was overshadowed by an enormous, strong brow. His jaw was lantern-shaped, his nose brutal in its appearance, obviously having been broken several times. A small loincloth, crafted from the skin of some dead animal, covered his crotch. Every part of him was solid, pure muscle—rippling and coiling as he examined my very still body. I was frozen with fear, completely not understanding what was happening. And even as I was terrified, I had to admit something...well, something primal
 about my instant attraction to him. He was unequivocally a man
, and my pussy quivered with arousal.

But, at the same time, he was...well, how do you say such a thing?

He was a caveman, pure and simple.

I could hardly believe it, of course. How do you believe that a caveman is standing right in front of you? How do you come to terms with the fact that you have just activated what is more than likely a time machine?

It turns out that I reacted by my cuntmoistening instantly as I stared up at this incredible hulk of male above me.

The look on his face must have been the exact opposite of what I saw in Dr. Sanders—it wasn’t disinterest. No—not by a long shot!

It was lust, pure and simple. His long, strong tongue continually slid over his lips, each sniff he took of my body becoming more and more heated..

He stood up tall, stretching out his thickly muscled arms. The cords of his neck, his shoulders, were almost thicker than my entire torso. In his arousal, the loincloth over his crotch rose up impressively, and then fell away with a small, annoyed tug as he stood over my hips.

Some kind of verbage fell out of his mouth. I shook my head, not understanding. He repeated whatever it was, saying, as far as I could tell, “Urg.”

I shrugged, trying to back away. “No, I'm sorry. This is all a 
mistake. Let me go find someone who can help you, and—”

He had no interest in listening to anything I said. His hands, large and menacing, came down on my body.

“No!” I cried out, swatting against his arm.

But he didn’t seem to care. No, even if he knew what I was saying, he knew even better what I needed. With ease, he set me down on the table. His hands on my thin, narrow waist kept me in place. I banged hard against his naked arm and chest, but these blows were useless—he was solid muscle, and anything he wanted
 to do, he was going
 to do.

He was going to fuck me whether I said I wanted him to or not. His cock, throbbing and meaty, ran over my scantily-clad naked thighs. I squirmed heatedly and tried to tell myself that all the wet movement was because I was afraid—but I knew deep down I was just turned-the-fuck-on. His muscles were like concrete.

His precious meat was enormous—I wouldn’t have been surprised if he had clubbed other cavewomen over the head with it and dragged them back to his cave. Unconsciously I began to drool, my eyes sort of glazing over as he inched closer and closer. He tore off my panties like they were nothing—annoyed with them as he had been with his loincloth. His hands gripped my hips hard, his penetrating pulsing cock hovering over my cunt. With a groan, he thrust forward.

Then he was inside of me.

I...well. What can I say? I loved it.

The instant his cock slipped into my pussy, I was in heaven. He was so fucking big! His meat drove hard into my tight walls, filling me up entirely. My hands ran up to his hot, caveman chest, so thickly muscled and haired. His hairs were like black tangles of rope, hard and bristly. He smelled like a fresh kill, like I had summoned him the second after he took down some enormous mammoth.

That was so hot, knowing he could hunt and kill like that. That he could provide, like a real male.

The look in his eyes was wild excitement. I began to moan and cry out, and his hands came up around my mouth, and then my throat. So intense. He wanted me quiet—clearly not wanting potential predators to come by and ruin his good time.

He grunted, thrusting his enormity into me again and again, so hard and so virulently powerful, and my cries of pleasure only got louder. And so, his grip on my throat only got harder.

I had no idea I loved being choked. But he—Urg, as I came to call him—he loved it, his piston-like fuck rhythm hurrying faster and faster as he squeezed my future-girl throat harder. And I loved it because he fucked me so incredibly well. Every thrust was heaven—and every bit of heaven was spliced with the hot choking of my throat.

His strokes picked up. He was going to cum, I could feel it. My legs wrapped around his backside, pulling him in hard—so hairy, it felt like I was sliding up against some animal. He was an animal of a man, at least.

And then, just as I wanted, just as I needed, his hot seed released into me, his thrusts pumping in time with the delicious eruption. Squealing in pleasure from being filled so suddenly, I came—hard—and then I came again as his thrusts spurted arythmically into me.

Even with his caveman intelligence, he knew he was giving me something special. A smug smile had formed on his brutish face. I came forward, kissing him on his thick neck, his broad shoulders, openly thanking him for taking me with so much force.

There was a sound from inside of the machine. Urg pulled his loincloth back up and walked away from me, toward the light. He kept making odd, confused grunts, but seemed compelled somehow to step into the light.

Before I could say anything, he was gone.

The yellow light dissipated, and then the door of the machine closed. Was it programmed somehow to return any matter from the past that transported to the future? Maybe my body had been a distraction from the call for a time, but after Urg came, he had to obey the machine.

I don't know—just speculation. I never got to find out much about that mysterious time machine, if that's what it was. For all I knew at the time, maybe Urg wasn't a caveman at all—maybe he was some avatar of manly fucking from the future. Maybe the machine was some teleportation device, and he was just Russian.

How would I know? Science is hard.

In a daze, my clothes practically hanging off my body, I walked down the hall, almost drunkenly wavering from one end of the hall to the other. A great deal of time had passed, and the morning light was up outdoors. A few spare students walked around, eyeing the obvious amount of skin I had showing.

Dr. Sanders came ripping around a bend, nose buried in a book. “Ah!” he said with a smile. “Miss Sweet! You’re here early! That speaks well for your grade, my dear! Come, let’s get to work.”
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LATER ON THAT DAY,
 Dr. Sanders let me know that my work in the lab—which I barely remembered in my post-fuck-session-haze of memory—let me pass the class. I was glad, but of course, I couldn’t let that be the end of my encounters with Urg.

Doing a little wiki-research, I found that other cavewomen looked nothing like me. I could walk with confidence knowing I was the completely and absolutely hottest piece of ass Urg had ever had—a legacy that would last for thousands
 of years. He’d tell his kids
 about how fucking hot I was—I would be a standard
.

So, after a long nap and a heaping of recovery food in the form of grains and veggies, I decided I would see Urg again. At least one more time. I owed him that much. He was so manly, and he had fucked me so very well.

Of course
 I was going to go out of my way to see him again.

That night, I dressed up just for Urg—I found a hot leopard print bikini and some knee-high leather boots. I covered myself up with a trench coat, and made my way out to the lab again, braving the cool weather in my skimpy outfit. My long dark hair bounced behind me as I walked across campus.

Certainly, I wondered if somehow I was messing with forces far beyond my control with what I was doing. How could you interact with what you thought was a time machine and not be at least a little
 worried that you might be ending all of creation somehow?

But, I had already used it once and nothing bad had come to pass. Certainly one more time wouldn't hurt.

And besides, if this thing was that
 dangerous, would they really 
leave it just in the middle of a college university where anybody could break into the lab and accidentally use it because they tripped due to really tall heels? That seemed unlikely at best.

But then, I would have thought fucking an honest-to-god caveman was just about the unlikeliest thing that could ever happen.

Anyway, I decided to leave all that thinking and sorting out to lawyers and scientists and all of those sort of people. That's what they were for.

Me, on the other hand? I was made for fucking—and very specifically, I was pretty sure I was made for fucking Urg. Or rather, being fucked very, very
 hard by
 Urg.

So I broke back into the lab the same way I had the night before. I suppose the scientists there had the day off and hadn't tried to fix the open window—or maybe they just weren't very observant of their surroundings. I remember thinking that if the window hadn't been open, I would have probably gotten more drastic about how I chose to break in—but luckily that wasn't the case.

I approached the machine again, still humming just the same as last time. Cautiously, I pressed buttons on the control panel, hoping I wasn't somehow going to cause a nuclear explosion.. I thought
 I had been careful about remembering what I hit last time—but who knew? Maybe I’d summon some sabretooth tiger or some futuristic cyber-dragon thing.

The machine made the same enormous thumping-whumping noise as it did the time before—but this time I was a little prepared, my hands over my ears and all of me kneeling down behind a table. When the noise stopped, and the golden light flooded the room, I stood up to greet Urg, dropping my trench coat with a flourish.

And, he was there. But, it wasn’t just Urg this time.

Oh no. It was four of them.

I could almost imagine the scene. Urg returns to his people, and tells a story of sleeping with some goddess. The three mightiest among them—and, all naked and ripped and incredibly
 well-hung, they all seemed rather mighty indeed—stayed with him to fuck the goddess alongside him whenever she appeared.

“Urg,” said Urg. He slapped the meaty chest of the caveman next to him, who was shorter, with a broader forehead. “Brog.”

“Brog,” I said slowly.

Brog smiled, stepping forward with viciously lustful intent. His friends followed him, silent and large. They looked maybe like distant cousins, each with dark long hair and the same shade of brown eyes. Their dark brown skin shone in the golden light of the machine.

I realized very quickly that this just wasn't going to be about Urg fucking me and his friends watching. Oh no. This was going to be about all of these cavemen fucking me all at once, just because they wanted to.

I mean, obviously, right? I was hot. They were ripped and masculine and each of them with a rather potent member. And all they understood in their world was killing and fucking.

Mmmph. I don't know how I restrained myself as long as I did. As it was, I tried foolishly to back away, and knocked down some pieces of lab equipment.

“Oh,” I said, shaking my head as Brog came forward. My eyes were like saucer plates. “No...no...please...”

Just like Urg had, though, Brog seemed to know what I needed better than I did. He forced me down on top of a table and ripped my leopard bikini away. Within moments, his huge hands held me down and his hot cock was inside of my tight, wet pussy, filling it up completely.

For a moment or two more as he was inside of me, I resisted—but it just felt so fucking good! There were so many of them, fighting was useless, stupid. It was dumb to fight when they all had these incredible hard cocks that were so hard just for me.

Urg slid forward, slapping Brog's chest. He wanted a go at my pussy. Not wanting them to fight, I rose up and guided Urg over to my mouth, and eagerly began sucking him like that. His eyes grew—first in surprise, and then in complete rapture. His hands sank back around my neck, choking me softly while his meat bulged in my esophagus. As far as Urg knew, this was probably the first blowjob in the history of man.

The big silent two cavemen didn't seem to know what they were doing, casually thumbing at their cockheads while they watched me get fucked by Brog and suck off Urg. I called them over, momentarily 
popping my mouth off of Urg. Very quickly, I slid my hands around their huge meaty cocks, tugging up and down and aiming straight at my tits.

I wanted to be covered in caveman cum. I wanted to be slathered in it, to drown in it. I wanted to have my entire body soaked by their hot, white, creamy perfect goo that was created just
 for me, only
 for me.

The situation wouldn't allow for anything else—it had become a caveman gangbang. Frantically, I jerked off two of the big men while Brog fucked me with his enormous member, my long legs wrapped around his head. But even better than all of that was how Urg fucked my hot caveslut face.

Caveslut. Oh yeah. The hottest piece of ass they’d ever known in their entire cavemen lives. That was so perfect.

Something about Urg was just so special. I loved his meat shoved down my throat, I loved the hard bristles of his hairy patch of pubic hair shoved into my face. My body felt electric as he shoved into my again and again.

The cavemen all began to grunt at roughly the same time, and I could tell I was about to have a shower of cum unloaded on me. My pussy tightened on Brog's cock in anticipation.

Brog, feeling that hot tightening, came first. Even as a caveman, he knew somehow I was just made to be ruined by his cum, so he pulled out and sprayed all over my belly. The other two that I jerked off followed suit, their thick skulls knocking together as they erupted onto the mess of hot goo that Brog had already unloaded.

Urg was last. He tightened his grip around my throat and pulled out as well, unleashing his spray all over my tits, clearly cumming much more than the others. It was obvious why he was the leader. I came with him, watching his incredible cock spurt and vibrate right above my face, licking the shaft and head while the goo spurted out above me.

They all hung over my body for several seconds, admiring me as my orgasmic throes took over and I rubbed their collection of hot caveman semen into my smoking hot babe body. It was a sight I knew they'd never forget. And, turns out, I was right.

After a minute, though, the machine called them back—and they 
had to answer the call.

I watched with more than just some admiration as they walked back into the yellow light of the machine. Urg stopped, just for a moment, to gently kiss me on the forehead—which struck me.

He really cared for me. And I realized, as I watched him fade into the light, I cared for him too, very deeply, and that feeling was growing all the time.
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I VISITED URG TWO MORE
 times. Once, he was by himself, and the other time he brought one other friend. He became rather tender, at the end—even grunting out my name, in a caveman sort of way.

I had lots of dreams about how we might make it work—that I might try to keep him here in my time. But these were pipedreams, of course. I don't think it ever would have truly worked out. Still, I do wonder from time to time what might have happened if I had been able to visit the machine with leisure.

But then, one night, I showed up at the lab, and the machine was gone. I suppose they caught on to my exploitation of their machine—or maybe they just had it confiscated or destroyed. It did seem rather dangerous.

I’ll never be able to go back, as far as I know—but it was fun while it lasted. And in the meantime, there's been a rather wonderful side effect.

Whatever tribe Urg was part of was rather influential in its region, and then later on influential in the world. Lines of kings and emperors and the like came straight from where Urg originated from.

Or, that's my guess, anyway.

It turns out now, I'm the ideal female. For thousands of years, all any man has ever wanted when they've wanted to fuck is me. All any girl has wanted to look like has been me. All Western artwork is dedicated solely to babes who are as hot as I am. And now, here I am in the future, just so able
 to take all that affection and do whatever I want with it.

Dr. Sanders definitely gave me an A. When he got a good look at 
me the other day as I was walking across the quad, he dropped to his knees and started jerking off.

I get all the cocks I want—and I've even found a group of guys who fuck almost as hard and ruthlessly as Urg and his friends.

Still, though, I do miss Urg, even with all the extra attention now.

I know, I know, I never would have thought it either.

But it really happened. My heart was taken by a caveman.
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Taken By Cowboys
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S
tuck in a basement with a borderline personality-disordered nerd was the last place Laura wanted to be, and yet, that was where she had been stuck for the past five minutes. Most of everything that Alexander so far had just been odd, weird gibberish that she hardly had the inclination to call speaking. She wanted to run away with her fingers placed firmly in her ears.

Instead, out of some possibly-misplaced attempt at politeness, holding her arms across her buxom expanse of chest, barely restrained underneath her tight white shirt, she just repeated the one thing she had managed to glean from Alexander’s jargon-filled rant.

“You built a time machine.”

He very nearly hopped up and down. “Yes!”

“All by yourself.”

“That’s right!” His fists pumped in the air.

“And you want to test it on me!”

“I totally do.”

Laura was, understandably, having more than a little trouble taking all of this in. The brunette's downstairs neighbor, Alexander, had never quite had all his screws as tight as he was supposed to. Often she would come home at night to their duplex and see him—through the window which he always had open—hanging from the ceiling like a bat and reading old physics textbooks. He held regular meetings with other nerds, discussing theoretical problems of quantum mechanics in which they would, after several rounds of drinks, start screaming at each other purely in equations. He had 
even modified his car so that it ran on corn starch, because “who wouldn’t want government subsidized fuel?”

More than half of her expected that this whole arrangement—the big parade of electronics and the big towers of circuitry and wires that he had presented her with in the basement—was some sort of ruse to get her attention. Laura was used to such ruses, being a beautiful, curvaceous young woman—and somehow still a virgin at the tender young age of nineteen.

All her life, men had gone out of their way to earn her attention and respect, often in odd ways. Whatever it was about her busty body and affable personality, her appeal seemed largely to create men who thought they had to make enormous, grandiose gestures of worth before working up the courage to ask her out. There was the boy in high school—Michael?—who had organized a flash dance with the entire basketball team to announce his desire for her. Or the chess team captain who had built a scale-model of a queen—with Laura’s height and even some eerie likeness to her—as the team’s mascot.

Of course, this all embarrassed her a great deal. She invariably turned each one down. Who would slide into a relationship with someone who thought you were on some pedestal, waiting to be called down and live among the mortals? It was dehumanizing, even if the notion behind all that work was somewhat flattering.

She hoped college, which she started next week after moving away from her home town, would be different. She hoped for more mature men—men that would respect that she was working her way through each semester.

But her hope was not all that strong, so far. Men who lived nearby seemed to be able to sense her fragile virginity—like they could see that symbol of innocence in her rosy cheeks or her vibrant blue eyes—and it made them want her all the more. Her extra bit of  voluptuousness—adding to her sexy, healthy expanse of curves—only seemed to make her all the more available, encouraging crushes to let them think that she was attainable, thus reinforcing the crushes all the more.

This “time machine” was the latest in a string of incidents with Alexander, who had been showing her more and more 
technologically advanced items: a television that ran on potato batteries, a four-way mirror, a tiny one-tenth scale-replica of himself that could hold a conversation.

It annoyed her a bit that he had some genius, clearly, but that all of it was being fixated on her.

So, when Alexander had called her down—after barely exchanging three conversations with him that weren't him rather over-chalantly showing off these inventions, all of them about mail delivery and the weather—her guard was up.

Even so, she hadn’t been expecting this. A time machine? Really? Ridiculous.

“Listen,” said Alexander, “it’s perfectly safe. I understand your concern, but everything I’ve sent through so far has been fine.”

He picked up a teddy bear off a nearby cabinet for her to look at. “You see?”

She did see, taking it in her hands. It was ravaged by teeth marks, stuffing falling out of it.

“It looks like some animal went at it.”

“What, Mister Fluffikins?” he shook his head. “No. He’s been like that a while. I had something of an extended teething period. Very special development.”

“Oh.” Laura dropped the bear. “Ew.”

“As I’ve said, you don’t need to worry! All I’m asking for is a partner. I’ve created a fail safe, you see? All the time travel fiction I read, everything goes terribly wrong when the device breaks somehow or another. But for me, it’ll be different. After seventy-two hours, the portal will open again, no matter what. It’s set on automatic.”

“But what if you miss the portal? What if it opens up some place dangerous that you can’t get back to?”

He paused, mouth squirming. “I suppose I hadn’t thought of that.” But he wasn't deterred. “Something to fix in future versions! For now, I’ll pick out some place we know to be safe. This very spot, but one hundred and forty years ago.”

“One hundred and forty years ago?”

“Yes! What could possibly go wrong? The clothes are close enough that I can amalgam up something without causing too much 
attention. I’ll carry my taser should anyone try and approach me. And in the meantime, I’ll just stealthily stay in the background, observing.”

“For seventy-two
 hours? That’s three days, Alexander!”

“The records show there was nothing here. Just some old ranch, barely employing a couple of old crotchety ranch-hands, no doubt. Perfectly safe. We’ll be able to set up a tent and enjoy the past at our leisure.”

He really thought she was going to spend three days with him in the past? In...in anywhere
?

She shook her head, golden brown locks trailing up and down her shoulders. Why was she treating this as if it was a serious proposition? It wasn’t as though he could actually travel through time.

He began to offer another explanation, but Laura shook her head, cutting him off. “Never mind. I don’t want to hear it. I am not
 doing this, okay?”

Alexander, finally, began to look dejected.

“I’m sorry,” he said, after a moment. “I misread you. I thought, with your incumbent education, you might find it an elucidating experience. Something to give you perspective. I remember you saying you were interested in history. That was why I...well. Anyway.”

Oh, god. That was enough to confirm her suspicions. He had convinced himself that he had built a time machine purely because of a crush on her.

All these men, making all these insane gestures of affection. It was all the exact opposite of what she wanted from a man, truth be told. Why couldn’t they just understand that she just wanted to be told
...

She sighed, stifling the sudden thought of desire. Alexander looked at her like a lost puppy.

“I’m not...I’m not participating in anything that all that machinery creates,” she said, reaffirming her position. “But I can watch you turn it on, if you like?”

His face lit up immediately. “Wonderful! That would be truly wonderful! And, once I’ve passed through, you can perhaps consider following me into the other side, yes?” He saw the look on her face. 
“Or perhaps no. Either way...not an issue! Three days shall pass for me, but nary an instant for you! Observe!”

Rushing around the various machinery he had propped up, Alexander began pushing buttons and cranking levers, seemingly at random.

And then the most insane, wondrous thing happened.

Then...then Alexander turned out to be right.

With a furious, startling rip, the portal opened up. It was like a sort of semi-translucent circle, hanging in mid-air. Pink and purple light flooded out from it, filling the room.

Something—a bird? A rock? Flew out of it and landed right on Alexander, knocking him down to the ground. He moaned, obviously hurt.

Laura, terrified and surprised, called out to Alexander. There was no response, his moans ceased. She could see him laying motionless on the other side of the room—and though she couldn’t really see the portal in between the two of them, there was obviously something
 there, shimmering the air and making it wavy, like you would see on an especially hot day. And then, of course, there was all that odd pink light.

Mesmerized, she stepped forward. There was something so interesting there. If she could just...just see it a bit clearer...if she could just get a bit of a closer look...

And then it was gone, all of it gone, and Laura stood in the middle of a bunch of trees. Behind her, the portal slurped itself up.

What the hell?

She looked around—nothing but forest. Alexander’s lab, gone. The house, gone. Everything Laura knew...gone.

Oh god. Had he really built a time machine? Was she lost in time?

She heard hooves—actual hooves!—clopping—actually clopping!—from behind her. She turned with a fright that she could only assume was written all over the entirety of her body.

Approaching her was a tall, tall man on a large black horse. He wore a tight, dusty button-up shirt, the spurs on his boots jangling lightly.

“Hey there, little lady,” he tipped his hat back, letting her see his brawny, strong face. “You need a ride?”

Panic! Death! Terror! Every fiber of her being was telling her to run for her life.

“Oh...uh...no. No thank you. I’m just...I think I’m just...just out for a walk!”

“Are you sure?” He sounded concerned.

“Y-yes! I’m...just a walk!”

“You’re walking around by yourself, huh? This close to Indian territory...with nothing to keep you warm when the night comes down?”

“That’s right!”

She could not help but make everything she said an exclamation. Adrenaline rocketed through her veins, making her unable to process anything but electric excitement. She was talking with a man from over a century ago!

She was now officially living over a century ago!

The man continued to approach her, off his horse now. Laura tried to get away in the wilderness, passing through trees, stepping over rocks and through dirt. The day was warm, in a comfortable way, and bugs hopped onto her body and hopped back off again.

Over more trees, through more dirt, and suddenly there was nothing but a tall cliff face. Behind her, the rider still approached, off of his horse now. He was smiling, his hands held out wide.

“My name’s Karl. What’s your name?”

She just whimpered, pressing back against the cliff face. She couldn’t explain the sort of terror she felt at this man, but she knew—knew
—that he wanted her. She could see it in his eyes. And she knew, in this time period, all alone, it would take a magnificently decent and civilized man to not take advantage of her.

This was a cowboy. Someone living rough for a long time. He would not be magnificently decent or civilized. He would push her down, he would slap her face, shove her mouth onto his hardness and make him serve her and oh god, oh god why did that turn her on so much?

He was a big, big man. Tall and broad. There was a bulge clearly growing in his pants—and she could see the incredible amount of muscles that he had earned from years and years of experience of wrangling and hard-living.

There was absolutely, positively nothing

 about him that wasn't pure, unadulterated man
.

Laura, looking at him, could not help but feel her arousal grow and grow. She had never been around someone like this all her life—had never been in front of someone who so clearly wanted her and so clearly was going to do something about it.

“You know, little lady...I’ve been riding these trails for a good long time.” He came closer and closer. She could see the want in his eyes. “And I’ve never seen anyone as pretty as you.”

“Oh...oh god...”

She stepped backward, only pushing back harder into the rock. He was right on top of her now. Their attraction was animalistic, like flesh magnets, she didn’t feel like she could get away.

Unbidden, her hands rose up to touch her chest. He was hard as a rock—harder even than the cliff behind her. They just didn’t make men like him anymore. Not muscles honed in a gym or enhanced by chemicals, but earned and densened by years and years of incredibly hard work.

“Oh my god...”

Her pussy flashed with wetness. This was all...this was all happening so fast...

“You feel something you like, girl?”

She let out a little whimper. Her legs felt like putty. She had never felt this kind of animalistic attraction to a man before. Her pussy felt like it was going to burn up her whole body.

She fell to her knees, intending to beg for him to leave her alone. He was breathing hard, hands running through her hair.

“Please...please...I just...”

Her hands slipped over his bulge. He was enormous—and getting bigger. Her hand gripped the thick length through the denim almost by impulse, and she felt it swell before her grip.

“P-please...” she moaned again.

Apparently misunderstanding, he quickly adjusted his pants, and soon his cock was out in front of her face. As she watched, it grew harder and harder by the second, its enormous surface sliding closer to her lips.

“Oh...oh god.” She shook her head lightly. “Please...I can’t...I 
don’t know...please...”

He shushed her gently, stroking her hair.

“It’s all right, girl. Take it slow. Take it how you know you want.”

God, but she really did
 want it.

She’d be gone in three days, right? It didn’t matter what she did now. She could...she could suck a little cock, couldn’t she?

It wouldn’t even count. She’d still technically be a virgin back in her own time.

Even as he entered her mouth, her mind wasn’t all the way made up.

“D-don’t...” she managed, tasting his manflesh with happy relish.

“What?” He looked a bit surprised, still pushing his cock against her face.

“Don’t...don’t stop...”

He smiled at that, and pushed forward into her again.

She was a quiet fuck, moaning submissively, eeking out little soft squeals every so often, suckling hard on his giant rod. He was so big in her mouth, filling her up entirely. His long shaft pushed to the back of her mouth and down her throat, making her swallow him, suckling and moaning as she worked her tongue along his shaft. After a few minutes, she could hardly imagine anything outside of his cock anymore.

Past, present, future, none of that mattered. All a woman like her had ever been born to do was this timeless equation of cock plus mouth. Suck, suck, suck! She could not get enough. She forgot about Alexander, about college, about anything from her own time. She was there to fuck this cowboy, and to be fucked by him. Nothing else made sense—why else would have been there right when she slipped through the portal?

After several thrusts of his enormity down her supple throat, she could feel a hot, warm ball of bliss spreading through her body.

She was going to cum, she realized. She was such a dirty, fucked-up slut that she was going to cum after being practically forced to suck this stud cowboy’s cock. She was such a whore...such a little cowboy fuckslut that he was going to make her cum. Her sucking just increased in frequency and intensity, knowing this about herself, reveling in it.

“Oh damn,” he moaned. “Damn, damn. You’re better than any gal I’ve ever had. You’re gonna make me put it in you, girl...you’re gonna make me...make me...”

His voice was lost in a torrent of grunts, thrusting harder and harder, pushing her head back into the hard surface of the cliff.

He exploded down her throat, layering her esophagus with his creamy, dreamy white goo. She suckled it down greedily, orgasming all the way. Her hands gripped the tight, muscular flesh of his ass, coaxing him to fuck her mouth even harder after he emptied into her.

Finally, he pulled out, though she moaned and followed his cock with her mouth, licking obediently.

“You’re coming home with me, girl,” he said to her. “I gotta keep you safe, now. Gotta make sure you stay mine.”

Submissive, now, weak, stunned, all Laura could do was nod meekly. It was like having his cum inside of her had pacified her completely—completely overwhelming any senses of shame or self-worth that she had. Overwhelmed by the hot pleasure of serving this cowboy stud, obeying was all she wanted to do anymore.
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THE NEXT MORNING, AFTER
 a night of fucking and sucking Karl in every way that he asked, acting like his complete sexual servant, Laura intended to sneak past him, gather supplies, and get back out to the portal.

They were located somewhere in what may have been a prairie, may have just been a field. Laura didn’t really know the geographical terms for such things. There was a long stretch of empty grassland everywhere she could see, and yet to the West, in a long enough line, there would be the forest where she came from. Where he took her and held her was a small cabin, surrounded by a large arrangement of barbed-wire fencing. There was a hen house, and some cows, a couple of dogs, and one horse besides the one they rode in on.

It was a regular ranch—though maybe a small one? She did not know.

Escaping had been on her mind ever since finally, he tired out, 
apparently exhausted by his new toy. He had fucked her in every way she could think of—holding her legs over her head, fucking her on the floor of the cabin, in his bed, against the wall. She moaned out his name, calling out his praises, loving every new stroke of his cock inside of her once-virgin pussy.

No longer a virgin, though. No longer at all.

She was his whore, or may as well have been.

No, she thought, whores were paid.

She was his cowboy slut.

As their fucking subsided, Laura felt shame creep back into her life. Shame of being such an open, wanton slut, needing his cock every second. She had stroked him until he would not move anymore, desperate for that hardness to be inside of her again.

With him asleep, she had her own time to think—and thinking brought only shame.

Back in college, in her own time, she had been a good girl. A girly girl. She led discussions at her church’s small group, spreading the good word about God. Only stupid, crazy sluts acted how she acted now. She remembered shaming them in her own time, making fun of them, asking them how they could have possibly started to act like they acted.

Now she understood. Cock was so. Fucking. Good. She had given up just the second she knew it was going to be forced upon her. She had openly begged
 him for it.

How had she gone
 for so long without being stuffed as full as Karl stuffed her? She felt like she had been made
 for his cock to fill her up.

But...but she had to get away.

Real women didn’t live like this, right? Didn't act like this? She had to be a real woman.

Her going suspicion was that there was something screwy with the time portal that had made her act this way. That Alexander had included some...some sort of sluttification device in there, so that he could fuck her silly no matter what time period she had been in.

Of course, this was in stark contrast to how getting taken and forced by Karl was the living embodiment of every fantasy she had ever held. Whenever she masturbated in her bed at home, always it was envisioning something like what had happened earlier—being 
taken and cornered, alone, no escape, no choice but to give in and be used and abused like a complete fuckdoll...

Her hand drifted across the bed, somewhat hoping to rouse Karl again.

But no! No! She had to get away. Get back to the portal. Get in her own time. Stop acting like such a complete slut. That was the proper thing to do.

So, slipping up out of the bed, still covered partially in Karl's expanse of cum, she intended to slip away.

But it was to no avail, so far. Karl was a light sleeper, and rose with her.

“Make me some breakfast,” he commanded, smacking her on the ass.

She stood still, her body overwhelmed with the heady lust that hearing his masculine command gave her. He must have thought she was hesitating, because he struck her ass again.

“Go on,” he said. “Know your place, girl. Make me some breakfast.”

She slipped on the clothes he had available for her—a sort of raggedy old blue dress that looked like it had been abandoned after a night of passionate fucking. It clung to Laura's generous curves, showing off her cleavage and her legs, both. Her own clothes had been torn apart by Karl, of course. Just like all of Laura's will.

They hadn’t used any protection the night before, and he hadn’t bothered to pull out. Four or five times he fucked her, though she lost count of her own orgasms very early on.

And so, it wasn’t too far off to imagine the old cliche—of her being barefoot and pregnant. Maybe...maybe he'd get her pregnant and make him suck his cock while he ate the breakfast she made him...

Unable to help herself, the thought sent a hot, slick thrill through her body. To not worry about things like equality or fighting for rights. To just accept being a happy, good fuckpet for an indomitably strong male, no chance of escape...the idea had her breathing hard.

There really was no chance of escape. Women wouldn't get the right to vote for another thirty or forty years. And it wasn't like it was all roses and sunshine for female equality after that. If she didn't get back to the portal, she'd only ever be a second-class citizen, 
expected to do exactly what her man said forever and ever, judged solely by her merits as a breeder and a homemaker and ohhh god why  was thinking like that making her touch her sweet hot wet pussy ?

With much difficulty, she pushed herself off the wall, taking her hand from her sopping wet pussy, and entered the kitchen.

She was going to have to put her foot down with Karl. Try and hold him off for the next couple of days until she could hatch a more elaborate escape. She had to preserve her dignity, after all.

As she made him breakfast—putting together toast and grits from what she able to gather in the kitchen, using the small stove that was available to her, she also was preparing a speech—she had been out of her mind, out of her head when they had been fucking. A strange fever took her. She would very much appreciate it if he wouldn’t approach her again. She was without the ability to resist properly. He’d be taking advantage of a sick woman!

Would he be mad, thinking she was sick? She would have to assure him it wasn’t contagious.

As she prepared this, Karl entered the kitchen, grabbing her ass with a smug grin on his handsome, dirty face. His kisses along her neck and back melted her instantly. She forgot her protests, again. They only rose up again when he sat down—but when he snapped for her to serve him, she meekly served his breakfast without complaint.

He wolfed down the food—eating so fast, and so voraciously, that Laura did not have the wherewithal to start speaking to slow him down. It felt so good
, watching him eat what she made him. She had provided for this hard, strong man who had fucked her so vigorously all night long.

And what was more, she was giving him more fuel to fuck her again. She hadn’t considered that before making the food. And yet now, it was all she could consider. If she cooked him a good enough meal, he could fuck her for hours...

With a bang of the front door, another man entered the small cabin.

“My, oh my,” said the big hunk. “Who is this, now?”

Oh god, thought Laura, her cunt positively dripping with lust. Two of them? Two cowboys in this cabin with her?

“Um...uh...I...um...” was all Laura could muster.

“Her name’s Laura,” said Karl, swatting her on the ass. “She’s a good ol’ girl. Real nice-like.” Karl pointed with his fork up at the newcomer. “This here is my boy, Harlan. He runs the Square-R with me. What do you think, Harlan? Ain’t she pretty?”

“Oh yeah. She’s mighty fine...” Harlan looked confused for a moment, stroking his thick whiskers. “Where’d she come from? You ain’t spend our money to bring some harlot out here, did you?”

Karl shook his head. “I found her wandering out there in the forest. Just all by her lonesome, nobody to take care of her. That weren’t no place for a woman.”

“I see.”

Harlan stroked Karl's face affectionately—clearly the alpha of the two, even though both were dominant forces in Laura's estimation. They had probably spent quite a few lonely nights together, learning about each other's bodies. They had probably been waiting to unload their affection on someone like her.

Harlan pulled out a seat and sat down across from Laura, openly eyeing her. His gaze rested on her tits, barely restrained in her ripped dress.

“Where’d you come from, girl?”

“Johnson...Johnson City.”

She could not stand to have her voice become anything more prominent than a quiet, submissive whisper in front of these two strong, outrageously masculine men.

“That little ol’ place? You got family there?”

Little old place? It was the biggest city in a hundred miles! But...of course, that was in Laura’s time. Not theirs.

“Family? No...”

That was a mistake, judging from the way Harlan’s eyes lit up.

“So ain't nobody’s coming for you, then?”

“No,” said Laura, and then, shaking her head, she stammered, “Y-yes, I mean. Two brothers. Big, mean brothers. They’re coming. I bet they’re looking for me already.”

“Is that so?” Harlan leaned back. “What are their names, then?”

“J-Jack,” said Laura. “Jack and...J-jackson?”

Oh god. This was no way to state her case. She was trembling with 
the lies. She couldn’t stand having all this mendacity pouring out of her in front of these strong, strong men. They just wanted to fuck her, to own her, to protect her...

Where Karl was broad and tall, Harlan was shorter but more built. Thick hair covered his face. A brute of a man. He stood up and grabbed her by the hair, making her tilt almost all the way over.

“There ain’t nobody coming for you, is there, doll?”

Laura was hardly able to contain her drool at being manhandled like this. Certainly, her pussy wasn't able to stop itself from wettening. 

“N-no...no, sir.”

With a fierce smile, Harlan began to unbuckle his pants. Laura, in one last attempt at salvaging her decency, tried to protest.

“Please...” she started. “...no...I’m...I’m not well.”

“That’s all right, girl.” Harlan gave her another tug. “I’ll do you right.”

“No...no, I have a fever, and...I don’t know what I’m doing...”

“It’s okay,” said Karl, his voice almost reassuring. The way someone would talk to a whining puppy. “We’ll take care of you.”

Harlan nodded. “I know just how to break a fever, girl.”

With all her remaining strength, Laura pushed Harlan, trying to get away. Harlan, surprised, stumbled backwards, falling down.

For a few beautiful, terrifying seconds, Laura headed to the door and even thought she might have gotten free—but Karl grabbed her before she even stepped outside. He and Harlan both laughed at her energetic retreat.

A part of her was desperately glad she hadn't made them mad. That would have gone poorly for her.

Harlan stroked his whiskers, considering Laura for a moment. “You still got that chain, Karl? I got an idea.”

“C-chain?” Laura gasped. “You can’t be serious. I won’t allow that! You can’t possibly—”

Harlan slapped her, knocking her to the ground out from Karl's grasp.

“What was that, girl?”

Every bit of control Laura ever thought she had in her life, every agonizingly difficult decision she made day after day to present 
herself as an independent-minded, strong woman had been utterly annihilated with that single blow.

And she felt herself loving it. That slap—beyond the instant pain—had just turned her on. It was like a switch, letting her see the reality of the situation.

“You’re right, Sir,” she said, voice trembling. “I should know my place. Please, do as you like with me.”

She couldn’t even believe the words as they came out of her mouth—and yet, there they were!

All those secret desires, all that socially-repressed need to be owned and taken and ignored and used. They were available now, just there for her to take, if only she was brave enough to take them.

“Please,” she said again. “I was wrong to tr-try and get away. Ch-chain me up? Give me a collar...you can put it around my neck. With l-leather, maybe...”

Fear strangled any more words she had; fear of the way their faces lit up with lust at her suggestions. She couldn’t believe herself, still. She was suggesting
 ways for them to imprison her!

Karl was something of a whiz with hardware, as it turned out. In less than ten minutes, he had fashioned a collar and chain—about forty feet worth of chain, anchored to the floor. It was long enough for her to step around to any room in the small cabin, and just a bit outside to take care of washing and other such duties.

But with it on, she would be caught. At their mercy.

Harlan was the one who slipped the collar on her neck. The leather was comfortable—soft and supple enough for her to wear all the time.

“How's that, girl? How's that feel to you?”

“Very good, Sir,” she said heatedly. “I'm so glad that you have me under control.”

“Karl's gotten so much time with you, I'm a bit jealous. Do you want me to be jealous, girl?”

She shook her head, tugging Harlan on top of her in the middle of the cabin. Karl watched, stroking his exposed cock, as his friend mounted their slut.

“Please,” she moaned. “Hurry...”

She had no panties on, of course. Laura doubted that she ever 
would again in her life. There was no foreplay—the whole time the collar was being put together, she had been touching herself openly. Harlan knew she was ready. He was ready, too—his hard cock huge, as big as Karl's. He thrust hard into her cunt, her legs wrapping around his waist.

“Oh god...” Laura moaned.

“That's right, girl,” Harlan grunted, pushing hard into her. “You ain't nothing but our little slut, now.”

She was—just their slut. His thrusts were violent, forceful, with no care for her well-being. He smashed her body down on the ground, clearly used to being on top. Karl stroked harder and harder, watching them go at it.

“God damn, girl,” said Harlan, “you're so fucking tight...”

She could feel his balls tightening, his muscles tensing up. From her rounds with Karl, she knew exactly what that meant.

“Please,” she thought. “Please cum...please cum...”

She wanted to tell him to cum on her belly—to cum anywhere but in her needy, probably fertile body. But of course, with so much bliss running through her body and her being unable to end the thought, he misunderstood, and filled her tight young pussy up with his explosively hot, impregnating cum.

Karl, standing and watching, came on her face right after Harlan emptied himself inside of her. She had never been so violated, never been so owned.

“Thank you, Sirs,” she moaned, licking up the load. “Thank you sooo much.”

[image: ]



ON THE THIRD DAY, FINALLY
, before dawn, she was able to make it out. She had supplies—bread and water. It would last her through the rest of the day until she was able to get through the portal.

They had made her their servant. Their slave girl. She was wearing a chain! What was she thinking
? And she had begged
 for them to do it!

Karl and Harlan took turns with her, treating her like property. They would fuck her one at a time, or sometimes stroke the other 
while fucking her. It was a hot, sick, sex dance that Laura would never, ever forget, and nor would she want to.

So far, before this, she had treated it almost like a vacation. Something to dive into while she was here. But this wasn’t anything temporary—or, it wouldn’t be, if she missed the portal today! She had to leave.

She had been given her taste of true submission, true service, and it was delicious. It was everything she had ever dreamed of, serving these two muscle-bound studs who couldn’t help but take turns with her and fill her up with their beautiful hot cum.

But still...something cried at her—cried at her to get out.

You can be a person, still. You can have your own life. You should
.

And when she had woken up that morning, with both of them passed out, smelling of sex and whiskey, she finally had her chance. She didn't feel she had a choice other than to take it.

Very shortly after leaving—with the cabin still in view on the horizon as she ran across the grass, she could hear them calling after her.

She had to hurry. They had horses. They would be able to find her soon.

Finally she passed through the veil of the forest. Mind racing, she tried to recall landmarks—but one tree looked just every other. There were rocks, vines, low-hanging branches, birds singing...

There.

Pink light flooding out into the open, just for her. The portal. Smiling, she rushed toward it. But, just as she was only a dozen feet away, she paused. Hesitation plagued her.

She looked at the portal, open there before her, getting smaller. She was running out of time. And then she thought of all those cocks...so hard and ready, waiting just for her...needing her there...

The hooves of horses thundered as they approached, coming closer and closer. She turned to approach her men, a guilty smile on her face. She could hear the portal humming still, and could even see if it she tilted her head just right. But it was not in their view.

Karl stepped down from his horse first, clearly annoyed. “What are you doing all the way out here, girl? It’s dangerous.”

“I was...” she looked around. There was no real excuse, or explanation she could give. So instead, she opened her dress up, letting it flutter to the ground, and strutted toward them. “I was waiting for the two of you to come for me...”

Harlan swung down from his horse as well. “Here we are, girl.”

He had the chain and collar in his hand—and Laura's heart lifted up joyously, seeing that.

She couldn’t deny her biology any longer—her true purpose in life.

Other women were perfectly capable of being independent and smart and adventurous and single and blazing trails for equality everywhere and all of that. Laura didn’t want that, though She didn’t want her own life. She didn’t want to decide things for herself. She didn’t want men who tried to impress her, who put her up on some impossible-to-live-up-to pedestal. She was soft, beautiful, an exquisite piece of fuck-art.

She wanted to be on display and admired constantly for exactly what she was.

She wanted to be taken. She wanted to be used and abused, their personal plaything. Their cowgirl fucktoy. So long as...so long as...

“You’ll keep me safe, won’t you?” she asked, voice desperate. She stood between them both, her hands slinking already to their released cocks, stroking with urgency. “You’ll keep me yours, and yours alone?”

Harlan smiled, clearly flushed from her stroking. “’Course we will, girl.”

“Shit,” said Karl. “You think we’d share a find like you? You’ll have to fight us to tear off from us, girl.”

Harlan opened the collar wide, presenting it to her.

“Go on,” said Harlan. “Be a good girl for us, now. Put it on.”

Laura, dropping to her knees, did just that. She locked the collar tight, and stared up at them, waiting to be told how to please them.

The two men pushed her down until she was on all fours.

They were going to take her together. They hadn't done that before. Right here, out in the middle of all this wilderness. Karl slapped her ass, quickly finding her entrance from the rear. His hot, long near-footlong length of cock pushed inside of her cunt easily. 
Her sweet, velvety folds embraced him.

Harlan, affectionately stroking Karl's muscles and then trading off down to Laura's immense tits, pushed his cock forward into Laura's face. She swallowed him happily, sucking him down—an expert now at blowing huge cowboy studs, with so much practice lately.

From her angle, she could the portal—the future, waiting for her. All opened up.

And then she looked up at Harlan, sucking his magnificent manly cock...and Karl, all those muscles...

The portal closed—permanently, no doubt. And even if not, Laura wanted nothing to do with it.

Karl thrust hard into her, only making her suck on Harlan the more. Karl seemed to be excited by it—how much pleasure he was delivering to Harlan by fucking Laura harder.

“I'm gonna fucking...” Harlan moaned. “Gonna fucking cum right down your throat, girl...”

This excited Laura—and it felt like it excited Karl as well. He thrust into her harder, harder, harder, and she felt that perfect ball of bliss in her midsection explode. At the same time, Harlan let out an enormous grunt and released his torrent of delicious cum down her throat, just as he promised. And Karl, once again, unleashed inside of the fertile, vivacious body of Laura.

All of them, trembling and heaving, collapsed upon one another in the forest, each holding the other tight. As she basked in the warm, ever-present glow of orgasm and snuggled in between her two strong, virile cowboys, Laura knew without a doubt that they were her real future, now.
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O
n her knees, she suckled her lord's cock, aching and moaning as he thrust his hips forward and filled her throat with his incredible dick.

Not so long ago—though she didn't know it anymore—she had been dutifully married. She never would have dreamed of cheating on her husband. She never would have imagined herself worshipfully sucking the cock of someone who essentially amounted to a stranger, thinking of him like a living God and hoping to hear just the tiniest words of appreciation from him in return for her lifetime of service.

Of course, she didn't know
 the man was a stranger. And she didn't know
 that she had ever been married. If anything, she was married to service, married to obeying, married to looking pretty and being the best, prettiest, hottest, sexy-servile sexcretary she could possibly be for her big boss.

In her tiny miniskirt, smoky dark stockings, deep revealing silk blouse and teensy jacket, she looked like a sexy porn parody of a personal assistant. That was just what her Master wanted, and so it's what she gave him.

It was so fucking good to serve the Master.

But she hadn't always been so enlightened. No, she'd had to be taught how to be such a good girl.
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LIFE WAS NOT GOING
 well for Delilah Korset, not well at all. And none of it was her fault.

How could it be her fault when movies kept tanking, when magazines kept failing, when TV shows couldn’t get past the pilot stage? How was it her fault
 if the projects she attached all her talent to dissolved like sandcastles built in the middle of a low beach?

Delilah was a talent agent. Her client base consisted almost entirely of young, lovely women. She easily made good first impressions—she was attractive, blond, and well-dressed, with a happy smile and a clear willingness to work.

She got her clients jobs. She got them good
 jobs with well-known directors and photographers; it was just...somehow, every job ended up paying barely anything.

That meant, first of all, that Delilah was barely paid anything; it also meant, unfortunately, that her clients were less and less happy as time went on. She only had a handful left, and all of them were on edge.

Anything was better than failing—anything
. And so that meant that Delilah was willing to go above and beyond to ensure that her clients were happy with her from now on.

That was how she had ended up at the Social Media Solutions Business Conference. It was the sort of event that mid-level executives and managers attended to hound for easy sex, cheap booze, and the kind of networking that 
might lead to a job opportunity somewhere down the line. But, unlike most of the other professionals there, Delilah attended to actually learn. She had actually dressed down
 to keep things business serious, wearing an older ankle-length skirt and a heavy blouse that hid most of her substantial bust.

The conference was arranged in a convention center in downtown Santa Paula, only about a forty-five minute drive from Delilah’s own office two miles away. Traffic was always bad.

The day was divided into several blocks, with each block having a different class in a small presentation room with a projector and stiff, uncomfortable chairs made of hard steel and red cloth.

Delilah sat in one such seat in a class called “Social Media Targeting Millenials: How to Create an Audience in An Instagram Instant.”

It was truly awful.

She had come in hoping to learn how to help her clients connect to a larger audience. The idea was, hopefully, that they would generate enough buzz from their own online presence that prospective producers would want them on their high-profile projects to create larger built-in audiences.

Pretty girls worked for Delilah, and it wasn’t like it was that
 hard to take a near-topless photo to encourage some followers. Mostly, she had been hoping for some kind of craft session on how to propose this to her girls and make it seem like it was their
 idea.

Having to just spring it on them made her feel like a pimp. Or a madam. Madame? Wasn’t that the word for female pimp?

Regardless, so far, the class had been awful. Actually, so far, all
 of the classes had been awful. Most were sidetracked by relics more than twice her age asking if it was possible to log in to their account on a phone, or what a mailing list was, or how long it took before a tumblr post started trending.

“Useless,” she said, gritting her teeth. “Totally useless.”

She sat in the back of the room, which was where she felt most comfortable. It was also the easiest position to make a strategic exit—which she was about to do if this hadn’t turned around in about two minutes.

Three hundred dollars, down the drain. Three hundred dollars used to pay for this conference that she could have spent on something worthwhile...like, say, one hundred and fifty discount cheeseburgers with which to drown out her sorrows of being a total show business failure.

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?”

She turned to see a man sitting just behind her. He had a dazzlingly beautiful brunette on his arm. They sat like they were in a movie theater. A very dark
 movie theater, where sex-kittenish women felt comfortable sliding their hands tight against the arms of their men and wrapping their legs over his.

The woman wore tall, tight leather boots, and the sight of her clinging to her man—boyfriend? Husband? Boss? John?—like that was strangely erotic to Delilah. Her breasts spilled through her tiny white dress, docking with urgency 
against his arm. Tendrils of hair brushed against the inviting line of her cleavage.

“What’s that?” Delilah asked.

“How useless it is,” said the man. “You said it yourself. They don’t know a thing about how to use this software. Or if they did, they’re not about to show anyone, it doesn’t seem like.”

Delilah crossed her arms. That made it hard to turn and look at the man, and so she uncrossed them again.

She took another look at him. He was dressed well. His suit was navy, expensive, and pinstriped. But the man himself didn’t seem all that extraordinary. He was certainly cute
, in a way, but cute enough to bag the kind of beauty he had doting on him?

Her hair looked like it belonged in a commercial. As a matter of fact, Delilah would have loved to have her as a client. She was certain she could get her a job right away.

“You know a lot about software, I take it?”

He smiled. “I’m a designer, yes. And an engineer. I could take these clowns to school.”

“Then why are you here?”

He handed her a card. It was yellow with black writing. “To steal their business, of course. If you’re not happy with your social media, give me a ring. I can make your business explode.”

The card delivered his name, Albert Stout; the name of his business, NewLife Design; and his phone number and email.

“Sure,” said Delilah, looking down at the card. “But what 
if I...”

He was already walking away. His hand was attached firmly to the ass of the beauty at his side. She whispered something in his ear, and he squeezed her harder, encouraging a happy, aroused yelp from her as they exited the conference room.
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“FOR THE LAST TIME,
 Mandy. If you can’t find a job, I’m going to kick you out of the house, and I don’t care
 what your father says about it!”

An alien arrangement of shrieks and squeals sounded through her phone, and Delilah huffed and closed it, walking into her office the Monday morning after the Social Media conference.

Her stepdaughter was many things—beautiful, talented, manipulative—but industrious was not one of them. For the gorgeous young woman, barely eighteen years old, the only thing more essential than accessorizing was keeping her schedule free so that she would never have her hands tainted with the stain of a hard day’s work.

Delilah was rather certain her stepdaughter hoped for a life of luxury by catching the eye of some uber-rich businessman; in the meantime, she dressed and acted like the world’s biggest slut in the hopes that she could fast track that eye-catching.

Things had been rocky with Delilah's husband Earl as of late. He’d had Mandy in his first marriage, which had ended just a few years after it began and left him with a daughter 
he still didn't know how to raise properly.

Delilah had married him at the bright young age of nineteen, deeply in love with his hard chest and easy smile, her eyes full of stars at finally arriving in Hollywood, just fifteen years old than Mandy at the time.

The two young women often treated each other more like sisters, which grated on Delilah, as she tried
 to be a good mother. But Earl spoiled Mandy constantly, always undermining any firm touch Delilah had, and the end result was to have herself painted as the evil stepmother.

It was not yet eight o’clock in the morning and most of Hollywood was still asleep from whatever rager they had attended the night before.  Delilah's talent agency was small, located in an isolated office building and sharing space with a shady medical firm and a few masseuses who Delilah desperately hoped were legitimate.

Sharing work space with the site of a potential police raid was the last thing she needed right now.

Sitting in her waiting room, apparently waiting for her, was Albert Stout. He dressed down from when he saw her last; wearing tight jeans and a hoodie. His shoulders were rather broad and well-muscled.

This look suited him better, ironically, than the suit he had worn. This looked more like his element.

Delilah had emailed him the night before, giving in—willing to try something, anything, to fix her business. Later this morning, her top client, Robyn Sashay, would be arriving, and all signs pointed to bad news.

Robyn was her top client because she was the prettiest 
of the lot, and also because she had been something of a success for Delilah for a little while.

She’d starred in a teeny-bopper music video (for a pop band, of course, that fizzled out quicker than a bad soda on a hot day) and segued easily into regular appearances on a court room drama as the overly attractive lawyer’s melodramatic love interest. Robyn was brunette, tall, busty, and sensationally beautiful, and every part of her personality advertised how much she knew this fact.

But, the court room drama went on to its third and final season without Robyn, and picking up steady work had been hell for her ever since.

The fact was, Delilah needed Robyn a whole hell of a lot more than Robyn needed Delilah, and the idea of her star client finding new management filled her with terror.

“Good morning,” said Albert. “Thank you for the email. I hope I’m not here too early.”

His gaze over her body was slow and appreciative. Delilah felt some surprise at this. She was no spring chicken, but she wasn’t exactly a winter
 chicken either. At the age of thirty-four, Hollywood circles saw her as close to ancient—but in the game of talent management, a little salt (and “salt” being a relative term in Hollywood, where twenty-five was approaching middle-age) was often appreciated.

She wore a loose, long black skirt and a bright blue button-up blouse. Her body was kept fit by a religious attention to yoga practice four times a week and intense cardio sessions late in the evening every other day. Her thick blond hair was drawn up in a bun, kept in place by a 
series of pins.

The stress of her job meant that often she forgot to eat, and when she did remember, the subconscious horror at her own body not being the same as all the skinny socialites she tried to impress and wrangle ensured she ate mostly plant matter and legumes.

“No,” said Delilah. “I’m sorry I’m late. How did you get in?”

“Doors tend to open for me,” said Albert.

Well. That was...cryptic. But whatever. Hollywood was full of weirdos.

Very soon they were in her office. She poured herself a glass of water and sat down across from him after offering him the same. He pulled out his laptop, ready to work.

“I’ll get right to it, Miss Korset.” He clapped his hands, clearly excited. “You’re having issues with your talent. They’re not getting the jobs you want. Heck, they’re lucky if they get jobs at all.”

“Well,” said Delilah, automatically defensive. “I don’t know if I would characterize the situation quite
 like—”

“Please.” Albert held up a hand. “We’re all friends here, yes? I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m just stating the facts. You need help. You need clients that are willing to be steadfast to you. Loyal. Obedient. I can make all of that happen for you, Miss Korset.”

Delilah raised an eyebrow. He certainly didn’t lack for confidence. “And how will you make that happen, exactly?”

“My program is very powerful, Miss Korset. It’s on the very cutting edge of performance. If you’ll look here—”

He tried to bring his laptop over to her lap, but she pushed it away. “I want to know how
 it works, first. What do you mean, you’ll make my clients loyal and...obedient? I don’t need obedient
 clients, Albert. I need clients that get jobs.”

“And if they took better care of themselves? If they followed workout routines, beauty regimens? If they practiced their lines better?”

“They’re getting
 parts,” said Delilah. “It’s just, the jobs themselves keep falling through. They get discouraged.”

“I can take of that as well.”

“With a social media program? Mister Stout, I’m aware that getting a few likes or shares can be a boost to the ego, but you’re talking about...I don’t even know
 what you’re talking about.”

“I can show you better than I can explain it to you,” he said. “Here, have a look at my laptop.”

He slid it forward into her lap again. His gaze was expectant, encouraging. And also...lascivious? There was something predatory about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel this entire meeting was—well, off
.

Her alarm bells were ringing loud and clear. She had to get him out of the office and quick.

None of what he was saying made any sense. He was just another snake oil salesman like all the rest, and her business was doomed to die a slow death strangulated by the entropic forces of show business.

She was just about to push the laptop away when the 
door at the front dinged. She looked at the clock—only eighty forty-five. Robyn wasn’t due in until eleven, which meant that...

Oh no.

In Hollywood, the only reason to show up for a meeting early was bad news that you wanted to get out of the way.

She hopped out to the front, leaving Albert behind and feeling a cool slime of dread filling her belly, and saw Robyn there already looking impatient.

“Delilah,” said Robyn. “I’m afraid we need to talk.”

Delilah gulped.

Robyn was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, and her outfit that day did nothing to hide that fact and everything, in fact, to accentuate it. She wore tight denim shorts that looked like they had been painted on to the sculpted surface of her bubbly ass. Her legs were long and sensational, and she wore trendy red cowboy boots with ridiculous heels, accentuating her ass and legs even more.

Her crop top was exquisitely short, cut off just beneath her breasts, and a light black mesh sweater clung tightly to her body. The thick blanket of her hair was tied up in a long pony tail that draped almost to the top of her behind.

“I’m with...another client, right now,” said Delilah. “Do you think you can wait for, oh, say, half-an-hour?”

And in the meantime, thought Delilah, I’ll send that charlatan on his way through the back door, and make desperate calls to every casting agent I know for premium placement for you so I can give you enough good news to have a stay of execution..

“No,” said Robyn. “This won’t take long, though. You see, Delilah—”

“Ah.” Albert stepped through the door. “This
 must be Robyn. You know, Miss Korset, I believed you when you said she was the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, but I didn’t think you meant the
 most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, you know what I mean?”

Robyn simpered at the praise. She was young enough to still enjoy it, and vain enough that it distracted her from whatever she had been about to say. Albert walked up to her, kissing her hand.

“Now,” said Albert. “I know you said you weren’t sure if she was exactly the right fit
 for our exciting new program, but honestly, I’d love to leave that decision up to her. What do you say?”

“New program?” asked Robyn, excitement clear. “What new program? Is it that stone diet? Because like, I want to try it, but eating rocks sounds pretty tiring. I don’t know. Do you have the lemon-flavored ones?”

“Not a diet,” said Albert. He put a hand around her and led her into Delilah’s office, sitting her down promptly at the laptop. “A program. A computer program. It’s sensational. You’ll double your followers in less than ten minutes.”

“Less than ten minutes
?” said Robyn. She started mussing with her hair. “Do I need to take a picture? How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, sweetheart. You look gorgeous. Now, just open it up, and...there.”

She had the laptop positioned right in front of her, sitting 
on the office's fluffy purple ottoman. The screen powered on, displaying a sudden lightshow of interconnected spirals, shapes, and lines. It flashed heavily, soaking Robyn’s lovely face in bright lights.

“...pretty...”

Robyn’s voice was quiet and low, like a little girl who did not want to wake her Daddy. She leaned in further, pushing strands of her aside, smiling dumbly. Then, slowly, her face slackened, and her muscles visibly relaxed.

“What’s going on?” Delilah asked. “What’s wrong with—”

Albert pulled her to one side, shushing softly. His voice became very quiet and they stood just outside her office. Inside, the light show continued, and Robyn’s mutterings became more and more intense. And...pleasured?

Was she hearing moans?

“My program is multi-faceted,” said Albert. “As I said. It will encourage all manner of behaviors to assist in your business. But you have to—”

“You’re...you’re...you’re hypnotizing
 her, somehow, aren’t you?” Delilah gasped. “You were going to show that to me
, weren’t you?”

“Only as a demonstration. Come now. If I hypnotized all my clients, who would possibly trust me enough to pay me?”

That was terrible logic, but Delilah didn’t have the wherewithal to fight it. This was all moving too fast.

She looked inside the room again, seeing Robyn’s near-motionless form. There was a slight
 movement, hard to see in the darkened room and between all the bright flashes. It 
was almost like her hands were moving between her legs for some reason. Delilah could see a long trail of drool sliding down Robyn’s luscious, open mouth to the floor.

“She’s...she’ll be obedient?” she asked, strange hope filling her.

Albert's smile was wide. “Anything you say.”

“She won’t leave me?”

“Won’t even dream of it.” He considered. “Heck, we can control those too. Any old dream you like, she’ll have.”

“I...I...this seems...all rather wrong.”

“Let’s give the program half an hour. It’s initial phase will be done by that point. It takes a good week for full indoctrination. So, she can work through the first phase and be none the wiser, if you like. See how she is. If you don’t like it, then we can stop here. You’ll never hear from me again. How’s that?”

Delilah felt like she was making a deal with the devil. But deals with the devil were for desperate people, and if she was anything, she very much was that.
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A HALF-HOUR LATER,
 the program abruptly ended. Robyn stood up from the chair, yawning and sighing happily. There was a suspicious wet spot on the couch where she had been sitting. She clearly hadn’t wet herself. So that meant...

That meant the program was turning her on.

A lot
.

God in heaven. What was Delilah agreeing to? Could she actually go through with this?

“Robyn,” said Albert. “Be a doll and come here.”

Robyn nodded, smiling brightly, and took to Albert’s side.

“Go on,” said Albert. “Give her a go. Tell her to do something.”

Robyn rolled her eyes. “Whatever, man. She can’t tell me to do anything
 anymore. I’m firing her, and—”

“You’ll do whatever she says,” said Albert. His voice took a commanding tone. “Won’t you, Robyn?”

“Yes, Sire. Everything she says.”

Her shift in body language was dramatic. She had been defiant, flippant, bitchy. But the second she heard Albert’s voice in that tone, her entire demeanor shifted. Her face slackened, her limbs fell, and she leaned heavily onto Albert’s body.

Almost instantly, she began clinging to him, her hands finding his crotch and stroking there urgently. Her legs wrapped around his, and she delivered soft kisses onto his chin and brow.

“Everything...you say...” she whispered.

“I’m embarrassed. There’s clearly a few kinks to work out in the programming.” Albert smiled, not looking embarrassed in the least. “Why don’t you try to order her around anyway?”

Delilah could hardly believe what she was seeing. Robyn was vocal about her chastity—hoping that, once her star caught fire, it would make her that
 much marketable to audiences around the world. She treated her public image like a brown-noser class president teetotaling just in case 
she ever started her career in politics.

But now, she was positively smothering Albert in erotic affection. Her body rubbed hard against his, her crotch grinding, her teeth catching on his ear and needing ever more of him.

“Albert...” said Delilah. “I don’t know if...she seems...this is all very wrong.”

“There’s been some side effects to my procedure,” he said, voice calm. “Don’t worry. This certainly isn’t the result I want. A young starlet, helpless and horny, her entire existence revolving around my every word? Come on, Delilah. What sort of man do you think I am?”

But she looked...she looked just like that other
 beauty who had been adoring Albert at the conference. Her face so glazed and happy, her eyes distant...

But Delilah needed, needed
 this to work for her. Delilah needed some
 edge.

“Just order her to do something,” said Albert. “Try it out.”

Delilah gathered herself. She tried to think of her emptying bank account. The disappointment in Earl’s face. The dismal, shitty home town in the desolate northern Midwest if he divorced her with its nothing shops and nothing land and all the nothing people there.

“Robyn, you’re not going to fire me,” said Delilah. “In fact, you want me as your agent forever.”

Albert whispered in Robyn's ear.

“Don’t want to fire you,” said Robyn. “I’ll be yours...forever
.”

She giggled, rubbing her thick tits against Albert’s arm. Her nipples were hard. She reached up and let her hair down; it tumbled in a heavy brown wave, sexy and free.

“I...wow,” said Delilah. “And you’re sure...you’re sure this lasts?”

“Oh yeah,” said Albert. “You give me the okay to keep going with her, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“Wow...” Delilah gulped. “What do you need me to sign?”

“I’ve got a few documents in my car,” said Albert. He slapped . “Let me just have her stroke me off first. I need a release.”

She waited, hoping that he would start laughing. But his face remained dead serious.

“I...what?”

“Come on, Robyn. Stroke me off like a good girl.”

“Yes
, Sir,” Robyn moaned, sliding her hand into his pants. Very soon he was unzipped. Her strokes were enthusiastic but slow—taking her time. He was already mostly hard. Delilah was stunned to see that his cock was, frankly, huge—easily nine inches long and as thick around as a shampoo bottle.

“St-st-stop!” Delilah backed up, eyes wide with fright. “Robyn. Stop that right now!”

“Never...” she moaned, staring up with wide, worshipful eyes at Albert. “I’ll never
 stop stroking him...”

“This is...this is insanity.” Delilah stepped away and put a hand to her eyes, opening and closing rapidly. “I’ve lost my mind. That’s all. This isn’t happening. I’ve just...”

Albert stepped forward and flicked her forehead with his 
index finger. “Sorry, darling. This is real.”

Robyn continued to stroke his cock, moaning, drooling, eyes wide with lust.

She whimpered, rushing to the door. It was locked. She searched herself for the keys, but they were in her purse. They were in her office, in...

They dangled in Albert’s hands. He smiled, pocketing them, and then he picked up his computer off the desk.

“I’ve been having a bit of fun with you,” he said. “I’m sorry, love.”

“You're not sorry,” Delilah said, defiant. “And I'm not your love.”

Albert went on as if he hadn't heard her. “You know, my mother always said I had a problem playing with my food. I think it's just followed me around all these years.”

He whispered in Robyn's ear. Very quickly, she ran back into the office and fetched his laptop for him. Once returned, she gave it to him and then slid her hand right back around his big, thick cock, stroking and moaning.

“This program isn’t really anything to do with social media. Or managing talent. Not in the way you do it, at any rate. And you were never in control, honey. But you’ve figured that out, huh? You were just desperate enough to follow along.”

“I...I...”

“This is about convincing young, gorgeous women to serve me, like they’re supposed to. I’m very smart. I don’t have time for romance. So I invented this program instead. It does all the romance for me...and a lot more. I thought 
you were pretty sexy. I dig your chic mom look. Really speaks to me. You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? I thought maybe I could get you to sign on to my program.”

“Monstrous...” said Delilah, backing up. That laptop was in his hands. She had to run away. Had to...had to...

“Ah, that’s too bad you feel that way,” said Albert. “I mean, I was sort of hoping to find a partner for this. It can be lonely, you know, being a genius.”

He opened the laptop. Lights swirled and spiraled. There were so many shapes. So many beautiful shapes, all at once. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think.

“Lonely?” Her voice was distant and weak.

The lights were so, sooo pretty...

“Not really. I just feel like I should say that. Anyway, I’ll see you in an hour, doll. Now, you.” He spoke to Robyn. “Get on your knees. Daddy has something he needs to show you.”

And so, as Delilah’s mind was soaked in the brain-frying rays of Albert’s program, all she heard were the soulfully needy sucking sounds of Robyn as she adored her new Master’s cock.
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“YOUR MOTHER IS LATE
,” said Mandy’s father.

They sat at the dinner table eating stir fry and salad. It was no more than adequate, and the disdain with which Mandy held her fork as she gingerly picked at the pieces communicated this clearly. Her father, Earl, was a thick-set man with a heavy mustache and several days worth of stubble. He wore a polo with the name of his hauling 
business on it.

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well. She’s late.”

Mandy hated
 her stepmother. If ever there was a candidate for world’s worst person, it was Delilah Korset. The old bitch didn’t love anything but her own stupid business, and she was always trying to get Mandy to do stupid, useless things like “get a job” or “stay in school.”

Her! Mandy Juliet! Probably the sexiest piece of ass to ever walk out of Hollywood and her stepmother wanted her to get a job
?

Mandy worked out constantly and dieted so frequently that her entire ecosystem of food was one big confederacy of infomercials. But, no one could argue with the results. Her hair was thick and blonde, framing her angel-gorgeous face. Her tits, easy 36Ds, looked positively enormous on her tiny hundred and twenty pound frame. She was bound for stardom one way or the other.

Delilah’s one saving grace was that she hadn’t tried to sign Mandy up for her talent agency. Mandy used to be rather bitter about that until she saw what rotten luck all of Delilah’s clients seemed to have. It looked like Delilah was doing her a favor. Though, Mandy had her doubts—as, if Delilah were
 doing her a favor, it would be the first that old cunt had ever done for her.

As if on cue, the front door swung open and Delilah sauntered in. She looked drunk. Her steps were slow and staggered, her face glazed, her eyes empty. Her clothes were disheveled and she seemed to have a hard time 
walking in a straight line.

“Dear?” Earl called. “Are you all right?”

Delilah turned slow, her face still empty and strange.

“Husband?” she said, head tilting. “Is that my husband?”

“Of course it is, dear. Sit down.” Earl was concerned. “We’re having dinner. Why don’t you join us and tell us about your day?”

“Oh, no.” Delilah began to smile. “I can’t do that. Not at all. No time for that!”

“Why not?”

“I have to pack, silly.”

“Pack?”

“Yes. We’re getting a divorce, after all, and so, I must pack my things. Later on, I will take the house. So really, you should pack too.”

Her voice was monotone and quiet, but sure. Eager. Enthusiastic, even, if not for the strange expressionless smile on her face.

“D-divorce?” Earl said, standing up. “What’s this all about, love? I don’t understand, and you look...you don’t look well. Just come here and—”

He had started to approach her, but Delilah screamed and jumped backward, keeping him at bay. When he sat back down, stunned, she smiled again.

“Divorce!” she said, clapping her hands happily. “I’ll be right back.”

She ran upstairs, her face remaining manic and eerily frozen all the while.

Earl looked back over at Mandy, his face aghast.

“What the fuck?” said Mandy. “You guys are getting divorced
?”

“I...I don’t know.” He licked his lips. “I don’t think so.”

“She seems pretty sure about it. Good riddance, I say. She sucks, Dad.”

“She’s my wife
, Mandy. And the woman who's been raising you for more than a decade. I don’t understand...any of this.”

He was close to tears. Mandy began to feel a tiny spark of feeling, though she wasn't sure what it was. Anger? Sympathy? Sadness? Most feelings were buried deep beneath a need to look pretty and her desire to be the most famous woman in Hollywood. She liked it better that way.

So, examining the feeling as it came into her, she simply sidestepped and pushed it aside, looking at her sad father with a quizzical expression on his face.

God, if he was so sad
, he ought to do
 something about it, not be a big whiner and just sit there and take Delilah's crap.

Moments later, Delilah flew downstairs with a giant suitcase in her hands. It was stuffed full of clothes and jewelry, to the point where much of it was sliding out from the half-zipped bag. She stopped at the archway once again, looking with that happy blank expression at Earl.

“I probably
 won’t see you again, except in a court room when I take all of your possessions and wealth,” Delilah said, her voice merry, like she was wishing them a happy birthday. “I never really enjoyed our marriage. It was for money. Your dick wasn't good enough and I honestly wish you had never been inside me at all.” Then she turned to Mandy. “I’ll be seeing you

 very soon, dearie. Ta for now.”

Mandy frowned furiously at that. The hell did that mean?

And...and were those her
 clothes she had seen slinking out the sides of Delilah’s suitcase?
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THE NEXT MORNING, DELILAH
 stood in front of the coffee maker, hands wavering. Machines were like, really hard. Why did how complex they were have to make them so hard?

Why couldn’t all the machines be as easy as Albert’s super cool mega-hot laptop? All she had to do was like, open it up and it worked right away just how it should.

Exactly what
 that work was was a bit beyond her.

In fact, concerning that laptop, the less thinking she did, the better. She knew that to be the Truth. All she needed to know was that her cunt was sparkling wet when she opened it, and when her mind turned itself back on, she was on the floor of her office with her fingers so beautifully jammed up her cunt that she didn’t know which way was up anymore.

Albert’s voice rang in her head whenever she thought of the laptop, letting her know what the real Truth was. The Truth about the laptop, the Truth about herself, the Truth about her place on her knees before him, the Truth about all women and their role as decorations for his life.

Love and adoration swirled in Delilah as she imagined Albert’s voice and, as a result, Albert himself. She would do anything for him. It would be heaven on earth if he ordered 
her to suck his cock all day long. She certainly hoped she was dressed pretty enough for him.

Delilah was dressed in some of Mandy’s clothes. The night before, she had snuck home when Earl was still at work and raided Mandy’s closet for outfits—heels, skirts, tops, lingerie. Her daughter had such
 good taste. Tall heels with blood red bottoms adorned her feet; they had cost Earl two months of paychecks, but Delilah definitely
 thought they were worth it.

The dress was tiny and orange, made of some awesome clingy material that made her body look totally banging hot. It bared a hefty amount of cleavage, so much so that Delilah was fairly sure she would fall out of it at any time. That’s why she also had on a loose, see-though knitted sweater on top of it.

How would the see-through sweater assist in covering herself if her tits bounced from her dress? These were thoughts for much more serious minds than Delilah.

She gave up on the coffee—all those buttons!—and returned to her desk. The laptop waited patiently in her sitting area, but she wasn’t to sit down yet. The schedule was very exact, and it was so important that Delilah stick by the schedule. Sometimes she simpered over in her tall heels, bending on hands and knees and giving the dark surface a long, soulful lick.

Being near the laptop gave her a great sense of completion. Happiness. Totality.

But she couldn’t just turn it on willy-nilly, oh no. Albert had been very
 clear on that point. She was only to enjoy it 
twice per day—once at eleven, and once at four. Both sessions lasted for about an hour. After the second session yesterday, she was so turned on that she didn’t leave the office until well after seven, fingering herself so thoroughly.

She was lucky when Albert had been there to help relieve her of all that silly, unwholesome horniness with his big bad beautiful cock.

Her entire outlook on life had changed. No longer was she worried about what might happen if she didn’t keep her clients. Again, it was silly to think that anything was really “hers” at all. Any benefits gained from having clients would rightly go to Albert. He was her Man and her Man deserved all her money, power, and benefits.

The door dinged. Right away she could smell
 him—his scent was marked on her at this point. She had slept in a hotel last night so that her “husband,” Earl, wouldn’t get the wrong idea and somehow think he had a right to fuck her anymore. Because he didn’t. Not since her Master had so skillfully shown her that she was too good for him.

She could hear Robyn’s girlish happy giggles; she must have spent the night with Albert. Delilah sighed. That girl was so lucky. Delilah just wished she could be half as lucky—that she could encourage Albert to fuck her with the gusto that Robyn inspired in him.

But Robyn was younger and hotter, besides. It was only right and proper that Albert want to fuck her more. Delilah wholly accepted her place in her Man's hierarchy of sluts.

It took her a moment to get ready enough to go out and meet him. She checked and double-checked her hair and 
make-up, attending to herself like a senior on prom night. There was no way—no way
—she could possibly look under-dressed for Albert.

He was so fucking important to her. He was everything. She had already left her husband for him and had been on the phone the last two days with her lawyer, preparing the divorce.

When she walked to the front, she saw Robyn on her ass, sitting down and shoved up against the bottom of the desk. Albert fucked the young brunette beauty’s face with gusto, his face red from effort.

So, in the less than two minutes she had spent putting the finishing touches on her own beautiful face, Albert had decided that was Robyn really needed was a thorough skullfucking against a hard surface.

And skullfuck her he did. She was pinned completely beneath his weight, her legs splayed out and twisting through his. Heavy streams of precum ran down her face and into her hair, and she moaned, eyes glassy at being used so completely.

Robyn was dressed for the occasion, at least. She wore a tiny pleated skirt and tall knit stockings on her long, youthful legs. Her blouse was white and mostly unbuttoned, revealing a neon pink push-up bra underneath. There was no need for Robyn to do anything except for suck and enjoy as Albert fucked her mouth. His thrusts were furious and pounding, creating a continuous thumping sound as skull struck wood.

“Good...morning,” Albert huffed. “How are you today, 
Delilah?”

She clasped her hands, feeling a soft happy thrill at hearing him use her name. As if her cunt wasn’t already wet enough from seeing him arrive and using one of his girls so easily, it was now even wetter.

“I’m just wonderful
 now that you’re here, Sir,” she said. “Is there anything I can do for you today? Anything at all? I’d be so happy to...to assist Robyn...”

“N-no...” Albert shook his head. “She’s almost done.”

True to his word, a few more skillful strokes powering into Robyn’s helpless throat, and he began to cum. Delilah, watching the pleasure shake through him, stumbled and fell forward onto the same desk that he had propped Robyn against. Her fingers went straight to her cunt, pushing up under her dress, and touched herself just briefly.

That was all it took.

Witnessing her Man cum like that, seeing him so totally fucking Robyn, ensured that Delilah was going to cum soon. And so when the tip of her middle finger brushed against her clit, sliding just barely past it down toward her the wet folds of her labia, her body exploded with pleasure.

White lights. Spiral patterns. Neural nets capturing every last thought and devoting her consciousness toward Albert's pleasure. This is what happened when she came now.

When she came down from the high of bliss, she found herself on her knees, licking Robyn’s lovely face and neck clean of Albert’s cum. They had been transported into Delilah’s large office, the two of them sitting on her plush 
leather couch. Albert sat across from them on Delilah’s expensive business chair—the kind with all the levers and buttons to adjust the seat and protect her back. His feet rested on the glass coffee table, and he idly stroked his still-wet cock as he watched his girls go at it.

“That’s good, girls,” he said. “That’s very good. You’re doing fine.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Delilah said, voice dripping with lust.

Robyn merely giggled, not quite having regained the capacity for speech yet.

“It’s a busy day, today, ladies. Delilah, I’ve got that paperwork all prepared for you to sign.”

Delilah stopped momentarily in her soft licking attentions. “Paperwork?”

“For transferring your business into my ownership. You’ll still be paying the rent here, of course.”

“Of course,” Delilah echoed, not thinking much. She continued to lick, her tongue sliding over Robyn’s lips. Robyn took this as an invitation to start kissing, and Delilah did not deny her. They embraced slow in a sizzling kiss, with Delilah’s hands running up and down Robyn’s body for several minutes.

Finally, the embrace ended. Albert snapped his fingers and Robyn disentangled herself from Delilah and crawled over to Albert, wrapping herself around his leg.

“Go sit with your mom over there, all right, sweetheart?”

“My...mom?” Robyn giggled. “But she’s
 not my mom. She’s...I mean, Delilah is great
, but she’s not my mom. I 
would never kiss my own Mommy. I mean...right?”

“Yes, Master,” said Delilah. “I must protest your understanding. Robyn is dear to me, but she isn’t my daughter. Mandy is my daughter. I’ve shown you pictures. Remember?”

“Yes,” said Albert. “You have, and I certainly do. And you’ll be introducing to me to her tomorrow.”

Delilah didn’t remember scheduling that, but if Master said it, then it must be so. “Of course, Master. But, as I said, Robyn, lovely girl though she is, isn’t my daughter. It’s just not possible. I’ve never even been pregnant...”

“No,” said Albert. “I’m pretty sure she’s your daughter, and you’re her mother. Look here.”

He spun his laptop around and showed it to the two kneeling girls. Everything faded.
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WHEN SHE MIND TURNED
 on again, she was locking lips with Robyn. The two of them were grinding their near-naked bodies into each other on the floor of Delilah’s office—no, no
, it was Master’s office.

That was such a silly thing to think, to imagine that she had an office. That she had property.
 Property was for men, just like pretty much everything else in the world, including women.

Anyway, she was kissing Robyn and it was crazy hot and Delilah’s cunt was absolutely on fire from serving. She knew that trading tongues so forcefully and needfully with her young beautiful daughter Robyn was all part of her service 
to her Master. It made so much sense. Her dress had been shoved up and shoved down, acting now more like a belt around her trim waist.

Delilah knew her place in the world. There was nothing more exciting than that. Nothing more thrilling than knowing exactly why it was you were brought on this earth. She knew everything about herself, from her tip to her toes, and there wasn’t a singular fact or theory or expression that would ever change that.

She was a slave. She was her Master’s property. She was destined to serve him, always, from the moment she was born.

Albert wasn’t just her Man
. That was far too base of a title for him. No, he was her Master
.

“Master
,” she moaned, sliding her lovely, hot mouth up and down his cock. Robyn joined her, sucking at his balls with big, green eyes of helpless obedience. “Master...I love you so much, Master...”

All other journeys she had taken, all other avenues, all the roads and byways and streets that she had walked had led her to this perfect era of service. There would never be anything as sweet or as perfect as that magnificent moment when she knelt down to her Master and pledged her allegiance to him.

She was so lucky that he made her do it for him every morning when he came into the office.

“So...lucky...” she and Robyn moaned, almost in unison.

That was apparently the tipping point for their Master. He pushed Delilah down onto the ground and spread her 
legs wide, his cock hovering just in front of her bare pussy. Her panties had been silk and lacy, an erotic decoration for her erotic cunt, but they were long gone.

“Yes,” said Delilah. “Please...please get me pregnant. Oh fuck. Oh god, yes, please, Master, please!”

He smiled, stroking her clit playfully. Robyn slid up next to him, finger her cunt and grinding the back of her hand against his hips.

“Now,” said Albert, a little out-of-breath but otherwise none the worse for wear. “Why don’t you tell me about this daughter of yours?”

“You mean Robyn? She's so pretty, Master, and she belongs to you. Oh yes she does...”

He smirked. “No, silly. The other. Mandy.”

Forgoing her cunt for the time being, he climbed up onto her chest, slapping her face for fun and sliding his thick, hard cock between her tits. Precum poured from his cock and he slathered her nipples and cleavage in it, giving his cock a nice runway to work.

Still guiding traffic, he took Robyn's hand and shoved it toward Delilah's cunt. The young brunette got the idea quickly, and soon her fingers were diving into, or she imagined, her mommy's hot pussy.

“Fuck!' Delilah moaned. 'Oh Master, that's so good.”

“Tell me about her,” said Albert, forcefully shoving his cock between Delilah's tits.

“She's pretty, Master,” said Delilah. “Prettier than me. Prettier than Robyn, maybe. Blond. Very blond. Very sexy. I'll—I'll...”

Robyn's fingers were quite distracting. They, combined with the pleasure of feeling her Master's hard cock fucking her body, his thick rod jamming against her chin and jaw, made her body quiver with incumbent orgasm.

“...I'll help you fuck her,” she moaned. “Put her in front of the laptop. Would that be good, Master?”

“Y-yeah. So fucking good...”

He slapped her tits hard, and redoubled his efforts, fucking her even harder than before. Master was losing himself in the moment. Delilah let out a little inward cheer. Her tits were wonderful! They were going to make her Master cum! Robyn seemed to notice his new pace, and adjusted hers accordingly.

“I'll put her on her knees in front of you, Master,” Delilah said. “I'll help you take control. I want you to fuck her. I want you to be her owner. I want you to fucking rule my daughter, Master. I want to enslave my daughter to your cock! Please! Please, oh yes, Please!”

That was all the dirty talk that her Master needed to hear. Shuddering, his piston-like thrusts through her cleavage became sporadic and jerky as his cum spilled out all over her neck, her face, and her breasts.

At the same time, with her Master cumming, Delilah's body knew for certain that it was allowed to cum. As if a dam wall broke, Robyn's fingers finally did their job—and a rollicking orgasm rocked through her body, lifting her and Albert up off the floor as she spasmed and then, slowly, melted back down to the ground.

His seed was warm and sticky and Delilah wasted no 
time in slurping it down so her Master could enjoy the sight of her loving his cum.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, still coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so
 much.”
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HER GODDAMN STEPMOTHER
 had stolen her goddamn clothes. And her jewelry. And her panties and underwear and lingerie
.

What the fuck was wrong with her? Why the fuck would she do all that?

It was weird, is what it was.

No, no—it was sick
.

Delilah was clearly sick. She probably needed some kind of help.

But Mandy couldn’t give half of a rat’s ass about the kind of help her stepmother needed. Oh, no. What she really
 needed was to give Mandy her stuff back before Mandy went destroyed her from head to toe.

First, Mandy was going to get her things back. Then
, she was going to find out which of her clothes Delilah had deigned to wear. Then, she was going to burn those clothes, and if Delilah was lucky, she wouldn’t be in the fire when they went up in flames.

That was fair. That seemed more
 than fair to Mandy.

If she wanted to be fair
, she would take a razor blade to Delilah’s face and carve around for a while. That
 seemed fair.

But Mandy didn’t want to be violent. She wanted what 
was hers. Violence could wait until later if it really needed to happen. She wasn’t a violent person, not at all, really—but she knew what she deserved
 and for Delilah to get in the way of that was really flaring up her temper.

And as if none of that
 was enough, Delilah had the nerve—the nerve!
—to have her fucking secretary
 call Mandy to ask if she wanted to come in for an appointment. Something about discussing the terms of her representation
.

The nerve!

Mandy had every intent to shame Delilah as she arrived at the office late in the afternoon. Her stepmother had taken many of her clothes—almost half—but there was still more than enough left to put together an outfit that made her look hot as hell. She wore skintight leather boots that wrapped all the way up past her knees, brown and hot. Her skirt was short and violet. The head-whipping combo of her tight shirt and tighter denim jacket meant guys were checking out the distinct outline of her glass-hard nipples for every step of her walk to her mother’s office.

She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to. Young and hot enough to just have her tits bounce any which way, with the tightness of her shirt supporting them all on its own. It was fun
 to draw men’s eyes like that. Too bad for them she was a virgin and would stay that way until marriage. She believed in the sanctity of her vagina—and though she wasn’t all that religious, she was religious enough to feel too weird about sex to really want to have much of it.

Mostly, sex appeal was just a way to get what she wanted; woe for the men of the world that a beauty with a 
body as fine as hers didn’t care one whit about wanting sex.

Mandy caught her reflection as she walked into her stepmother’s office—smiling indulgently.

“Let’s try to see you outdo this
, you fucking cow,” she whispered.

Her stepmother was not
 a cow, but Mandy hardly cared about facts at that point. This was entirely about humiliating Delilah until she got her things back.

Inside the office, a new sign hung above the desk. It used to read “Starlight Agency.” Now it was “NewLife Talent Agency.”

What a weird name for a talent agency, thought Mandy.

A pretty young brunette was behind the desk, her attention fully focused on the screen in front of her. Mandy approached, thinking that she recognized her. There was a nameplate in front of her decorated with hearts, writing out “Robyn” in big bubbly letters.

Wasn’t this her mother’s star client? Delilah had tried to introduce Robyn to Mandy some time ago, but that was during a phase where Mandy had decided that every step her mother took to make friends would send Mandy flying into a crying rage and demanding for ever-more expensive tributes from her father.

She got up to a brand new sports car before she tired of the game.

“Name?” Robyn asked.

“You know who I am,” said Mandy, sneering. “You know exactly who I am.”

“Name?” Robyn asked again.

Her voice was distant, quiet, pleased. She had the same glassy-eyed look that Delilah had sported the other day.

Mandy took a look at Robyn. She was not wearing what might be considered “proper office attire.” Her dress was white, tight, and short; it criss-crossed across her body in long straps, revealing a heavy amount of skin.

And...

And there was a heavy load of cum slathered all over her thighs. As Mandy watched, Robyn took a finger and slowly dragged her digit through the load and then slurped it down.

Mandy, disgusted, backed up. “What the fuck, lady?”

She turned back to the front door, and in the way there was a man there holding a laptop. Delilah was on his arm, squeezing delightedly. Mandy noticed right away that the sparkling orange spandex dress she wore was hers
. Delilah looked positively smoking in it, but it was Mandy’s all the same.

“You must be Mandy,” the man said. He opened the laptop. “Look here, please.”

Mandy huffed, sneering. As if she would do anything
 this loser asked. He probably...

...probably...

...pretty lights...

[image: ]



THEY WERE ALL ONE BIG
 happy family now.

Delilah was so happy. She had her daughters with her—both
 of them—and now her Master too.

They had arranged themselves in Master’s office on the 
thick plush carpet. He had bought it the day before, delivered late in the afternoon, probably knowing that situations like this would occur. It was soft and comfortable, and perfect for fucking.

There would be no friction burns, no stress on the back—just ample opportunity for hot, furious mating sessions. Cushions from the couch were pulled down to provide even more comfort.

As Mandy’s mind was sucked into her Master’s program, all her conscious thoughts replaced with carefully crafted binary, Delilah led her into the office and had her kneel, positioning the computer on the coffee table. While Mandy was reprogrammed, her mind perfected to adore her new Master, Delilah and Robyn took turns sucking his cock and keeping him hard.

“God, you have a hot fucking daughter,” he kept saying, eyes fixated on Mandy's hot body, over and over. “I’m going to fuck her stupid.”

Many times, as the two beauties sucked on their Master’s cock, he reached past them and onto the computer, tapping a button here and there. He mentioned something about increasing the intensity, not caring about the consequences.

“I need to hear her call me Master today. No waiting,” he said with a laugh. “I need a few experiments anyway, see how far I can go without making someone brain dead.”

The prospect of Mandy being brain dead did not bother Delilah in the slightest. After all, it was her Master at work, and every action of his was perfect and good. If her 
daughter’s mind was erased, then her Master wanted it erased, and so it was the most perfect result that could happen.

There was no morality left in Delilah anymore. No cares. No thoughts. Her only thought was obedience. Her only cares were her Master’s pleasure. And her only morality was whatever got his beautiful cock as hard as possible.

Soon, he did not have to wait any longer. The laptop entered its final stages of the program, and beeped merrily, letting everyone know Mandy’s mind was ready—like a microwave dinner.

He nodded at Delilah and Robyn, and together the mother and daughter duo moved in on Mandy, stripping her down so Master could enter her easily. Her sexy-as-fuck boots remained on her, but that was all. It was clear she wasn't quite aware of herself yet, her mind still thoroughly tranced. Master didn't care though, and so neither did his slaves.

His cock slammed up into Mandy's open, waiting cunt, so wet and ready from the hours of trance she had been in already.

“Fucking...tight
...” he groaned. “Tighter even than you.” He stroked Robyn's face.

Robyn didn't take this as a slight. No, all she was concerned about was her Master's cock being as pleasured as possible.

“This will...intensify the effects,” said Master. “Maybe cause some permanent damage. But goddamn, she’s so hot I don’t give a fuck.”

Delilah nodded. “Go on and fuck her, Master. You deserve it.”

“Master deserves anything he likes,” said Robyn. “Hurt her brain. It belongs to you anyway.”

He smiled and grinned, increasing his thrusts on the helpless beauty before him. Slowly she began to moan with pleasure, mumbling out soft breaths of praise and affection for her Master.

And so, as he mounted Mandy, the two slave beauties slipped up behind him and pushed him forward in time with his thrusts, urging him to take Mandy’s hot cunt just as her mind slowly blinked back on.

“Fucking teen queen,” he grunted. “Fuck you pregnant. Get you fucking full
 of my cum. Full of Daddy's cum.”

Mandy moaned. “Yes...Daddy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make...m-make me preggo for you.”

The cunts of his other two slaves were slick wet as they cooed for their Master’s incredible bareback fuck. Robyn’s fingers slipped up into Delilah, and Delilah’s into Robyn. They moaned with ecstasy as they witnessed their Master doing their absolute favorite thing in the world—giving pleasure to his cock.

Mandy’s eyes, glassy and unfocused, blinked rapidly as he entered her again and again. She just kept moaning “Daddy” and “Pregnant” again and again.

“Get her pregnant, Master, please?” Delilah urged him, watching his cock slam in and out of Mandy's cunt. “Get my fucking daughter
 pregnant with your seed, oh please!”

“Yes, Master,” Robyn encouraged. “Do it. Get my sis pregnant. She's so fucking hot for you. Give us all

 babies. Make us your little preggo pets. We need to feel your seed so warm in our wombs, Master.”

“Gonna fucking...fucking breed
 you.” Albert was losing control. His hands, tight on Mandy's hips, were going white at the knuckle. “All of you. All mine. So fucking mine
. I fucking rule
 your lives...”

“That’s right, Master,” Mandy nodded. She finally seemed totally conscious—though the bliss running through her body probably tempered that a bit. “You rule my life. You’re my whole
 life. You’re my new Daddy, and I love my Daddy so
 much! Please give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please!”

His thrusts powered up once again, furious in their speed. And then it happened—the sudden exhalation of breath, the pure bliss on his face, the short and wild spurts of activity from his hips—Master came.

Witnessing him empty himself into her barely legal daughter was a dream come true for Delilah. She had needed him to fuck her so bad and now he had. With Robyn’s fingers in her pussy, she felt an orgasm extend throughout her entire being, shaking and moaning, pressing her body against her Master's and shuddering in pleasure. The same happened for Robyn, witnessing her Master's cum fill up Mandy's hot teenage virgin cunt for the first time with his thick impregnating cum.

For several minutes, tired, they all huddled in on each other. Soft kisses were delivered from one person to the next, all of them kissing and adoring each other. One big 
happy fuck family.

Delilah sighed happily. Maybe her daughters wouldn’t be famous Hollywood stars. But they had something better now—a Master Daddy to obey and serve for the rest of their lives.
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Giggles & Lust: Bimbo Cheerleaders
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B
rent drove up in front of Amber’s house in his old beat-up pick-up truck, staring wistfully at the girl of his dreams as she walked down the driveway.

Amber was, in short, out of Brent’s league. She was gorgeous, intelligent, and rich, and though they had been friends for practically their whole lives, he knew he was never going to register to her as a legitimate contender as someone to date.

On paper, it was just not a good match. Brent’s range of interests were nowhere near Amber’s. She loved sports, could watch baseball and basketball endlessly, and he loved comics and could talk at length about strength magnitudes and flight speeds of various caped men. She loved writing papers, crafting words, and he was better at math—following formulas and carrying out the dictum of ancient geniuses.

Still, though, they were good friends. Their bond had formed when they were very young, largely because of their shared disappointment in their parents when they were stuck waiting for rides that never came after school. Amber’s mother wasn’t in the picture, and her father was always working, trying to expand his fortune. Even today, he was in China somewhere, traveling on a business deal.

Brent’s story was almost the opposite—his father had left a very long time ago, and now his mother was constantly on road trips, calling him from hotels, trying to broker deals in dozens of cities a month just for them to get by.

Mostly, the two took care of each other, cooking meals, confiding. 
Their one shared aspect was that they knew how to listen to the other. Brent felt dirty every time he wanted more from Amber, but he could not help it. She was his dream.

The two of them had been out of town for the first two months of the fall semester of their senior year, on a school-sponsored hiking trip in Canada. They and a group of four others—him and and three other girls, all paid for via scholarship—spent seven days traveling through the tundra, making fires, forming camps in the snow, and living off the land.

It had been a great time. Before going, Brent had made plans of revealing his undying love for Amber, maybe halfway through the trip. But, once again, he had retreated from that edge, after which he knew there would be no returning.

Her flip-flops slapped against the concrete as she made her way to his car. On another girl, her combination of tiny leg-baring shorts and cut-off tee might have been cute and assuming. On Amber, it was tantamount to pornography. Over the summer, she had become even more thoroughly gorgeous, all the lines of her face lining up just so; her lips were thick and pouty, her eyes deep green, her short hair thick, lustrous and the color of chestnuts. Over the camping trip, Brent could not help but jerk off to her in his tent, thinking about the exquisite lines of her neck, the little flashes of her abs he would get, or the ever-so-brief glimpses of her bare ass when they went swimming in the river.

And then he could not help but feel guilty about it.

She was his friend
. She confided
 in him. She told him about her dreams of becoming a veterinarian, about how she was worried she would never connect with her father, how she felt empty sometimes because of her lack of a mother figure.

He needed her, absolutely he needed her. And he would never have her. He took a breath, preparing himself for her close presence.

“Hey,” she said brightly, sliding into the passenger seat. “Ready to go back?”

Nodding, he put the car in gear. She was more of a morning person than him.

“It’s tough thinking that we won’t have to make our own lunch,” he said after they got moving along the road.

“I did.” She patted her backpack.

“Well, yeah. I mean I did too. We just don’t have
 to, you know? It’s weird.”

“I guess so.”

He tried to pay attention to the road, an incredibly hard prospect when Amber’s jawline was so smooth and lovely, and her eyes were so deep and sultry. School was only a two or three minute drive away. It would not have been a very long drive for Amber. Brent was suspicious that this meant she was just humoring him by taking the ride. He was also hopeful that it meant she wanted to spend more time with him. These two feelings battled about in his head quite often, more often than he would like.

Their school, Shine Academy, was a small one, exclusive for eighteen year-old college bound students in their small suburban town. Each and every student was eighteen and older.

Shine Academy was a unique school, only allowing senior-level students for admittance. It was a sort of “finishing” school before college. Students took part in advanced experiments and vastly different learning environments than in most high schools. With everyone at the age of eighteen, the idea was that the need for foolish competitions and feelings of being out of one’s element would be reduced. Admittance was based on an egregiously difficult testing system, and graduation all but guaranteed attendance at the college of a student’s choice.

There was no traffic of students outside the school, which was odd. Usually, outside the high school, there were any number of students prowling about, trying to find reasons to not make it into class.

“That’s weird,” said Brent.

Amber just nodded. The early sunlight glinted off her shades and he wanted to pin her against his truck and kiss her. He held back the impulse, of course.

“Maybe they changed the start time? You know, like fifteen minutes back or something?”

He shook his head. “Wouldn’t they have let us know?”

“There’s only four of us that went. They wouldn’t have to.”

Shine Academy was a small school, but very rich. The floors were 
marble, and ornate artwork hung from the walls. There were chandeliers instead of fluorescent lights, and the cafeteria had a staff of five cooks trained in France. The two stepped inside the vaulted double-doors at the front of the school, with Brent expecting to see stragglers make their way back into the classrooms. But, the hallways were similarly empty.

“Okay,” said Amber. “This is really
 weird. Was there a zombie apocalypse or something that no one told us about?”

“Maybe it’s aliens?”

They pulled out their schedules, printed two months before, when they had gone on the trip. Each checked the times listed there—class started at 8:30 in the morning. It was 8:25.

He walked by a classroom door and peeked into the window. Inside were rows of young teenage babes doing yoga. Each of them busty and perfectly fit, their yoga pants clinging to their tight asses. They had long, thick hair tied up in ornate knots. Their faces were perfectly made-up, their eyes empty and heavy-lidded.

“Yoga?” Amber asked, leaning up against Brent.

He leaned back into her for a moment, loving the feeling of her body against his.

“Who knows. Maybe it’s...I don’t know. Maybe it’s just some new thing they’re trying.” He shrugged.

“Let’s get to class, anyway. It looks like we’re late.”

Brent and Amber walked into their classroom down the hall and immediately was assailed with a thick smell of bubblegum and sex.

In every seat, sitting happily with legs crossed and tits presented, were bimbos. There was no other word for them. Big tits, long legs, and empty happy smiles.

All of them wore cheerleading uniforms, consisting of teensy tiny little pleated skirts and even tinier tops with a an extraordinarily low v-neckline. Each girl wore knee socks and platform heels matching her uniform. There were twenty-five girls in the class, not including the teacher. Some uniforms were blue, a few were brown, and a very few, only three in fact, were pink. Most were bright purple. Each girl had every sort of hair and every sort of skin color. But they were all indisputably bimbos.

So was their teacher, Coach Summers. Nicole Summers, like the 
rest of the class, wore a tiny cheerleader’s outfit. Hers was one of the bright pink ones, and her knee socks had bands of white stars decorating them.

Brent remembered her as an attractive forty year-old woman. Rather voluptuous—a big beautiful woman by any standard. Curves everywhere. By no means old, she still wore her age well, and every line in her face only showed the expertise of maturity. He would have felt very lucky to have a wife like that, one who matured rather than withered.

But now, Coach Summers...though recognizably herself, she looked twenty years younger, hardly any older than the girls in class. The only thing marking her as somewhat older were the cute, pink horn-rimmed glasses she wore and the mockery of the tie around her neck. The tail of the tie landed delectably in her plentiful cleavage.

“Like, wow!” she exclaimed at Brent’s presence. “It’s a boy! A hunk! What do we say to the incredibly handsome and wonderful hunk, girls?”

“We’re so
 glad you’re here,” began the chorus of responses, every girl smiling and beginning to push their fingers under their skirts. “What’s your name?” “Tell it to us.” “We want to chant
 it.” “We want to scream
 it.” “Show us your muscles?” “Show us everything.
” “I promise I'm a virgin.” “I promise I'm fertile.” “Make me your girlfriend.” “Make me your sex
 buddy.”

Each girl, as she spoke, got down on her knees off from her chair, openly fingering her pussy. Most desks were scattered and pushed aside. At the front of the classroom, instead of a projector or a podium, there was a thick leather couch. It looked well-worn with use, as if the class had become nothing more than some exposition for teaching the best way to sit on a lap or pose sexily in lingerie.

Brent didn’t know why he thought that, but the thought stuck with him, especially with all these kneeling, chanting hot cheerleaders approaching him.

“B-br-brent?” Amber said, obviously startled.

She took his hand. He tried not to lose himself in the sensation of her soft, warm fingers.

“I don’t know, Amber,” he said.

They backed toward the door.

“Don’t know what, handsome?” asked Coach Summers. “Don’t you like how I’ve changed this place? Changed everyone?”

She approached him, smiling brightly. Her tits bounced up and down and he struggled not to look. Not right in front of Amber. It was quite difficult—Coach Summers’ tits were beautifully proportioned, and had the perfect amount of jiggle.

Brent tried to think. How could this have happened? The cheerleading program was the brainchild of Coach Summers. Before...whatever was happening here, she had been the sociology teacher. He remembered that she wanted to know what the introduction of a cheerleading squad would be to a school that largely ignored athletics.

Students signed up knowing the purpose of the experiment, hoping for extra credit—even so, Ms. Summers had been part of a nationally-recognized cheerleading squad in college more twenty years prior and put each volunteer through the gauntlet, so to speak, of exercises and drills.

Somewhere along the line, it had driven her...to this. To becoming the beauty he saw before him, somehow. That was the only explanation he could think of. Perhaps it was wrong, but it was all he had.

“What’s going on?” Amber asked. “Why are you...why are you are all...what happened here?”

“Oh, you mean like, how come we’re like, all pretty and hot and stuff?” Coach Summers giggled.

She put a hand on Brent’s shoulder. Her touch was...relaxing. Hot. Warmth spread throughout his body. He found it hard to stare away from her enticing, open tits. He didn’t want to.

“Y-yeah,” he said, nodding with Amber. “How...how come?”

“Breeeent...” Amber whined, trying to pull him toward the door.

Coach Summers nodded, bringing her mouth close to his ear before licking it just a bit. “Why don’t we tell you what we are then, okay?” She pointed a long, perfectly arranged finger toward Amber. “She should know too!”

The coach snapped her fingers, and one of the kneeling girls stood up. It was Hayley Spring. Brent’s heart skipped a bit, seeing the most 
gorgeous girl in school completely bimbofied.

“Lead a cheer for Brent, Hayley.” Coach Summers giggled happily. “Show him what he like, owns, now.”

Hayley was one of the few girls that Brent lusted after with the same kind of ferocious need that he did Amber. When he thought of loving someone, of being with a woman forever and ever, he thought of Amber.

When he thought about sweet, hard, furious fucking, not stopping until someone had a heart attack and the EMTs clapped him on the back for being such a stud, he thought about Hayley. If Amber was everything he wanted in a partner, Hayley was everything he wanted in a fuckbuddy.

Her hair was long and perfectly blond. Bright blond. Platinum blond. There must have pounds of it, so thick and shiny and with so many locks and curls, all wrapping down her back in an enormous sexy mane. It framed her face wonderfully, that face that was just pure, hot, unrestrained eighteen year-old teen queen perfection.

She, too, was dressed in pink. The top seemed more of a decoration for her tits than any real attempt at hiding them. The tops of her bright pink nipples showed over the flimsy material. Her legs and tight, perfect ass were no more contained by the tiny skirt than light was contained by a window.

She clearly looked more gorgeous than the other bimbos—whatever transformation had happened had occurred in scale, apparently, so the most gorgeous girl stayed that way—and her nose was turned up slightly, signifying that she knew it to be so.

God, he found that so hot about her. He always had. She treated him like dirt, and always had, since he was part of the math club and read comic books at lunch, and he found that treatment hot too—not being humiliated, but by the thought of fucking her so hard that she would never think to ignore him or mock him ever again.

And yet he wanted her to keep that snotty edge, to treat others that way while still keeping him on a pedestal. It was a selfish, mean-spirited thought, and yet he couldn’t ignore his desires.

“Like, oh my god, Brent?” said Hayley, her perfect face bright and elated.

She face-pushed the three purple-clad girls trying to kiss her and 
compliment her, clearly not caring anything about their wellbeing. They cooed after her, feeling empty without her touch. Other girls seemed to pick up on the fact that his name was Brent, and started to chant it softly, holding hands.

“I’m so
 happy to do a cheer for you.” Hayley stood right in front of Brent, Amber, and the coach, putting her arms smartly at her sides. “Reaaaady?” she called.

All the girls behind her stood up. Her tone seemed to be impossible to ignore. Some even looked a bit surprised at their immediate compliance, not quite able to balance their top-heavy torsos. Brent had no idea what was going on, though he could feel her crystal-clear voice sliding heavy over his own brain, too. For whatever reason, it wasn’t affecting him like the girls.

Hayley nodded sharply and said it again, her eyes lighting up even more.

“Reaaaaaady?”

All the girls in the class clapped in unison, smiling and nodding. “Okay!”

Amber’s mouth seemed frozen in an eerie smile, her eyes wide with terror. Brent could feel her gripping his hand hard, trying not to clap and join in. Her hips pushed hard against his, and he pulled her close, trying to help, trying to give her strength. Whatever was happening, it was weird and strange.

“Give me a B!” Hayley called out.

“B!” All the girls chanted.

“Give me an I!”

“I!”

Amber was biting her lips together, shaking her head and yet still somehow her mouth was attempting to smile. Sweat was pouring out of her brow.

“Give me an M!”

“M!”

Amber gasped out “M!” She clapped a hand to her mouth, which had started to smile wholesale, teeth and all.

“Give me another B!”

“B!” Amber’s hand had fallen away. She was joining in openly now.

Give me an O!”

“O!” Amber added a little hop when she shouted the letter.

“What’s that spell?”

They giggled and laughed. “Spelling is super hard! We’re bimbos!”

“Yay! Gooo Bimbos!”

“Yaaaayyy!”

All the girls of the class, including Amber, jumped up and down and cheered, their tits bouncing hypnotically, skirts flailing about and flashing their sparkling wet teen cunts. Brent didn’t know how to stop watching. It was so fucking hot.

As he had watched, Coach Summers had pulled down his pants. He had barely noticed. His cock was out and hard already. The coach stroked it dutifully, enjoying her new man watching the arrangement of young hot flesh laid out just for him.

Hayley, finishing the chant, smiled and strutted toward Brent. Her big, blue eyes sparkled with desire and glee. She pushed him down into the empty long leather couch, Coach Summers easily giving up her grip.

Amber was still standing and jumping, cheering with the rest. If Brent had looked closely at her, he would have seen the horror in her eyes, as if she was somehow being controlled by the words she had chanted out, the words that the collective bimbo minds had put inside of her.

But he was only looking at Hayley. The incredible young beauty slipped right next to him, pushing her enormous tits right under his face. Her bare legs pressed against his. If he moved his head down at all, they would be swimming in titflesh. She had one soft, sure hand sliding up and down his back, rubbing into his spine. Every other breath of hers was a purr. She was an entirely sexual being—there was nothing about her not designed entirely for hard, forceful, permanent fucking.

“Like, you are such
 a stud. You’re so like...so important
, you know? So really like, super cool and awesome. I’m so jealous of Amber.”

Her hand slid down on his exposed cock, stroking it happily. Within seconds, it was completely wet with precum.

“J-jealous?”

Brent didn’t know what to make of any of this. He was getting his very first handjob ever, from the most gorgeous teen babe he had ever seen. All he wanted was for this not to end.

“Uh, duh? Because like, she gets to fuck you nonstop?”

“Oh. Ohhh man.” He was entranced, he felt, watching her slender hand move up and down on his rod. Fuck, how had he not cum already? “We haven’t...we aren’t...doing that.”

“Like, really? Does that mean you and I can? Like right now?”

“We’re in...we’re in class?” he ventured. His neck was losing strength. He was so relaxed.

“Oh, Coach Summers doesn’t mind. Do you mind, Coach?”

The coach smiled, fingering her pussy on the floor with giggly ferocity.

“Like, of course not, dears. Have fun! Treat him like the man he is! I’m going to like, finger my hot little pussy while I watch you two, okay?”

Hayley landed a few soft, wet kisses on Brent’s neck and chin. “You see? Nobody, like, minds at all.”

She licked his neck, stroking him harder and harder. His shoulder sank into her massive tits. Feeling daring, he leaned in and kissed her neck. Immediately, her body convulsed in orgasmic ecstasy.

“Oh my god,” he said. “Did you just cum?”

“I need
 your touch,” she moaned, staring at him hotly, stroking him harder. “Do it again. I live
 for it.”

Coach Summers, fingering her cunt wildly, nodded. “We all
 do, Brent. Fuck
 her. Fuck
 her like you deserve.”

Near the door, he saw three purple-uniformed cheer bimbos dragging Amber out of the door. She had a blank, empty smile on her face that seemed somehow still terrified. He thought he could see her hair changing color, lengthening. Her pants were on the floor, ripped to bits. When he hadn’t been looking, her legs had gotten bigger, her hips wider.

He had to help her! They were taking her!

He pushed Hayley down on the ground, but she kept stroking his cock madly, needing the cum.

“Stay,” said Hayley, pumping her hot hand so fast. “Please stay? She’ll be fine. And I need
 you sooo bad...please Brent?”

The rest of the bimbo class was crowding around him, now, behind Hayley. Each of them openly fingering their hot cunts, grasping their enormous tits, opening and closing their perfect pink mouths in breathy gasps, whispering his name. There was a hot, low feeling in his balls. He could feel his orgasm approaching, his big, thick cock trembling.

Coach Nicole slipped up next to Hayley now, sliding an exposed tit on the beautiful teen’s shoulder. “Yes, Brent baby. Stay. Stay and suck my big, happy tits. Don’t you want to like, make me happy? We’ve been waiting
 for you, Brent. Practicing
 for a man.” She giggled. Her tit jostled on Hayley’s shoulder. “Don’t you want to see what we’ve been working on?”

Looking down at their gorgeous, needy faces, and then back up at the entire bimbo cheerleader class masturbating to the sight of him being pleasured, he had no choice but to cum. It was all too hot.

His release was quick and torrential, feeling absolutely divine in her slick, hot hand. He spurted across her amazing round tits, first, spraying a long thread of perfect white goo. Then along her neck, then all the rest around her face and hair.

On contact, her body looked like it shut down, convulsing wildly, her every movement speaking of enormous pleasure delivered only by his cum. She fell backward into the crowd of cheerleading bimbos behind her. Like lions after a kill, all the other bimbos in the class, including Coach Summers, moved in and began to lick it off her body.

His sense of morality returning to him somewhat with the flood of hormones gone from his body, Brent felt that was as good as any a time to exit. He gathered his pants and stepped out in the hallway to find Amber.
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THERE WAS NO ONE IN
 the hallways. He looked from one room to the next, finding no sign of Amber.

In one room, the bimbo teens were trying on lingerie, comparing bust sizes. The girls in the pink lingerie invariably had the biggest tits, laughing snootily at the girls in brown.

In another room, girls traded off sucking on dildos attached to a wall, moving down a line. Each dildo was of a different size, each girl gradually moving larger and larger. A pink-clad teacher stood watching, diddling her pussy with a vacant smile on her face. All the cheerleaders she watched each were licking and adoring the dildos wholesale, as if they were serving real men. The mindblowingly gorgeous teacher—who Brent barely recognized as a once-fat snobby horror named Tara Wilkes—walked past them in her pink uniform, sexy legs on proud display in seven inch heels.

“Suck those cocks!” she ordered. “Please them! There’s only one way to properly serve a man, and that’s to make his cock happy! If you don’t like, make his cock happy, then he’ll never want you to be his number one girl! And then
 how will you be allowed to wear pink? Huh?”

She lightly slapped the head of a small, slim redheaded beauty queen wearing a blue uniform.

“Stroke his shaft when you kiss the head, silly! Do you want to stay down as a blue girl forever? Gosh!”

Brent walked on before he was seen. One other room had girls completely naked except for high, high heels, sliding up and down on each other. They were practicing sexual positions, he realized. They would swoop into missionary, then into a wheelbarrow, to doggy-style, to other forms that Brent had never heard of.

He was getting hard again, watching their perfect bodies spin and maneuver so hotly.

He had to focus. He had to focus and find Amber.

Down one small hallway, he found what looked like a small shrine. There were candles on small stools and chairs, and a spotlight on the wall. On the wall itself were a collection of newspaper clippings and pictures of guys—all the guys from the school!

Faced with so much tits and pussy and ass and hotness, Brent hadn’t even stopped to wonder where all the guys were.

He saw pictures of the basketball team—each dated. They were taken one month apart. In the first, they all seemed their normal scrawny selves, as he remembered them, destined to lose every game. In the next, they were hulking slabs of meat, each team member at least three-hundred pounds of pure man muscle.

Something had happened. Like a male effect of whatever was happening to the cheerleaders.

In the center was a newspaper clipping with the headline of “Riot at Basketball Game Leaves 60 In Jail, 120 Injured.”

Skimming it, he found out that the entire male population of the school, including the teachers and principal, had showed up to the first basketball game of the season. Someone from the other team said something to a Shine Academy bimbo cheerleader, which was apparently enough reason to start fighting.

All the guys at Shine Academy were either arrested and jailed or put into traction. The fighting had spread amongst themselves—when their blood was up, they couldn’t tell friend from foe, apparently.

This was over a month and a half ago. In just two short weeks, the entire school population had been divided up between studs and bimbos. And now, Brent surmised, the bimbos of the school were waiting for a new stud.

And they had decided...

Oh man. They wanted him
 to be that stud.

His cock was definitely getting hard now.

In a daze, he walked by the gymnasium. Inside, music was blaring. Curious, and still looking for Amber, he looked inside.

What he saw shouldn’t have stunned him, given what he had seen so far, but it did anyway. They were practicing stripping, he realized. Their hot, tight, toned, big-titted bodies were swaying to the music, wrapping up and down metal poles. The poles had been installed up and down the basketball court—there were no more players, after all.

Two girls in pink uniforms—both of them ecstatically gorgeous—were at the front of the five rows or so of girls, cheering and smiling. He recognized the pink girls—Amanda and Kate.

Amanda, a superbly big-breasted brunette, started speaking loudly, a smile plastered on her gorgeous face. “We have to practice really hard, girls! I heard there’s finally a boy on campus! We have to make sure we can suck and fuck just how he needs. He won’t fuck
 us otherwise. And that’s why we exist. To be fucked by a super stud like he totally is. Our dancing has to be super top notch to impress him!”

The other amazing beauty, another perfect busty brunette, Kate Johnson, stepped out next to Amanda.

“I bet he fucks me
 the most. I’ve got like, the absolute best tits in town.”

Brent was really going to have to agree with that. He had not seen a bigger pair this entire morning. Kate rested her hand on Amanda’s ass, apparently unable to stop herself from admiring her friend’s gorgeousness.

“No, I bet he fucks me
 the most,” said Amanda, tossing her wonderful length of dark hair back. “Nobody can compete with my hair, sorry.” It was very long, and there was so very much of it. Brent was drooling a bit. “I’m just super way hotter than you. Can you imagine how much he’s going to cum in my hair? I’ll stroke him off with it all day long, and then let him use it as a blanket when he needs to nap.”

Kate’s grip on Amanda’s ass tightened. “What if, like, he fucked both of us, at the same time?”

Amanda leaned her head back and purred loudly. “Oh my god. That would be like, the absolute best.”

Kate clapped her hands. “Okay, girls! You need to dance even better so you can be like, our super best gift to him! That way he’ll fuck us, and like, maybe we’ll let you watch!”

They began their routine again, but it lasted for only a brief thirty seconds of bliss for Brent before Kate cut off the music. She walked up to a short, titanically busty redhead wearing a brown uniform. She could have easily been a beauty queen.

“Did you just do like, what I thought you did?” Amanda asked.

The redhead didn’t seem to know what to say. “Um. Like. Like. Um. Stuff. Like? No?”

Kate pushed her. “Yes, you did!
 You stepped left
 when everyone else stepped right
. Are you like, fucking kidding us?”

Kate ripped the redhead’s skirt off, and Amanda bent her over a knee, starting to spank her. She gave her five hard swats before pushing her off and down to the ground.

“God, you should just like, give up on life,” said Kate. “I bet he wouldn’t even fuck you if your tits grew like, two cup sizes.”

Amanda nodded. “You should basically shut yourself into a deep, 
dark hole, because that’s what you deserve for being like, so unworthy of his super awesome cock. He needs his bimbos to be like, totally super perfect all the time, or else we’ll just get like, totally outclassed.”

They both said all of this with a bright, cheery smile. “Give up, sweetie!” They said in unison, almost cheering. “You’re just not good enough for him. You’ll be at brown level forever and ever.”

The girl, sniffling back tears, fled the gym through the back exit. She was one of the most gorgeous women Brent had ever seen, excepting of course the other beauties in the gym at the time.

Even he had to admit—she wasn’t
 as pretty as the others.

“We think we were like, kind of harsh?” asked Amanda.

Kate shrugged. “She had to learn somehow that some of us are just better like, servants and stuff. She can’t be a real bimbo slave if like, she can’t learn.”

Brent’s cock pulsed again. It was getting harder and harder to ignore his desires.


Bimbo slaves
. That was what they were training to be. For him.

He had to find Amber, and get out of here, before this got any weirder. And before he hated himself for giving in to all of these hot bimboized girls.
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AFTER AN HOUR OF SEARCHING
 and avoiding detection, he finally had found her. Avoiding detection was fairly easy—the bimbo cheerleaders had started to send out search parties for him, but the poor girls had trouble moving past five steps before bumping into each other with their hot strutting.

With a bimbo’s ultra-sensitive body, an innocent bump was tantamount to foreplay. He stepped past five groups of girls licking each other even sillier than their minds had already made them.

Amber was locked in one of the practice rooms in the band hall. He could hear her inside, chanting something that he couldn’t make out.

If he hadn’t heard her, the sign that said “NU GRRL” would have given her away fairly quickly, he felt.

He kicked open the door, feeling very heroic. The frame was cheap, and gave way easily.

Amber, or a new version of her, was on the floor, fingering her cunt, watching a television.

It was her, but it wasn’t—she had changed so much. She was on her side, and her hair filled the ground all around her like a long thick chestnut blanket, shiny and sparkly. It was a distinctly lighter shade than before, though still completely beautiful.

She wore a tiny cheerleader’s outfit, the pleated skirt doing nothing to hide her brilliantly perfect legs. Her tiny little top was being manipulated by her regular grasping of her now-enormous tits. The whole outfit was bright pink. Even her socks, stretching up to her delectable thighs, were bright pink, striped with happy bands of white stars.

He knew what that meant, now.

She had been promoted to be one of the elite girls. Oh, fuck. That made him really hard, instantly. Thinking of Amber as one of those elite, tip-top cheerleaders who would drive all the other girls to worship him and kneel for him like he deserved.

He walked closer. She did not seem to notice him. On the television was a recording of something, he realized, played over and over.

He looked closer. It was a still frame of security camera footage of the two of them, walking through the halls, earlier today, when they had first come in to the school. It was him, looking through a window of a class. Behind him was Amber, biting her lower lip, staring at him with...with...was that...?

He looked closer.

She was turned on, looking at him from behind. She wanted
 him.

Oh, fuck. She wanted him, even then.

“Bimbo for my man,” she said softly, rhythmically. “B-I-M-B-O for my M-A-N. Bimbo! Bimbo for my man...” she repeated it over and over.

Oh, wow. That was so hot. She was...she was saying he was her man. Her MAN
. She wanted to be for him what he had always wanted her to be. That was beyond hot. That was his dreams, made real.

Kneeling in front of him.

Transformed into an hotter, sexier version of herself.

Ready to take his cock whenever he would like.

He breathed in a long, shuddering breath...and shut off the television. Amber kept chanting, looking forward at him with glazed eyes. It seemed like all of his presence was just filling up what remained of her once impressive mind. Somewhere, deep in her eyes, he could still sense some intelligence...but it was being directed toward the lust of him. There was no knowledge anymore except of the knowledge of hot to be a bimbo.

Correction: A B-I-M-B-O.

He put a hand on her shoulder. She tilted her head down toward it, continuing to chant softly in between planting soft kisses on his palm.

“Amber! Stop! Please, stop.”

Of course, she didn’t. She looked completely gone, her face totally blank. An idea struck him. He checked her ears. Her chanting stopped.

“Mmm, yeah. Touch me.” Her voice so soft, so focused and insistent and breathy.

“Where is it?”

“Your cock?”

She reached forward and slipped her hand inside of his pants. Very quickly, her fingers wrapped entirely around his cock. Her other hand made short work of his pants, and they dropped down to the floor. His knees shuddered and he gripped her shoulder hard.

He was already hard. More than hard, he was desperate to fuck. His cock was thick and veiny and bulging in her tiny hands. He needed to be inside her. She was so fucking pretty.

“N-no. No, the device. The listening device. They must have you listening to them somehow. That’s why you’re chanting still.”

“Cheering,” she corrected him.

“Fine. That’s why you’re still cheering. Some...some device, somewhere. It has to be.”

“Oh, no way! I just love cheering. It’s like, what I’m for, you know? Cheering a lot and fucking men. Especially you. God, you’re so fucking cute. Can we pleaaase fuck, Brent? You’re soooo hot!”

“I...god, Amber, I want to. But that would be...would be so wrong. 
You’re not in your right mind!”

She slipped her hands around his neck.

“Please, just kiss me?”

Her face entreating him so openly. Needing him. Her eyes so big and bright. Taking him in. He moved down to his knees, right over her, and put a hand on her hip.

God, the curve of it! It was made to be held by him. He pressed her closer, and she moaned directly into his open mouth. Already he was tasting her breath.

Their lips met, and he moaned with her. She tasted so good. He had wanted this for so very long! She began to grind her hips against his, her tight, moist cunt sliding up into his crotch.

Moving his hands up her firmly muscled back, he thought he was gaining traction to push her away. Instead, the feel of her thick, silken locks made him grab her tighter, enclosing him in his arms. Soon, his arms were lost in her hair.

“So strong,” he heard a breathy whisper. “So very hot! Such a perfect
 man.”

At first he thought it was Amber, but his mouth was firmly clasped to hers. He opened an eye, peering past his dream girl’s perfect cheekbones, and saw Hayley there, kneeling in front of the door, fingering her cunt as she watched.

He let Amber go.

“Nnn-nnooo...” Amber moaned.

“Don’t stop!” Hayley begged. “Keep kissing her. Fuck
 her. You deserve it, Sir.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Watching the awesome show, duh. You’re doing like, super great. Fuck her from behind. I’ll bet she loves it.”

He shook his head. “No. We were...we were just kissing. I’m not going to fuck her.”

Amber moaned, clear disappointment showing on her face.

“Listen, Amber, I love you.” Her face brightened. She mouthed back the words to him silently, as if afraid to hear them. “I mean I absolutely, totally love every part of you. But you’re not who you were. And I loved who you were. And now you’re...you’re...”

“All hot and willing to fuck you until I like, collapse from how 
totally great your cock is? And needing to worship you constantly and like, feed you meals off the perfection that is my super hot, totally great rack?”

Brent’s cock throbbed at the description. “Y-yeah. That. None of that’s...real. It’s just some brainwashing thing that Coach Summers made up.”

“Ugh, are you like, still
 worried about all that silly stuff?”

Amber snuggled close to him. She stroked his hair, purring as his hand touched her face. Hayley crawled forward slid her head next to his cock, licking it gently, like she was out for ice cream. For the life of him, he couldn’t stop her. His legs were weak, and they were so, sooo hot.

“You should like, not worry so much. We really like this!” said Hayley.

“Yeah!” enthused Amber. “It’s like, super fun. I don’t know that I’ve like, ever
 had this much fun. And it won’t ever stop! Isn’t that great?”

“But you...you would have been so smart...”

Amber giggled, tweaking Hayley’s nipples. “What’s smarter than sucking on a cock all day and getting fucked full of hot cum like I want? They tell me it’s sooo
 fun. I wouldn’t know, of course. I’m like, a virgin. Your virgin. Isn’t that cool? But lame, too. You should get rid of this like, stupid virginity stuff for me. Pretty please?”

Hayley nodded, still happily licking the head of Brent’s cock. “Did you know that like, I haven’t ever been fucked by a man? You’d be my very very first. Don’t worry, though. I’ve been like, practicing super
 hard.”

“We’ve been practicing all sorts
 of stuff,” Amber assured him. “We have a cheer, just for you! All of us.”

Amber began gripping Hayley’s tits even harder, stroking her nipples happily. It made Hayley lick Brent with even more gusto. Amber’s other hand pulled down her top, showing off her tits and squeezing them too.

Brent, still, tried to resist. Hayley was so hot, licking his cock like that, that smile on her face so happy. He knew he was failing, but he tried anyway.

“You just like me for my cock. You’ll take...you’ll take anyone in 
the town.”

“Don’t be silly, handsome. We would have done that already. We need stud
 cock. And everyone knows hot cheerleaders can only fuck the studs at their schools. You’re the only stud left. Won’t you let us cheer for you, Sir? We’d like, totally love to show off for you.”

Brent was tired of fighting. They were both so gorgeous, so willing. He needed them.

“Tell...tell it to me.”

Amber and Hayley pulled back from Brent, kneeling next to each other. Their tops were totally pulled down from their mutual attentions. They began the cheer, shaking their tits and asses at the appropriate points in the rhythm.

“Hit me
 on the head,


Take
 me to your cave.

I was made to be led,


‘cuz I’m your bimbo slave
!

Yayyy!”

They giggled excitedly, their exposed tits bouncing on each other. They leaned into each other, their enormous breastflesh smashing together, and they stared at him with open need. Amber drew Hayley in for a sweet, sultry kiss, licking the blonde’s amazing lips as she drew away. Their eyes then turned toward Brent.

“Like, pretty please fuck us now?” they asked in unison.

“Yeah.” Brent nodded, pushing Hayley down and then Amber. “Yeah. Okay. I’m gonna fuck you both.”

“Hooray!” they cheered wildly.

The hot cheerleaders laid down on each other. Amber was on top, Hayley on bottom. Both of their pussies were glistening, presented to him with luster. Brent groaned, stroking his cock.

“Stick it me first!” begged Amber.

“No,” said Hayley. “Me first!”

“Me first!” “No, me
 first!”

The only way he would end the dispute was by fucking one of them. It would be...it would be a good thing to fuck them. He couldn’t have them arguing when they had become such good friends. That would just be cruel.

Thick and veiny, the head bright purple, his cock was proud and 
desperate for comfort. Without much thought, he pushed the bare meat straight into Amber’s hot, unprotected entrance. He positioned his fingers so they slid into Hayley’s hot needy cunt, not wanting her to be left out.

“Oh my god!” Amber cried out as he thrust into her again and again. “My hot fucking virgin cunt! You’re fucking owning me! You’re so fucking good!”

“Oh god, yeah!” Hayley cried. “Fuck her! Fuck her on top of me! Fuck her, Sir! That’s so fucking cool!”

“Oh yeah!” Amber moaned. “Fucking me ‘cause I’m better! I’m better
! I’m your fucking best
 bimbo slave!”

She was starting to get a little full of herself while he made her full of him. That wouldn’t do. He pulled out, shoving right into Hayley’s slippery entrance, made even more slick by all the precum and Amber juices running down.

“Oh my fuck like you’re like so fucking good!” Hayley cried. “You’re such a fucking stud oh my god! You're totally going to get her pregnant!”

Brent hadn't thought about that. But he was
. He could, at any time. He could just get any of these hot cunts pregnant with his seed. There wasn't anything more manly than that.

Amber clasped hard on Hayley’s tits now, stroking and kneading their enormous soft surface. Hayley, in turn, tugged hard on Amber’s hair, holding the mass of it like an enormous pillow.

Hips shaking, Brent could feel his orgasm approaching. Fucking two such perfectly beautiful bimbos, how was he supposed to hold back? He put all of himself into every thrust. He started quickly moving back and forth between the hot pussies. Five hot thrusts into Hayley, then another four into Amber, then seven into Hayley again. Each hole so wet, so tight, so perfectly made just for his use and his use alone.

His orgasm shuddered through him hard. He didn’t even know whose fertile pussy he was cumming inside of. He switched it back and forth three times, unleashing more hot cum than he had ever released before in his life.

Both gorgeous bodies were twitching in orgasm beneath him, hardwired to cum the instant he did. Their pleasure completely tied 
to his. They screamed his name as ecstasy ripped through their bodies, their fragile bimbo minds breaking even more under the pressure of his manly will being imposed upon them.

He moved forward, feeling completely exhausted, and slipped between the enormous tits of the beautiful pair. They doted on him, kissing his neck and face, telling him they worshiped him, they adored him, they needed him forever and ever.

After a minute, though, Hayley got up and turned on the television.

“No,” he said, his hand sliding up her ass. “Hold on. Let’s just...just be here, for a minute.”

Hayley pouted a bit, changing the channels. “We will. It’s just...you need to watch this.”

On the screen popped Coach Summers. Old Coach Summers, the mature Coach Summers. She was wearing a distinguished looking business suit, smiling demurely.

Hayley sat back down with Brent, stroking his cock. He tried to tell her it was no use, that he was pretty burnt out, but the television was so...interesting. Amber licked his neck and whispered how she had always wanted this for him, for her. He shuddered.

Coach Summers’ smile widened. “Are you ready for the Man Chant? It’ll make you the man you were destined
 to be. Ready? Okay...”

Brent watched and tried to focus, tried not to focus. His brain couldn’t decide. The words Coach Nicole said melted through him, and rewired everything in his brain and then his body. The words were too powerful. They were making him
 powerful.

The arms he had wrapping around Amber and Hayley began to bulge with muscles, and his cock began to pulse and expand, thickening and growing, and very soon, he transformed into a hulking stud so very ready to fuck them and all the rest of the cheerleader bimbos again...and again...and again...
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Lucy Learns Her Lesson
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A
little over six months ago, I was doing a little shopping at the Big Peaks mall, shamelessly taking advantage of Galen—the store clerk at the designer clothing store who was, completely justifiably, one hundred percent in love with everything about my gorgeous, endlessly sexy eighteen year-old body.

“How does this look on me, do you think?”

Galen gaped at me, trying to form some semblance of a coherent response.

It was a silly question, of course, asking how those skintight knee-high brown leather boots looked on my hot, young teenage legs. It was a silly question, just like asking how my sexy, tiny, tight pleated blue denim skirt looked with the way it molded over my hot ass, or how my pink tank top looked on top of my perky, full eighteen year-old 36DD titties.

They’re silly questions, of course, because I knew the answers—fabulous. Perfect. Wonderful. Stupendous. Amazing. All of the above.

They’re all silly questions, but I asked them anyway. It was fun to make the store clerk stare, straining with his clear erection pressing against his khakis, stuttering out an answer.

“J-j-just wonderful, Lucy. Stupendous. Amazing. Perfect.” He was practically drooling.

You see? I told you.

I posed in front of the mirror, lifting up the thick mass of my dark, effortlessly sexy hair. I blew a kiss, and then wink, my blue eyes sparkling. Tall, busty, and brunette, I could have been a model if I 
wanted—if it wasn’t so easy for a babe like me not to have a job at all, that is. When guys just give you stuff for being hot, why even try to work? My Uncle Michael especially gave me more stuff and money than anybody—and he practically owned the town.

“Oh, lovely,” I said, stepping away from the mirror. “You’ll put my old pair of shoes in the bag with the rest of my goodies?”

“Of course, Lucy.” He rushed off to do as I said.

Whenever Galen was on duty in the store by himself, I made sure to swing by and give him a visit. He closed down the shop for me, turning away anyone else who wanted to buy something. His love for me, he said often, was perfect and eternal. He’d wait for me for as long as I needed.

As far as I was concerned, that would be forever and ever. He didn’t seem to mind that much when I laughed in his face—several times, over and over—whenever he asked me out or wondered when we would be together. It was sort of tough to build up any respect for such a pushover.

At the front of the store, he handed me my bag, eyes wide and staring down my cleavage. I could tell, already, that he was planning on how to jack off to my image later on—probably right after I left. I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy the thought of a man being so helpless before my beauty.

“Thanks so much, sweetie,” I purred. “You’ve really been a big help.”

“Yeah, um, Lucy? So, I know like, it goes on the tab? But my manager, he’s been a-asking these questions, and like—”

“Oh, sweetie.” I waved a hand, taking the bag and stepping away. “I’m a little short on cash right now. You can take care of all that for me, can’t you?”

“I-I can?”

“Of course you can. You’re so smart. You could get rid of those records...or even pay the bill yourself!”

“There’s...there’s over a thousand dollars of merchandise, Lucy, in that bag...and all the other bags totals up to like...s-so much.”

“Gosh, does it? You’re so nice to pay it for me.”

I slipped my hand onto his shoulder, putting my big breasts extraordinarily close to his face. I knew he was inhaling my sweet, 
sultry scent. He could probably draw my lips, so sexy and plump, from memory at that point.

“I’d owe you big time if you took care of that, sweetie.”

“Yeah,” he said, staring down my cleavage. I giggle, just to give him a little more to look at. My titflesh bounces rhythmically in front of his face. “Yeah, okay. Okay. Sure, Lucy. I can...I can handle it.”

“I knew
 you could, sweetie. Bye now!”

And just like that, I strutted out of the store with a bag full of free merchandise in my hands.

What. A. Loser.

I was, and probably am still, without a doubt, the hottest babe in town. Being eighteen only makes me the hotter. There's something magical about an incredibly hot young babe who knows just how hot he is.

Men really do fall all over themselves to see me smile—and I’ve got a killer smile. I practiced for ages in front of the mirror, making it just the right combination of sultry, sweet, and promising. If they would just do this one little thing for me, I’d make all their dreams come true.

I really couldn’t help but feel like I was the Queen of the world, totally untouchable. And I knew, unequivocally, that there wasn’t anything in my town or my life that wasn’t going to go my way.

Not ever.

As it turns out, that thought was maybe a little over-indulgent.
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THAT DAY, I CAME HOME
 to my fabulously large house, exiting out of my fun red sports car and crossing over the enormous emerald green lawn, to find my Uncle Michael home already, waiting for me in the den.

This was a bit unusual—he was often never home in the middle of the day, not even on a Saturday, like it was that day. He was, and is, incredibly wealthy, and had to (as he reminded me so often) work every single day to create and maintain that wealth.


It didn’t just come from thin air, after all.
 This is what he said to me, all the time, due to my flippancy with his money.

As far as I was concerned, though, flippancy and wealth went together. I was a superhot eighteen year-old goddess. Why wouldn’t
 I be flippant with wealth? It was totally fucking hot and fun to buy an amazing four-figure outfit and then only wear it once before tossing it in the trash, and he could completely afford it, so why not?

He had started working very young, buying an aging factory that put together shoes or boots or jeans or something. Over time, he had entirely refitted to produce computer parts—complicated technology that could be used in smartphones and GPS units and so on. The wealth flowing out from this allowed him to start buying up the whole town, just because he could. All the money a person spent in the area went back to him eventually, one way or the other—whether through rent, commerce, or the bank.

So yeah, obviously, the whole house was my Uncle Michael’s. I had started to live with him a few years before, after my mother and stepfather both got locked up for participating in an elaborate insurance fraud scam. I still see them once a month or so, on separate visits—the male prisoners all call my name, some of them jerking off openly as they watch me arrive. I’d be lying if I said that didn’t turn me on—knowing I inspire such a reaction in men who are helpless to do anything about it. That's how I felt about most men.

Anyway, living with Uncle Michael had been a breeze. He let me get away with whatever I want. He’s my stepfather’s brother—the smarter brother, apparently—and was just as completely in lust with me as the rest of the world. He was, I was sure, totally wrapped around my pinky finger.

Sitting in the chair—his back straight, his legs crossed—it was easy to get a good look at him. He was a large man in his late forties, tall and naturally bulky, with a thick head of dark hair. That day, he had a five o’clock shadow creeping around the edges of his jaw and chin. He had on a navy suit, tailored just-so to fit snug on his form, and a white shirt that had been unbuttoned near the top. His tie was on the floor next to him.

“Have a seat, Lucy,” he said, waving his hand at the ottoman in front of him.

I raised an eyebrow, not really believing him. “Is there not a chair for me?”

“Chairs are for adults. You want to act like a child. You get a child’s seat. Sit down.”

I wasn't really sure where this attitude was coming from. Usually, he was completely sweet with me.

“I’ll stand, thanks.”

“Sit down, or you will never see another cent from me for as long as you live.”

His voice had a steely edge to it. I knew, right away, that for whatever reason, he wasn’t kidding. I had never seen this side of him before.

“Geez, fine.”

Sullenly, I sat down in front of him, keeping my knees together. My brand new boots were only inches away from his legs—I could see him examining the sweet flesh of my young thighs, the supple curves of my breasts and hips. Trying to curry his favor, I started playing with the long, soft strands of my hair, drifting my dainty hand over the line of my cleavage. Just as I wanted, his gaze followed my hand.

I got a warm thrill from making him watch me how I wanted him to.

“Is there like, something wrong?” I asked, trying to use my best, big-eyed innocent voice.

“Don’t play the fool with me, girl. You know exactly what the problem is.”

“I do?”

“Of course you do. For months now, you’ve been stealing merchandise from stores all over this town. All over my
 town. You've been gathering up speeding tickets like Halloween candy, and you seduced your way to straight As at high school. You wouldn't have even graduated if you hadn't allowed the principal to jerk off on your heels.”

That was all true. But even so, “seducing” my way to the top implied I slept with people. There's a big difference between sex and letting a hopelessly turned on man jerk off right in front of me. I was still a virgin. I loved my virginity. I was only going to give it up to someone who could really take care of me.

Uncle Michael's accusations, true or not, weren't something I 
hadn’t really expected, to be honest. How had he found out?

I shrugged, still playing with my hair, still trying to maintain innocence. “I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Michael.”

“I pay you an allowance. A generous
 allowance. What do you waste it on that you have to go around slutting it up with store clerks and getting them to lie for you?”

Truth be told, his allowance was more than generous. Usually I just spent it on buying stuff for my friends, or tucked it away in my savings account. Why not? I had a surplus of currency just in my body alone.

“I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Michael.”

He leaned forward and slapped me then, casually, like he was closing a door. Then he pointed his finger at me, closing the rest of his fist.

“Do not lie to me again, you silly little strumpet. Do you think no one’s noticed you doing these things? Do you think you’re somehow immune to the laws of the world? When you fuck up, people come to me
 to complain, because you're too much of a terror to deal with.”

Truth be told, the slap did not hurt much. It had been light, barely enough to redden my cheek. I think he did it to capture my attention, to let me know he wasn’t screwing around. It worked.

“I...I don’t know...”

I could sense that if I tread wrongly, my world would easily begin to collapse around me. I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself.

“I’m just...I don’t know. I’m super hot. I get what I want. That’s the way the world should be.”

Saying it out loud like that—my secret view of the world—in front of him, made me feel incredibly silly.

He frowned leaning forward. “That’s what you think, is it? That’s how the world works, according to you?”

I toss my hair back, pushing up my chest. “You haven’t stopped looking at me since I moved in here. You haven't stopped looking at my legs, my tits, for this entire conversation
. And you’ve let me do whatever I want, a-and given me whatever I want too! So maybe it is!”

He smiled, leaning forward. He put his hand on my knee. I 
brushed it off, disgusted...and he put it back, higher this time. On my thigh. Gripping there. He wasn’t going to move his grip, not anymore. It was a knowing grip—a grip filled with all his pent-up lust over the last long while.

“I’ve put up with all of this so far, Lucy, because you are, as you’ve noted, incredibly attractive. But it’s time for you to pay the piper.”

My breaths had become very short, very fast. My body was heating up. What did he mean?

“Outside, I’ve arranged for two policemen to be waiting for you. Should you try to leave this house, in any direction, you will be picked up, and you will pay your debt to society.”

“Y-you...you can’t do
 th-that...”

“Of course I can. I own this town, Lucy. You know that. You took advantage of that, throwing my name around like you have. I own the cops. I own the judges. I own half the stores and I control everybody’s money. This is my
 town. And you...you’re mine too.”

The cold, hard reality that his words presented contrasted sharply with the heat I was feeling pouring off his body. And maybe...maybe mine too. Maybe I was already thinking that he was in control of me. And maybe...maybe I thought that was sort of sexy, somehow.

“So here’s what’s going to happen. Dress up for me, Lucy. You’ve spent all this money of mine on all these different outfits—”

I started to protest. “I didn’t know
 you were paying—”

Casually, he slapped me again. Again, it hurt my pride more than my face...but it did hurt. Just a little. Even to make me focus on him.

“You should have figured it out, then. I will not have a fool in this house. Now, you’ve spent all this money of mine. I think I deserve to see what all the fuss is about. So go upstairs, and get dressed.”

I was confused, still. “In anything?”

“No, of course not. I want you to dress in the sexiest, hottest outfit you have. You want to act like a slut? I’m going to treat you like a slut, my little niece. I want you to dress,” his grip on my leg hardened, his knuckles white, “like you’ve got a hot date. With me. And don't bother wearing any underwear.”
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THIRTY MINUTES LATER
, I came down the stairs, balancing perfectly on my five-inch stiletto heels. The boots I had on earlier were plenty sexy, but I was afraid that if I wore the same pair, he would accuse me of not trying hard enough.

So these boots were midnight black and wrapped all the way up to the midpoint of my amazing thighs, with shiny, sexy metal buckles on the sides.

A tight, low-cut cleavage-baring red minidress was practically painted on to my hot teen form. My long brunette hair fell in perfect, hot waves, framing my gorgeous face. From behind, it was easy to see how the dress was backless, even with my mass of perfect hair, revealing my sexy ass-cleavage and the amazingly toned muscles of my back. The dress only came down six inches past my hips, allowing maybe another four inches before my tall, tall boots took over on my thighs. 

Just as he ordered, I had on no underwear whatsoever—no bra, and no panties.

For a little extra touch, I put on a pair of silk, black, elbow-length gloves. I knew that gloves turned men on—seeing a hot babe decorating every part of herself for no good reason except to get a reaction.

A short gray fox fur jacket finalized the look, soft and alluring, making me look just like some luxury escort. That jacket had set me back nearly five figures. Or it would have, I guess, if I had been made to pay for it at the time.

I was going to pay for it now, though.

There was no way, I hoped, that Uncle Michael would think I was trying to phone it in. And, I hoped also, that there was no way he’d think to make me do anything I didn’t want to.

After all, a man who saw me dressed in my absolute sexiest outfit was basically doomed to do my bidding, right?

Right?

That was my plan, after all. I had less sexy outfits I could have worn, and he wouldn’t have known the difference. Certainly any 
outfit I put on for him would have been the sexiest outfit possible, in his mind.

I didn’t care that he was my uncle. To a super babe like me, he was just another man to conquer. And the way my tits were displayed, the manner in which my entire body was advertised as being a vehicle made purely for sex, assured me that I was going to win this night. I won every
 night. I was a gorgeous teenager queen, and I got everything I wanted.

Except, when I walked into the expansive dining room and presented myself, his gaze wasn’t jaw-dropped, his eyes weren’t wide, his forehead wasn’t sweating. Leaning back against the table with his arms crossed, he simply raised an eyebrow—slightly—and shrugged.

“That’ll do,” he said.

Of course, that drove me wild with anger. That’ll do? That’ll do?


That’s what you say to a bowl of cereal for breakfast when you were expecting french toast. That is not
 what I was to be referred to at any time or place.

He clearly sensed my anger, and was amused by it.

The dining room table was large and oak, carved several hundred years ago by some medieval artisan. He paid a small fortune for it all by itself. Above the table hung an impressive crystal chandelier with over five hundred individual lights. He pulled out his chair and sat down.

“All right, girl,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Give me a walk.”

“A what?”

“A walk. Walk toward me. Like you’re on a date.”

Fine, then. I’d walk to him like he said, and he wouldn’t even know what to do with his boner. Tossing my long hair back, I strutted toward him, smiling sultrily. Then I struck a pose, sending out my long leg for him to admire. For my Uncle to admire.

“Hmm,” he said, tapping his chin. “I’d have hoped you’d learn a little better form by now.”

This was...this was infuriating! There was no pleasing him! My perfect face, aghast, must have transmitted my rage, but he didn't seem to care.

“I want you to apologize.”

“W-what?”

“Apologize. For not being better at what you’re supposed to do.”

“I-I-I...”

“Or, if you’d prefer, I can call in the police officers waiting outside.” He pulled out the phone from his jacket. “Would you like that, niece?”

I looked down, not meeting his gaze. “No.”

“Well then,” his voice was almost gleeful now. “I’m waiting.”

“I’m sorry.” I said it briefly, almost under my breath.

“What was that? Speak up.”

I held in a roar, wanting to tell him where to stick his apology.

“I’m sorry,” I said loudly.

“For what? I’m not sure I believe you. You'll have to be specific, little girl.”

Taking in a deep breath, I tried to keep my delicate composure. My tits, so big and round, seemed as though they might pop out of my tiny dress.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t better at doing...what I was supposed to do. I’m sorry I didn’t have a better walk.” I tossed back my hair, forcing a smile. “I’ll practice it, just for you.”

“Yes,” he said, nodding sagely. “You definitely will. I’ll make sure of that. In some higher heels, too. A slut like you belongs in some actual heels, not those little things.”

Gritting my teeth, I managed somehow to not yell at him and insist that my heels were completely tall and totally showed off my legs and ass perfectly.

“Now,” he leaned back and crossed his hands behind his head. “Serve me dinner.”

“What?”

“Go on. You’re lucky I didn’t make you make it.” He laughed for a moment. “Or perhaps I’m lucky. I don’t think you know how to even open a bottle of water by yourself, much less cook a meal. But from now on, you’ll learn. For right now, however, you need only serve it. It’s in the kitchen.”

Obediently, if begrudgingly, I walked into the kitchen.

Our cook, Maria, looked at me with a bright smile on her face. Clearly, she knew what was going on, and did not seem to have any 
problem with my Uncle corralling me for his personal sex fantasy. I noticed for the first time—and who knew if it had been there before or not—the studded collar around her neck. She was a tiny, busty woman with short red hair. Her apron did little to hide the expansive lines of her impressive tits. Her platform heels were taller than my own—much taller.

I didn’t know it at the time, but Uncle Michael had been fucking and dominating Maria regularly. She was a sub he had found on the internet and then ordered her to learn how to cook. She agreed happily, and he paid her way from then on. Someday, maybe even someday soon, he'll get tired of her and drop her—and she'll just thank him for the pleasure of his cock while he gave it to her. She's that kind of woman.

“You look so pretty for the Sir,” she cooed. “You will do as he says like a good niece, yes?”

“I suppose I'll have to.”

“Oh dear,” she tsked. “It's so much more fun when you want to, though!”

She picked up the silver tray of food—a plate with a steak, salad, and a delicious-smelling vegetable soup—and handed it to me. I struggled to hold on to it, my heels so precarious.

Somehow, I made it back into the room with Uncle Michael without spilling anything. I laid out the tray in front of him, smiling prettily.

“Here you are, Sir,” I cooed.

“Good,” he said, looking over the meal. “Good girl.”

He slapped my ass then, hard. And then his hand slid up inside of my dress, gripping my ass cheek hard.

“Un-Uncle Michael!” I cried out.

“What?”

He acted like nothing at all was peculiar in what he was doing.

“I...I-um...”

“Do you not like this? Being treated like the whore you are? Do you not like that I know what a slut my niece is?”

“I...I...I like it very much,” I said, struggling.

Oh god, his fingers dug into my tight, eighteen year-old flesh so firmly. He was owning my ass, just like I could tell that he wanted to 
own all of me.

“Good girl. Good little niece.” Mercifully, he loosened his grip—but not before leaving little bruises where his grip had dug in. “Now, get on your knees.”

My mouth hung open. “Get on my what?”

“Your knees. Those sexy little things joining your sweet thighs and your boot-clad calves, there. Get on them.”

“Why?”

“Because I say so, you little brat.”

He grabbed my glove-clad wrist, pulling my gorgeous face down to his. Before I could say or do anything, he had pulled me in for a rough, hard kiss, practically bruising my lips with his. His tongue thrust inside of my mouth, violating me, his niece!

When finally he let me pull away, his teeth dragged against my tongue, my lips. I was left breathless. Breathing hard, he pushed his face up the sexy line of my chin, dragging his teeth as he went until he had put his mouth against my ear.

His hand moved off my gloved hand and up to the collar of my expensive fur...and then around my throat. He gripped me there, hard. My knees buckled in terror and—surprisingly—arousal. It was like I already knew that a cunt's place, even a niece cunt's, was on her knees in front of a strong man.

“Now listen, whore. I’ve had just about enough of your backtalk. If you question me, or disobey me, or do anything close to those things again, I will throw you to the police. You’ll be theirs. And I assure you, dressed how you are, they may just forget their manners for a while before charging you with grand larceny.”

That thought filled my mind for a minute. All those policemen, using me like their cumrag. Their personal fucktoy, before tossing me into prison where I’d get used by whatever foul elements filled those places.

I couldn't stand such a thought. I only wanted one man to have me. A romantic notion, I know...but true for me. I supposed, at the time, that I could just pretend that one man I wanted was Uncle Michael, at least.

“Okay,” I said. “I mean, yes, Sir. I’ll do like you say.”

And so I dropped to my knees, looking at him with open, willing 
eyes. Broken. Tamed.

“You’ll obey,” he said.

I nodded. “I’ll obey, Sir.”

“Get down between my knees.”

Shuffling over, I placed my gloved hands on his knees. The fur of my coat pressed against his thighs. I already sensed what was coming—or I thought I did. But he had so much more in store for me than I thought.

I was completely underneath the table now.

“Take it out.”

Shuddering and taking a deep breath, I pulled his zipper down. I had to gasp at the monster he kept behind it.

“What do you think?”

His cock was enormous. Hard, already. It was, despite all my seductions around town, the very first cock I had ever seen up this close.

“It’s very...big. So big.”

That seemed to please him. The big meaty head pulsed forward, pushing against my cheek. I could hear him moving his fork and knife around, digging into the meal he had in front of him.

“Have a taste. Lick it.”

Holding the massive shaft with one hand, I slid my tongue over the head. It was...salty. Hardening, still, but so hard already.

“Suck it now.”

Tentatively, I pursed my lips and began to push them over the head of my Uncle's cock. More and more and more of it went down my throat. I made sure to use my lips, crafting a perfect “O” with them. My tongue slid up and down the shaft. I had to do it right, I had to make sure he enjoyed it, or else who knew what awful things he would do to me?

“That's good,” he moaned, obviously with food in his mouth. “Good girl. Good niece. What a good slut you'll make for me.”

I heard the silverware clatter, and one of his hands drifted underneath the table with me. Forcefully, he put his hand on top of my head, shoving my young mouth against his throbbing meat. Harder and harder, he pushed me out and shoved me back down. Using me. Abusing me.

“I’m gonna shoot my load,” he breathed loudly. “Right down your pretty little niece throat.”

I moaned in response. I think he liked that, because his thrusts increased. Harder and harder. In response, I just moaned more and more. He was using me like I was some common whore. I had thought I was a queen, a goddess, but when it came to my Uncle Michael, I was just a toy. Just a hole to be filled.

And just like that, he came down my throat, holding my head against his cock so I couldn’t pull away. I think it turned him on that I was fighting—so just to spite him, I did my best to enjoy it. My pussy was hot and wet, juices running down my legs.

He pushed me off his cock—and I thought that was it—but he sprayed one more long load into my face, covering me with his white, hot jizz. Coughing, I wiped it off—and swallowed much of it voluntarily. I figured I had already taken quite a lot of it in me already. Still, long strands could be seen drying on my expensive coat and gloves.

“Come on out from there,” he ordered me.

“Yes, Sir.”

I climbed out from underneath the table, still kneeling.

“Stand up,” he said, holding me by the chin.

He wiped off some of the cum still on my face and pushed it down my throat. Obediently, I swallowed. I didn’t really have a choice anymore. We both knew that.

Wiping his own face with a napkin, clearing some of the juices from the steak, he stood up.

“Turn around,” he ordered me.

I did as he commanded, facing away from him. Almost instantly, I felt his fingers sliding between my legs, pushing into the hot folds of my pussy. My dress was nowhere near long enough to stand in his way.

“Wet already, I see.” I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was smiling. “A whore after all, eh?”

“Yes, Uncle Michael.”

I didn’t agree with that—I didn’t!—but what choice did I have but to agree at that point?

“Bend over.”

Shuddering with burgeoning lust as he continued to finger my pussy, I craned my neck around to see his monster cock fully erect.

“Are you...are you hard again already?”

His cock stood at full attention behind me. I could hardly believe it. I didn't know that much about sex, but I knew that older guys like him couldn't get it up so quickly! Except...except he had.

“I am. You’ll get used to that, my dear. When it comes to your sweet little ass, I’ve got a lot of staying power. Now, bend over like a good little slut.”

I must not have complied as immediately as he would have liked, so he pushed my face down onto the table, banging my forehead slightly.

“A good niece obeys her Uncle right away,” he growled fiercely.

“Yes, Uncle Michael!”

Now doing as he commanded, whether I liked it or not, I was bent over at the waist, my palms down on the table.

But he was having none of that. He gripped one gloved wrist, and then the other. He brought them up behind my back, twisting both my arms until he clamped down on both wrists with one hand.

I was totally in his control.

Without any further ceremony, he entered me. His enormous, fat, veiny cock pushed inside of my hot young teen twat, filling me up like nothing I had ever felt before.

“Virgin, huh?”

“Yes, Uncle Michael!”

“So you’re my
 whore, then.”

That much was true. I couldn’t deny it. I’d do whatever he told me so long as I got to keep my station with him—which included a lot of easy cash.

“Yes, Uncle Michael,” I said, trying to add a sultry tone to my voice. “I’m your whore. Your whore niece.”

That made him fuck me the harder.

“You fucking slut. You love being my slut, don’t you?”

“I’m your slut,” I moaned. “I'm your niece slut!”

He spanked my ass hard. My big tits bounced up and down on the table beneath me.

“Say it! Say you love being my good little slut!”

“I’m your good little slut!”

My dress had slipped down at this point, barely covering my body at all. He picked my arms up higher, twisting them further, and pain shot through my body even as the pleasure of his fucking rocked inside of me.

“You’ll obey me!”

“I’ll obey you, Uncle Michael!”

Oh god, anything he said! His big meat filled me so well! I didn't know anything could fill me like that, ever. He continued to spank me with his free hand as he plowed into my hot teen cunt.

“You’ll do as I say!”

“I’ll do whatever you say, Uncle Michael!”

Yes, yes! Fuck yes! I loved his cock inside of me, pumping so fucking hard. His breaths became harder, faster, as he pumped into my cunt more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned.

Doubt and fear rushed through me. I wasn't on birth control! He had to cum on me, not in me.

“Pull out!” I cried. “Oh my god, please! I'm not on the pill!”

“No,” he growled in my ear. “I’m not going to pull out. Not anymore. Not for you. I own you, and your cunt.”

Fear, total and encapsulating, filled my heart. He was going to cum in my belly! No! No way! Please no!

But he did.

And immediately, it felt so, soooo good. His hot, gooey white warm seed filling up inside of me. The second that the warmth entered my body, I knew that this is what I was for. I knew that taking my Uncle’s seed was the right thing for me to do.

Surprising him, and surprising even myself, I shuddered with orgasm, mewling out how sounds of thanks.

“Thank you,” I cried, biting one thick, perfect lower lip as the bliss rushed through my body. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Uncle Michael.”

Finally he had let go of my hands. I almost wished he wouldn't have—that he would leave me bound and under his firm grip forever.

He smiled and stroked my hair. “You’re welcome, good girl.”

I came to him just a teenage babe, a girl with big thoughts about 
herself. But he turned me into a real woman.
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NOW, I’M SIX MONTHS
 pregnant. Uncle Michael was so right to fill me up the way he did.

He takes care of me now, and I do right by him, like a good girl should. I’m his special personal whore. He’s fucked me so many times now, I think his big Uncle cock has ruined me for anyone else.

He’s calling me now. I’ve got this big baby bump, and it’s so hard to get around with it. He gave me twins, his fucking cum is so potent and hot. Still though, I try to wear sexy dresses and high heels, showing off my hot, womanly figure. Whenever he lets me out around town to be his trophy, I make sure to laugh in the face of any guy that thinks to ask me out or talk to me.

So I'm a hot bitch still, sure, but I'm his
 hot bitch. I've learned my lesson.
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Putting Paige In Her Place
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W
armth and bliss washed over the eighteen year-old Paige. She had never been happier, staring up at the studly Michael. He was so big, so chiseled and strong. And all of him—all of his amazing, hot, white gift had just been sprayed all over her. And then...

Then. The door to the bedroom banged open.

“Just what
 do you think you’re doing?” cried Diana, seeing the explicit display Paige had been transformed into.

Paige, trying to gulp, stared in terror at the woman who had burst into the master bedroom. Diana was the hot young wife of Michael, the stud who had just finished fucking Paige’s face and throat. There was absolutely no disguising the fact that Michael had, in fact, just finished all over Paige’s face. The goo dripped down her cheeks, her lips, and even in her fear from suddenly seeing Diana enter the room, the hot young teenage beauty could not help but lick her lips and slide the hot seed into her mouth.

It just tasted so good. So much better than she ever could have dreamt of—and she had dreamed of tasting it often.

Michael, resplendent and studly, was the father of Paige’s best friend, Becky. The busty, slender, brunette Diana was Becky’s stepmother—though really they were more like sisters, since Becky was only about twenty-six, while Michael was in his forties.

Paige felt like she had been living the dream—finally being the one to fuck Becky’s hot dad! All the girls at school talked about what a stud he was.

And now that dream had turned into a nightmare with Diana arriving, a scornful look on her face as she approached.

Paige couldn’t help but wonder how all this had gotten so out of hand.
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ONLY AN AN HOUR AND
 a half earlier, the night was cool, and Paige was filled with imminent terror about her situation at home.

She stood in front of Becky's house, frantically knocking on the door.

It was late on a Wednesday night—a school night. It was past ten, as a matter of fact. She should be home, studying for her history test tomorrow.

But she hadn't been able to study at all that night after her mother dropped the bomb on her earlier in the day—no, she had to talk to Becky. There was too much going on to concentrate without a good heart-to-heart first

Paige just simply couldn’t believe
 her mother’s actions. To ask that jerk Dan back in their lives, just like that! To get involved with that utter creep again! God! The nerve!

Fuming as she was, she couldn’t possibly
 keep her thoughts inside herself, and she needed Becky as a sounding board.

Becky was Paige's best friend. The two of them had been intertwined together like wires behind a television since they were each in kindergarten. They were both eighteen now, and had lots of the same classes and were on the tennis team together at their high school.

Neither of them were much good at tennis, of course. Paige only played because Becky did, and Becky played to keep herself in shape and stay tanned. Paige stayed in shape and tanned also, of course.

All in all, Paige was a fine looking young woman. She had long straight dark hair, perfect 36C breasts, an astonishingly well-developed hourglass figure, and a heart-shaped face that was the product of fine Scandinavian and German genetics, complete with plush lips, high cheekbones, and sexy blue eyes. Without a doubt, she was a looker—but she was saving herself for someone really special.

Her figure had only really kicked in within the last year, after a 
sudden growth spurt, and so she had never even been asked out that much. Of course, she caught guys at school looking at her, wanting her. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy it just a bit. But, boys at school always seemed so immature, so obsessed with themselves, so unable to do anything but view Paige as some hottie to put on a pedestal and parade around.

In her dreams, if she had to be honest, she wanted an older man. Someone to guide her through the process—to teach her how to be a hot, perfect lover in the way that her body promised. Paige knew she was sexy—but she just didn't know yet how to really put it all together.

Impatiently, almost desperately, she knocked on the door again. It was rather cool outside, after all, and all she was wearing was a thin white t-shirt and short-short denim shorts. Her platform sandals clomped on the wood of the porch as she shuffled and tried to keep warm.

To Paige's surprise, Becky’s father, Michael, answered the door. He was sweating—wearing gym shorts and a tight white t-shirt. Clearly, he had been working out. His tight, remarkable muscles were bulging, hot veins popping in a rather eye-pleasing manner. His gym shorts were rather short, and she could see the defined nature of his tanned thighs, and how alluringly hairy they were. And there, between his legs...was a definite bulge. A really, really big bulge.

Paige was surprised to see him. She almost never talked with Michael one-on-one.

It was difficult to say with exactitude why she found Michael so attractive—though only because there were only so many possible areas of interest.

Was it the hard, chiseled nature of his runner’s body? Was it the rugged, bearded jawline that was peppered with a sexy amount of gray? Was it the ice blue eyes, or the deep voice, or the thick strong hands, or his manly swath of chest hair...the list went on.

He was a hunk. Paige wanted him. End of discussion.

Lots of times Paige had spoken privately with Diana—Michael’s beautifully busty young wife—to the point where the two of them were great friends. Paige felt almost as close to the vivacious Diana as she did to Becky, as a matter of fact.

Becky’s mother—Michael’s first wife—had died some time ago, and Michael remarried the voluptuous brunette Diana only a few years back. Diana always had a smile on her face, and Paige was always hearing stories from Becky about the fun little gifts she brought home every other week for the family—things like stuffed animals and little thank-you cards for everyday occurrences like taking care of chores. Her zest for life had seemed to reinvigorate Michael, who had been falling into something of a depression from grief.

Paige had read in the past that when a man married a younger woman and had a daughter who was in her late teens, that some conflict was inevitable. Diana and Becky had been no exception. For the first several months of the new marriage, Becky had constantly called Paige, confiding in her about how much she hated her wicked new stepmother.

But then, with time and a few well-placed vacations, their relationship turned around. The girls both realized that they both loved Michael, and that the best way to make him happy, truly, was just to get along.

It worked out well for Paige—after Becky and Diana made up, Diana had become Paige's fast friend and mentor, and had gotten her a job as an intern at the local hospital where Diana worked as a night administrator. Paige was always happy for the new bits to add to her resume. College was just around the corner.

Lately, Diana had been propositioning her for dinner to “discuss her future,” whatever that meant. Paige assumed Diana just cared about her, which was really sweet.

Paige knew Diana had a lot on her mind—she and Michael had been unsuccessful so far in trying for a child, and it was really important to them to make it happen. Diana had been so sweet and open, confiding that to Paige—it made Paige feel important that Diana trusted her like that.

But—Michael was in front of her now. He seemed interested in her—waiting patiently to hear her speak.

She tried to keep herself together—her every inclination was to break down and start crying from all the torment built up inside of her, even if it meant being held in those big, hard, sweaty arms of his.

Or perhaps, especially that. Being held. Being protected. Being made safe by this strong, clearly alpha-esque male who had so much control already over the other two women in his life.

Paige had, for example, never seen Diana in anything but high heels and leg-baring shorts and dresses. It was a good look for the older woman—she was beautifully leggy—but wasn't wearing them all the time, even when she did yard work and washed the car, a bit much?

Even if it was sort of hot, imagining Michael ordering Diana to do all that.

Shaking her head slightly to break off those licentious thoughts, she asked, “Is Becky here?”

“No.”

As he shook his head, long drops of sweat slid off from his brow and rolled down the front of his tight white t-shirt. It was easy to make out the bulging definition of his pecs and shoulders from beneath the damp surface of the cloth.

“Oh, it’s just...I just really needed to talk with her, is all.”

He nodded. “Did you call?”

“Yes. Her phone was off, though.”

He nodded again, making a sympathetic face. “Her boss makes her turn it off now.”

“Oh. I didn't know she was at work.” Becky worked at a movie theater. “I’m sorry.”

She didn’t know why she was apologizing. It felt like someone should apologize for interfering with Michael’s business.

He was so dark and serious all the time. It was a big turn-on.

“Um, is Diana here, then?” Paige asked hopefully.

He shook his head once more. “Nope. She’s at work too. She’ll be home in an hour or two, I think.”

“Oh,” Paige nodded. “All right, then. I guess I better go.”

She turned away from the door, but, sudden and strong, he gripped her arm. Paige’s breath caught, her pulse quickened.

Michael, touching her. Oh god.

Paige wasn’t a slut by any means, but she did play with herself early and often. Her own pleasure center—her pussy’s hot, tight folds and her sexy, sweet mound of a clit—were no mystery to her. She 
had developed quite an imagination when it came to fantasizing, and constantly took stock from her day, trying to tally up items to include as she dreamed up hotter and hotter scenarios.

And so she already knew that feeling—his iron-hard fingers on her athletic arm—that would be a feeling to follow her straight into the next several weeks’ worth of fantasies.

“Hold on a minute. You seem upset.” His handsome face carried legitimate concern. “You want to come inside?”

“No...no.”

She shook her head. Of course she did
 want to come inside. All any girl she knew—besides Becky of course—wanted to do was come inside and spend some alone time with Michael. But she couldn’t just go in like that. What if word got out? The neighborhood had dozens of eyes, all the time.

“Come on in,” he said. “I’m putting a smoothie together. I’ll make you one too.”

Gulping, she followed him in. Her pussy felt hot already—and exposed. Alone, with a man like him, it was difficult not to think of how easy it would be for him to hold her down, to put her in her place, to jam her mouth full of his cock...

Focus, Paige. He’ll think you’re weird, spacing out like that. Focus!

The kitchen was right inside the door, to the right. He chopped fruit at the counter—bananas and strawberries.

“So what’s the problem?”

“Oh it’s just...nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

She leaned up against the door frame of the kitchen, staring lustfully at his well-developed back, gazing longingly at his triceps flexing as he worked the knife.

“Come on,” he dropped some chopped banana in a small bowl next to the cutting board. “Tell me.”

She shifted, tugging at her denim shorts. They were so fucking short. She knew he could see a lot of her legs. Like, way more than what was decent. Her pussy was already sort of hot, just thinking about that.

“It’s sort of embarrassing now. I think I was just making a big deal out of nothing. I don't know. I don't want to bother you.”

He turned to look at her. “I'm not bothered. I promise.”

Finally acquiescing, Paige sighed. “It’s just...my mom’s ex, Dan, is going to be moving back in.”

“And you don’t like him?”

“Not really. He...” she took a breath. Why not tell him? Just let it out, girl. “He would hit on me, sometimes.”

Michael made a troubled sound, putting the rest of the smoothie ingredients in the bowl and walking over toward Paige. He put a hand on the counter, leaning close.

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. He’s kind of a creep.”

Nervously—Michael was so close, and his manly musk so strong!—she pushed a hand through her long dark hair.

“For sure. Nobody should be giving a girl attention she doesn’t want.”

With a smile, he put a hand on her shoulder.

Unable to help herself, she sobbed a bit.

“Oh god,” she said. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to...”

“It's all right,” he assured her. “I'd give you a hug, but I'm sort of messy.”

Paige nodded, but bit her lip, wiping away the tears as best she could. “Could...c-could I have a hug anyway? These clothes need washing anyway, and I t-think I could really use one.”

Without answering, he smiled and drew her in. God, his body was so hard, so coated with sexy masculinity. This mixture of fear of Dan moving in and lust for Michael swept her mind away, until she  could barely think straight. Her fingers slid up and down his strong, strong arms, and she let out soft little whimpering moans.

“I just don’t want someone like that living
 with me.”

“It’s okay,” he said, patting her on the back. “It’s all right. It’s going to be all right.”

His hand rested right above her ass. God, she wanted it to slide down so bad.

After a while, she calmed down, and they parted.

“Have you talked with your mother about it?”

“No.”

He made a sort of quizzical face. “Do you think that would help?”

“I don’t know. She really likes him.”

Michael nodded. “I’m sure she does. But I’m sure she loves you more than she likes him.”

“You’re right.”

She nodded, feeling hopeful. That was definitely true. And it wasn't like her mother hadn't listened—Paige just hadn't bothered to let her know how she felt, that was all.

He walked back over to the blender.

“How about that smoothie?”

“That sounds great,” Paige said, feeling relieved for the first time all day.

Wow. She didn’t know Michael would be so easy to talk to! He turned the blender on and the ingredients quickly cut into a liquified pink form. In short order, he handed her a tall glass full of delicious fruit smoothie and also held his own.

She could not help but feel hot and bothered, so much of his musk and scent on her now. Probably she should go home and shower, but she wasn't sure she could ignore the temptation to finger her hot pussy first, being able to smell him so strongly!

“I have to ask...” he began.

“Yes?”

Paige sipped at her smoothie. It was delicious.

“Was he overt about it? This Dan character?”

“Overt?”

“Like did he, what? Ask you out on dates? Want to take you away to the beach?”

She laughed. “No. He would say I looked great in skirts, or comment on how my breasts were...I mean, you see them. They’re huge.”

Smiling broadly, he nodded. Guys her own age would blush or try to shrug off such a comment. But with Michael, he just stared down at her tits, openly ogling her. Mmph. She liked his gaze on her.

“I guess you are a very...well-developed girl.”

Paige laughed. “If that’s
 what you want to call it. I just say I have big tits.”

It was very difficult not to feel so very adult, talking to Michael like this. She felt she could say anything—like he was the male 
version of Diana, almost.

“Yes,” he said, nodding and staring. “Big tits. You’ve got big, fat tits, Paige.”

Her pulse quickened. He was smiling, so that she thought he may have been joking, but there was something to the way he was standing so near her. The movements of his breath in and out. She tried to laugh as if he was trying to be funny.

“Are you against older men hitting on you generally, Paige? Or is it just some of them?”

“Um...it's um...” she started to giggle nervously. “I guess I'm not against older guys.”

His grin widened. It was almost predatory now...and Paige knew she was the prey.

“I'm glad to hear it. It’s pretty easy to see why he would want to hit on you.”

“Oh yeah?”

She tossed her silky dark hair back and preened.

He leaned forward. His voice became very low. “Yes, Paige. It’s very easy to see why someone would find you attractive.”

Something about his voice made her pussy tighten and pulse rhythmically. His scent—again, so sweaty and musky—was overwhelmingly masculine. She felt like such a helpless, easily-fucked babe in front of him. And she could tell, instantly, that being fucked by him would not ever be anything like being fucked from one of the guys at school. She knew that he would be hard, merciless, overwhelming—that he would push her over the edge of what she thought she could ever dare dream to feel. He would teach her to be a good girl, no matter what.

She whimpered, turning over to look at him. Her mouth trembled, so close to his.

“O-o-oh. Okay. I mean...”

She stood up, so nervous suddenly. She brushed her hair back, coughing and straightening out her shirt.

“I mean, okay! Thank you! You’re so nice. And I—” she hit the nearby counter, stumbling around the room. “I’m just going to um...I need to—”

She giggled, lungs grasping for air. He kept coming toward her, 
though, his eyes low. She knew, instinctively, that he could sense her rampant desire and how badly she needed to rush home to give herself a nice hot cum just from being in front of him like this.

His hand squeezed her hip and he pulled her forward. Her hips ground against his. A moan pushed out from her mouth—she could feel how hard he was. More than that, she could feel how big
 he was. Oh god
 he was a monster!

With his free hand, he pulled a business card of his off the counter and pushed it into her tiny denim shorts. And not into the pocket—no, he reached down behind the zipper of her shorts, so his fingers brushed up against her silky soft pussy hair tangle.

“This is my contact information, Paige. If that man bothers you—if anyone bothers you—or if you just feel yourself needing to...talk...” he said the word slowly, “...then give me a call. Whenever you’d like.”

“B-B-B-b-becky m-might...um...”

He shook his head. “Becky doesn’t have to know anything about anything. Does she?”

She gulped again. His fingers were pressed right above her pussy, right above her clit, oh god! She could not stop rubbing her thigh against the obviously huge boner protruding from his gym shorts.

“I um—” she stuttered, trying to come up with something. “Oh gosh you know I think I left the sink on? So like um, I’ve probably flooded the house and need to call the fire department. The water department, I mean.”

A sly smile moved up Michael’s mouth. “Maybe both.”

“Both! So um bye okay! Bye now!”

He let her go, releasing her hip, and she rushed outside, blindly rushing around to the side of the house. So aroused was she, and her mind so completely blank with need, that she didn’t even care that she had knelt down right out in the open, in Michael's backyard, to touch herself.

Unzipping her pants, she let out a growl of need. Her greedy fingers pushed up hard into her slick, hot wet pussy.

“Michael...” she moaned. “Oh god, Michael, sir! Sir! Oh god, Michael!”

So excited, so turned on, so aroused was she that it did not take 
long for her entire universe of lust to explode. Fingers pushing hard against her young teenage clit, she came brilliantly within just a minute of build-up, needing to feel that sweet bliss of cum sooo bad.

Afterward, her head was foggy, and she sat gasping in the backyard. A sick sense of shame swept over her, but also relief that she didn't get caught.

“Hello, Paige.”

Oh, no.

Oh, no! Michael was right there, leaning on the corner of the house adjacent to her kneeling form! Oh god.

He had been watching her, she realized. Maybe this whole time.

He turned to the side. She could see his massive hard-on waiting for her.

“Come inside, Paige.”

“M-michael, I...”

“Come. Inside. Now.”

She hopped to her feet. The sternness of his voice made refusing almost sacrosanct. She had
 to do what he said.

He was in charge
 now. Her cum-addled mind wouldn't accept any other logic other than obedience.

Within incredibly short order, he had pulled her all the way inside, into his bedroom. She could see Diana’s bits of underwear and lingerie laying about on the floor and small brown barrel chair in the corner.

“You’ve never been with a boy before, have you? Diana told me you talk to her about them sometimes...but that your talk always felt a little fake.”

Paige nodded, blushing. Her shorts were still unbuttoned. He could easily see the hot pink of her panties.

“I make up stories so she doesn’t think I’m a total loser.”

“Now, you won’t have to make up any more stories anymore. How about that?”

He kicked his pants down and took off his shirt. His sweaty muscles gleamed in the bedroom light.

“Do you like what you see?”

Mmmph. Oh god.

Oh god
.

His cock was just absolutely massive. He was a total beast. Oh god! She had to have him inside of her.

Trying to maintain some aura of maturity, she nodded slowly. That, however, just made her seem all the more impressed.

“Yes,” she said softly. “It's so...so big, Michael.”

“Sir. You'll call me Sir. Be a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir. I like it, Sir.”

Grabbing her shoulder, he pulled her close to him once more, grinning low. His thumb on her cheek was rough and hard, pushing in. Treating her like a toy. She liked it.

He ripped her bra off, breaking the straps entirely. Her breath caught, tits totally revealed.

“Good girl,” he said. “You've got good girl titties for me, don't you?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Roughly, he grabbed her nipples, squeezing them tight. Little shocks of pleasure ran through her body.

“I'm going to fuck you until you can't think, girl.” His voice so full of admiration.

“So...I mean...you won't be...you won't be gentle?” Her voice halted and brief.

He smiled and gripped her throat, pulling her close. “Do you want me to be gentle?”

She shook her head. “No, sir.”

Grip still hard on her throat, he pulled her in closer, whispering in her ear. “Good girl.”

Her knees knocked together.

“Get on your knees, girl.”

Immediately, she obeyed.

Without any warning, he slapped her face with his cock, hard. Then he did it again on the other side. His precum smeared her cheeks.

“You’re going to have your face fucked now.”

She looked up at him with enormous dark eyes.  “I thought...I thought you wanted to fuck me?”

“First...” he slapped her face again with his thick shaft. “...first, you have to prove that you’re a good enough girl to take a face 
fucking. All right?”

She nodded, her eyes big, scared. How would she fit it all in her? She didn't even know if she could fit all that meat inside her pussy, let alone her mouth. And a face fucking, god! That sounded so...brutal.

Her pussy was gushing with the thought.

Gripping her long dark hair tight, he pushed his length down into her throat, hard. Each wet, fleshy inch of his cock slid hard down the soft, tight flesh of her throat. Her body was on fire with need once more.

Paige had never felt so violated...she had never felt so alive. She was so glad to find this side of herself.

He used her, fucking her mouth hard. There was no waiting by him for her to find her rhythm on his cock. Her role was simply to be a wet hole for him to fuck—something hot and pleasant to distract him from the tribulations of his day.

Paige moaned and his pace picked up. He was going to cum! He was going to cum, right then and there! She was going to make a man cum!

Pride, as well as Michael's enormous cock, filled her. She had been closing her eyes, but now opened them, staring up into his forceful, dominant face. He looked at her like he owned her.

As far as Paige was concerned, he did.

Pulling out of her mouth, he came, erupting all over her face and chest. His heavy load stuck hard to her chest, her lips and cheeks. Moaning happily, she lapped all of it up that she could.

Warmth and bliss washed over her. She had never been happier, staring up at the stud Michael. And then...

Then. The door to the bedroom banged open.

“Just what
 do you think you’re doing?” cried Diana, seeing the explicit display Paige had been transformed into.

Paige, trying to gulp, stared in terror at the woman who had come into the master bedroom. Diana was, for some odd reason, already ripping off her light green business skirt and white blouse, and shimmying down into her sexy blue panties and bra. Her hot, voluptuous curves were on full display. It was a lot for Paige to take in.

Fully undressed, Diana strutted over to her husband, pouting.

“Michael, baby,” Diana cooed, wrapping her arm around his naked waist. “I thought you said you were going to wait until we could do it together?”

Her voice had the affectionate whine of a woman well-fucked into complete submission.

“Don’t worry about that,” said Michael. “You’re here now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” she purred.

“You want to fuck this one, don’t you?”

He tugged Paige’s hair back, still staring at his wife. Diana moaned, her body sliding up and down Michael’s chiseled features.

“Oh, yes sir. Very much.”

“How about it, girl?” Michael tapped Paige's cheek with his semi-hard cock. “Do you want to fuck Diana? You want to fuck your best friend’s mom, too?”

Paige’s eyes went wide. “I...I don’t know. I mean. I’ve never...I haven’t ever...I don’t know...”

Leaning down, Diana slid her hot, wet tongue up Paige’s face. Thick, heavy dollops of cum gathered on Diana’s tongue, and then she pushed that cum-soaked tongue into Paige’s mouth. Their kiss was electric, Michael’s hot cum making it all the more slippery and sticky. Paige's pussy, already so overworked, felt even more aflame from the gesture.

“God, doesn’t he taste soooo good?” Diana giggled, pulling away.

“Yes,” Paige said quietly.

“Oh baby,” Diana purred, holding Michael. “She’s shy.”

Grinning, Diana knelt down and proceeded to run her hands up and down Paige’s body. Soft little mews and moans escaped her mouth—the older woman was clearly enjoying herself. Diana's hands were so soft, so nice! Paige was enjoying it too. Diana let out a series of delighted laughs as she squeezed Paige's sumptuous tits.

“Oh darling, you’re soooo tense. We’ve wanted to fuck you now for ages and ages. Why do you think I talked so much about how big Michael’s cock was?”

Oh god, she really had. She had, a lot. Come to think of it, Diana was the reason Paige knew so many girls wanted to fuck Michael.

Wow. They had really manipulated Paige.

That was hot, though Paige. Really hot. Taking the time to corrupt her teen mind.

Michael tugged his wife's hair. “Diana, stop teasing the poor girl. Get her on the bed and lick her pussy.”

Diana nodded obediently. “Yes, Sir.” She turned to Paige. “This is going to be wonderful, dear. Don’t worry.”

Diana led Paige up onto the bed gently.

“This will be fine,” she reassured her again. “You’ll love this.”

For a few moments, Paige was just plain scared. Diana delivered a trail of hot little kisses down her naked torso and then slipped her panties all the way off.

And then, Diana’s tongue...Diana’s tongue!

Oh god, Diana’s tongue! Diana’s hot tongue, sliding up and around and on her clit, sending hot jolts of electric joy to every part of her body. This hot young eighteen year old was getting the pussy-licking of a lifetime from her best friend's mom, with her best friend's dad watching! She couldn't get over how naughty and taboo the situation was.

And just when she thought it couldn't get any hotter,  Michael, an enterprising soul, pushed his cock deep into Paige’s mouth.

With her on the bed, he could straddle her face and fuck her face at his leisure. She loved it—the thick shaft of his enormous cock making her mouth his home. It was so fucking hot. He fucked her face hard, harder, harder
, his cock becoming thicker and more swollen all the time.

Ohhh my god, thought Paige. I’mmm gonna cumm. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonnna oh my god Diana! Michael! So hot! Soooo hottt!

Her body trembled wildly with her second orgasm of the night, kept in place only by the overwhelming might of Michael’s cock in her throat. Diana calmly and patiently continued to lick Paige's pussy, gently applying less and less pleasure as Paige bucked with bliss.

“Oh, good girl,” Diana moaned, breathing hard and sliding up away from Paige's crotch. “That was sooo hot. You're so good at cumming for us.”

Michael slipped his cock out of Paige's mouth. It was rock hard, again.

“She sure is,” he agreed.

“There’s just one last thing,” said Diana, sliding up near Paige's face.

Looking up at Michael, Diana started stroking his huge cock with one dainty hand.

“Our Sir still deserves to have one more good cum. And you...” she licked the side of Paige’s face. “You need to have your cherry broken.”

Paige, her mind feeling as fucked as her face had been, whimpered hotly. She nodded.

“Yes, please.”

Sliding out of Diana's grip, Michael slapped Paige's face with his cock again.

“Please what, slut?”

“Please...fuck me, Sir. Please take my virginity. Make it yours. Make me
 yours. Please? Please, Sir?”

He nodded. “Good girl.”

With Diana watching and fingering her hot cunt, Michael’s entered Paige's pussy at last. His enormous length slipped inside of her, inch by glorious inch. Shoving in, not caring, not slowing—taking no prisoners—just breaking through every part of Paige and filling her up with more meat than she had ever thought possible.

“Oh god,” moaned Diana. “It's sooo hot to watch you fuck someone else, baby.”

“Good girl,” said Michael. “Good girls. Both of you.”

“Mmmph,” Diana moaned again. “Fuck her, please? Fuck her harder
. I want to watch
 you fuck this teen slut.”

“Yes!” Paige nodded, entranced with Michael's hot body. “Fuck me, please! Fuck me harder!”

Complying ably, Michael grabbed Paige's ass cheeks with firm hands and plowed into her cunt, quickly thrusting in and out with no mercy. Paige felt her entire world being destroyed and created every time he pushed inside of her.

Diana was getting so excited—clearly, she could see that Michael was close to the edge. Her face had taken on an image of almost religious zeal.

“Cum in her, darling! Cum in this hot teen bitch!”

“Oh my god!” Paige cried. “Pull out! I'm not on birth control!”

She wanted him to fuck her, but to cum inside of her? That was how babies got made!

Michael gripped her throat. “I'm not gonna pull out, girl. I own your pussy now. And I'm going to mark you.” His thrusts increased in intensity even more. “And if you want me to fuck you again, you're going to let me fill you up.”

“Do it, Paige,” Diana cooed, her voice hoarse. “Ask for his seed!”

Paige's lust-ridden mind could form no substitute words. He was fucking her so very hard...she knew that she should protest more, but it all felt so good and hot and naughty. She just wanted them to want her. She knew she needed
 him to fuck her again. This would never be enough—she could never have enough of Michael's cock!

“Your seed, oh my god! Give it to me!”

Diana moaned in Paige's ear, tweaking her nipples hard. “He's gonna get you pregnant, baby!”

Paige's body convulsed, an orgasm spiraling through her body just from the very thought.

“That's right, you good girl slut. I'm going to make you my pregnant fuckslut whore. How do you like that?”

“Yes, please!” Paige cried.

Grunting and biting her shoulder, Michael came once more, filling up Paige's hot teen pussy with an enormous, pussy-filling creampie. Its hot, oozy warmth filled every part of her pussy, leaking out onto the shaft of his big cock and onto the sheets as well.

With Diana kissing her neck and Michael still playfully gnawing at her shoulder, Paige felt she had died and gone to heaven. There was just no way she wasn't pregnant. She was sure of it.

Everyone got up out of the bed.

“Now,” said Diana, swatting Paige playfully on the ass. “You need to grab a shower before Becky gets home.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Diana giggled and kissed Michael. “Did you hear that? She called me ‘ma’am.’ I feel so mature.”

In the shower, the two babes made out gently, coming down from the intense high of their night of pleasure. Their legs intertwined, their long manes of wet, sexy hair sliding into one another.

Diana moaned over and over in her ear how happy she was that Paige was going to carry their child.

“You'll do it, won't you baby? You'll get so fucking pregnant from him? We'll never stop fucking you if you let him.”

Her body still floating, Paige could only say yes. She didn't know how to say no anymore. She didn't even know how to want to say no anymore.

Outside of the shower, they dried each other off. Paige got dressed quickly—Becky would surely be coming home soon.

Michael was waiting near the front door for Paige. He pulled her in tight for a hot, sensual kiss, grabbing her young, sexy ass hard.

“Be a good girl, and don’t mention this to anyone,” said Michael, “and there’ll be no limit to how much pleasure I can give you. Your reward for having my child will be unlimited access to my cock, just like a good girl like you deserves.”

Paige whimpered hotly and nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Walking home, just narrowly avoiding the headlights of Becky's car, all she could think was how lucky she was to be able to say that—to say “Yes, Sir” to someone—and mean it absolutely.
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Working Girl Wendy
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W
endy took a breath and stepped out of the bathroom.

Their dorm room was small—just a bathroom and a living space that included their two beds. They had a corner room with two windows, and two small desks underneath each window.

Her gorgeous young roommate, Silvia, was in the dorm room already, sitting down on her bed with her laptop place on her perfectly tanned legs. Their beds were adjacent to one another in the other corner, and at night, Wendy could hear Silvia's softly contented moans whenever she decided to pleasure herself.

Even working as a prostitute, Silvia just couldn't get enough orgasms. She was completely sex crazy. Wendy felt that rather worked to her own advantage, given what she had in mind.

“Hey babe,” said Silvia. “What's...”

Her voice drifted off, eyes widening as she saw what Wendy was wearing. Or more accurately, what Wendy wasn't
 wearing.

Covering Wendy's red-hot body was red-hot lingerie. Fishnet stockings on her legs. Toweringly high platform heels, sparkling and jeweled. A tiny red bra supporting her buoyant, amazing breasts. Tiny g-string panties stretching over her tight ass, her perfect snatch.

“That's um...” Silvia took a breath. “Wow. You have a date tonight?”

Wendy shrugged, sliding forward onto Silvia's bed. “Not yet. I'd like one, though.”

Silvia raised a flirtatious eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Anybody in mind?”

Without any subtlety, Wendy slipped her breasts onto Silvia's leg 
and slid slowly upward. Her perfect, 36D cleavage easily encapsulated the sexy blonde's perfectly slender calf.

“Oh...” Silvia moaned softly. “Oh my.”

“I really, really want to come and work with you tonight, Silvia. Won't you let me?”

For weeks now, Wendy had been dropping hints about how interesting she found Silvia's work. Silvia boasted regularly how she made enough to pay off her tuition and room and board in less than two nights of work when she started up her craft at the start of the semester. Everything else since then had just been gravy.

But even so, Silvia had obstinately refused to let Wendy join her.

“You don't want to get started up in this work,” she told her again and again. “It's just not for some girls.”

Wendy, of course, knew that she wasn't 'some girl.' She was the
 girl—and she could do anything she wanted. She was certainly hot enough.

Silvia had, in the past, dropped hints that she wouldn’t mind working with Wendy—but always behind these hints were vague warnings about the man she worked for, Tony. Wendy of course wasn’t scared of any man, not even a pimp—she knew that her beauty could charm anyone.

Now, with Wendy crawling up Silvia's body, rubbing and moaning, sliding her rich mass of hair along the tender blonde's belly—Silvia's will seemed to be crumbling.

“Hey...that's not...not f-faiiir...” Her voice became high and breathy. “God, you're so
 pretty, Wendy, b-but Tony says...”

Always with what Tony
 says. Wendy shook her head. She didn't care about Tony—no matter how many times Silvia said how much she loved him and only wanted to do what he said.

“Come on, Silvia. You know you want me to work with you.”

Wendy slid her hand up on her best friend’s leg, just above the knee. Her grip was light but insistent, fingertips slowly moving higher on the smooth surface of the dazzling blonde’s leg. Silvia—even as a professional—looked rather flustered.

“Wendy...” Silvia bit her lip, looking away. “I-it’s not that simple. Even if I wanted
 to let you work with me, we still have to clear it with Tony, and he’s n-not...n-not...”

“Not what? Not a guy I can reason with?” Wendy smiled and tossed back her lustrous brown hair. “Such a man doesn’t exist babe.”

The two young beauties were sequestered away in their large college dorm room, completely alone. It was the middle of the afternoon, and all of Wendy’s classes were over. Not that it mattered—she didn’t end up going to class that much. Why bother, when it was so easy to have nerds take notes and tests for her? Most of her days in college were spent shopping on other men’s dimes, or vainly admiring her reflection in one of the many mirrors in her dorm room, or plotting a seduction of yet another easily-conquered male.

Wendy loved to seduce others. It was simple for her—with her angel face, her smoldering dark eyes, her gorgeous mane of chestnut brown hair, and her perfectly proportioned hourglass body. She knew just how to twist words around, to manipulate space, to coo and moan to make others see that she was really right most of the time.

Take, for example, just the fact that Silvia was her roommate. When she had started in college, her roommate had been some cave-dweller; a hulking softball player who barely knew what conditioner was. That simply wouldn’t do for Wendy. She needed someone who understood class and elegance. She needed someone who understood society—who understood that girls really ruled things, so long as they were gorgeous and lovely and made men do anything they wanted with a smile and a suggestion.

When Wendy first met Silvia, it had been in a library. Wendy had been there, trying to track down some nerd to take care of her advanced calculus take-home test for her.

Instead, Wendy caught the beautiful blond Silvia jerking off a young football stud in one of the small study cubicles. She almost hadn’t caught it—the way Silvia arranged herself, it was possible to see what she was doing only from one particular angle.

“That’s it, baby,” Silvia moaned into his ear. “You like that? Is that good?”

He seemed thoroughly in love, just staring helplessly at Silvia with admiration in his eyes. In short order, Wendy, spying from behind a pillar, watched him convulse and cum. Silvia licked her 
hand clean and strutted off.

Wendy caught her afterward—counting a stack of twenties.

“Oh my god,” she said, eyes wide. “Did you just paid to jerk him off?”

Silvia put a hand on her hip, clearly expecting Wendy to judge. “So what if I did?”

“That’s just, so completely totally great,” Wendy gushed.

They made quick friends, and within a week they had petitioned for their new dorm room—which they received, of course. The poor boarding counselor barely knew what to do with himself when the two mini-skirted beauties arrived in his office.

Now, two months later, Wendy had essentially used up all the avenues for cash that a gorgeous girl like her could find without whoring herself out.

And, honestly? It just wasn’t enough cash for her.

So, all that she saw left open was to join up with Silvia’s business.

Now, sliding over Silvia's body, trailing her face against the lovely blonde's neck and inhaling deeply, Wendy knew that she was winning. Silvia's body—tense and trembling—was practically bursting with lust from the sight of Wendy's hot lingerie clad body so very warm and so very close.

Wendy needed that money. She really, really needed to get away to Europe. She was a beautiful college girl! How would she operate without going off to Europe to have lots of fun with strange men and stranger circumstances? It just didn’t make any sense at all for her to be stuck in the states that whole time.

She supposed that she could
 convince enough of her boyfriends to bankroll her visit, but then they might hear about it and get all hurt when she didn’t take them, or maybe they’d demand exclusivity for such a sum that she required—Wendy, after all, would only
 be staying in five-star hotels.

She was a fucking goddess, and goddesses like her deserved to be pampered at every possible interval. Silk robes, bouquets of flower at ever hour, mad passionate love with foreign-language-spouting studs who only knew enough English to call her gorgeous, champagne, new jewelry—she deserved all of that and more.

In the dorm room, Wendy’s lips hovered just above Silvia’s, soft 
moans between them echoing in the small space.

“Come on, baby. You can split all that money with me...I know you can.”

“I...I just...” Silvia’s voice wavered, lips trembling. “God, you’re so
 pretty...”

“I know I am, sweetie. So why don’t you let me come with you tonight? You don't need to tell Tony. We can just...keep him out of this one.”

The man Silvia had described for her date tonight, Jackson, sounded like an easy mark. Wendy had little doubt that she could seduce him quickly and efficiently. Soon, he would know that he didn’t need to pay Silvia and
 Wendy. Just the gorgeous brown-haired siren was more than enough for him—more than enough for any man, as a matter of fact.

Silvia had plenty of clients, after all. She operated like a happy little faerie, taking away bits of cash for bits of pleasure.

Meanwhile, Wendy thought of herself more as a succubus, draining men dry and overloading them with pleasure in the meantime. She was so hot, after all, that mere smiles and suggestions meant more coming from her than blowjobs from lesser girls. She knew that just one wink from her brilliant eyes meant a man might have enough jerking-off material for years of his life.

Every man that she had ever slept with—just a handful—sent her at least a dozen emails every day, begging this way and that for her to return to their lives. Of course, she mocked them and derided them and had them send her ever more streams of gifts—not enough to live on, of course. Their obsession with her was so absolute that they could barely leave the house due to jerking off to the memories of her body on theirs.

Mewing on the bed, Silvia resisted even still. Soon, Wendy knew, Silvia would be one more obsessed little puppet. That was quite all right with her. She had never had a girl in love with her before—or at least, not one that she had actually fucked. She was sure that many of the stares she got from women weren't completely out of jealousy of her goddess-ness.

Smiling, Wendy slipped her fingers down into Silvia's panties and pressed hard down on her clit.

“Oh my god!” Silvia screamed suddenly. “Ohhh god, that's my clit!”

Wendy nodded happily, and continued the hot, sexy little rotation she had started. Silvia squirmed underneath her.

“Please,” the blonde begged. “Please kiss me now? Please kiss me right now
.”

Wendy obliged her, their mouths meeting in a sexy, tongue-filled dance. Wendy's pert pink tongue slipped through Silvia's lips just as her fingers slipped up inside of Silvia's other set of pink lips. The gorgeous blonde moaned heavily into Wendy's mouth. Her body bucked underneath Wendy, who only fingered her harder. Wendy's educated thumb stayed right on top of Silvia's clit, continuing the hot rotation as her fingers pushed in and out, in and out.

Distantly, the thought occurred to Wendy that the two of them could have charged big, big money just for someone to watch such a display. Perhaps that was what they would do later tonight—for Wendy was already convinced of Silvia's answer.

As if reading the brunette's mind, moaning and pawing at Wendy’s heavy, sensational breasts, Silvia finally acquiesced. She came as she gave in, nodding, her body shaking with pleasure.

“Yes,” she squeaked out, cumming hard. “Yes, yes yes!”

As Silvia calmed, Wendy slid her fingers out of the blonde's pussy and licked them dry. Then she stroked her roommate's face.

“You’ll let me see him?”

“Yes,” Silvia nodded eagerly. “You're definitely
 going to see him!”
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THEY ARRIVED AT THE
 apartment two hours later. Wendy had her sexiest outfit on on top of her lingerie.

A tight black dress clung to her behind. A short beaver fur jacket over her torso, displaying her incredibly buoyant breasts beneath her dress. Tight, thigh-high red boots decorated her legs. She was on display—and she knew it, and she loved it. She loved that she was the only kind of girl who could get away with such an obviously attention-grabbing outfit and still make it look classy and elegant. Her beauty was everything to her—and for whomever she was with, 
it was everything to them as well.

“You’re paying for this,” the outfit said, “But we both know you’d pay me just to look at me.”

They stopped at an expensive apartment complex on the nice side of town. Wendy was impressed—she had expected maybe some rundown house, the wife whisked away on a business trip for the night, something like that. But this was a place for trendy young single people. Every car she saw in the parking lot looked like it cost well over a hundred thousand dollars. 

Silvia, like Wendy, was dressed to kill. The leggy blonde wore a tight yellow dress that showcased the stark tininess of her torso compared to her wide hips and sexy bust. Her leather jacket was brief and existed largely only for decoration.

Strangely, Silvia had not said much since their encounter earlier in the day. Usually, by this point after sexual contact, Wendy was courting marriage proposals and offers to buy her every desire. Silvia, though, remained quiet.

The pleasure had simply overwhelmed her, that was all. Wendy was certain. It wasn't unheard of in front of a beauty like herself.

The two strutted inside the apartment complex and rode the elevator up the eleventh floor. The hallways had impressive pillars and ornate light fixtures in the shape of nymphs and dryads and satyrs and the like chasing each other.

Oddly, Silvia didn't even knock to get inside the apartment. Rather, she just opened the door—not even using a key.

Wendy supposed, for a moment, that she had simply called ahead.

“We're here, Sir,” Silvia called out meekly.

That was...odd. Wendy followed her in.

Inside the apartment, sitting on a high-back chair, was a tall, dark-haired man. He was completely naked, his ripped body was overloaded with muscles.

It was the scar on his face that let Wendy recognize him. This wasn’t Jackson, the easy mark Silvia had mentioned.

No, this was Tony. This was Silvia’s pimp. She had described him several times to Wendy...often touching herself inappropriately. Silvia seemed to really, really love him, even though he pimped her 
out to anybody he could find.

He stood up. His hulking mass made the large apartment seem small.

God, he was enormous.

God, his cock
 was enormous, hanging down like a third leg.

Wendy felt her knees suddenly go weak. Steeling herself, she let her rage work through her body. Silvia had lied to her!

“Good evening, pet,” he said to Silvia. “Why don’t you come and give me a kiss, like a good girl?”

Silvia eagerly obeyed. Wendy watched with dropped jaw as Silvia strutted forward and then dropped to her knees, crawling forward until she wrapped around Tony’s leg. Leaning in, she kissed his naked crotch, burying her face in his bristly pubic hair.

Tony, smiling, led her up with a single digit under her chin, Silvia coiled around his body the whole way.

Wendy tossed her hair back and glowered at Silvia. “What the fuck is going on?”

“I’m sorry, Wendy.” She didn't sound very sorry, lovingly staring up at Tony. “I had to tell him.”

“No, you fucking didn’t
 have to tell your pimp about our deal, you bitch!”

“You don’t understand.” Silvia kissed his pec muscles. “He’s not...he’s not my pimp, really. He’s more like my boyfriend...or, I guess sort of like my owner. And I want him to be your owner too.”

“Yeah, baby,” said Tony, slapping Silvia's ass. “We’ll have a great time together.”

“I’m not here for a great time,” said Wendy. “I’m here for cash.”

Tony shook his head. “Shit, girl. You’re gonna have to learn to check that attitude.”

“Fuck this,” Wendy turned away. “I’m out of here. You can’t keep me here.”

Tony rushed forward, leaving Silvia behind, and slapped the door closed. His hand, enormous, held firm even as Wendy tugged at the knob.

“Sure I can.”

With a snap of his fingers and a point downward, suddenly Silvia was on her knees below him, quickly crossing the apartment space. 
Obediently, she began to slowly and lovingly stroke his naked cock while he examined Wendy. Silvia paid no mind to the panic beginning to form on Wendy's face—obsessed, clearly, with Tony's huge cock.

Wendy, for one, couldn’t believe the shamelessness of her friend. It was like the only thing she cared about in the world was happily obeying Tony’s will. That her friend saw her adoring his meat didn’t seem to bother Silvia in the slightest. It seemed, in fact, to excite her a bit, judging from the ecstatic glint that Silvia's big eyes had garnered.

Wendy put as steely an edge as she could in her voice. “Let me go.”

Tony just laughed. “Ooooweee. The girl’s got some spirit, huh? We can get rid
 of that. We surely can.”

This was scaring Wendy now. Get...get rid
 of her spirit? Was there something he planned to do to her—something like what he had done to Silvia?

She swallowed deep and composed herself after a moment. “Just...j-just what is it that you want?”

“Straight to business, huh? I can respect that. Well, the long and short of it is that we fuck,” he said. “And after that, you work for me how I want. You’re a pretty girl. I can use you.” He stroked her face, obviously enjoying himself. Silvia was enjoying herself as well. “Real pretty. Hell yeah, you could be my best girl. I think you could out-earn Silvia.”

Beneath them, between them, Silvia moaned with a sloppy mouth full of cock—as if the prospect of being outdone excited her.

“You can’t just do
 this,” she protested. “You can’t just keep
 me here against my will.”

“Against your will?” he laughed. “You came here to get paid. Girl, I’ll pay you.”

Dislodging himself from Silvia’s moaning ministrations, he walked over to the cabinet on the nearby wall and pulled out a thick wad of bills.

“I’ll pay you as much as you want. You’re a fine piece of ass. Don’t tell me I’m keeping you here, shit. I ain’t keeping nobody nowheres.”

“And if I just want to leave?”

“Go on and leave then.”

He pointed at the door.

“But,” he said, waving the cash, “I got an offer for you.”

Silvia had followed Tony by this point, reattaching herself to his cock. Soft slurping sounds filled the apartment. Tony tolerated it like you would the attentions of an eager dog or cat.

Wendy crossed her arms haughtily. “What’s that?”

“You’re here to make some cash, right? Well, I like how you look. So I’ll tell you what. You prove that you know how to suck a cock, and I’ll give you some work. How’s that?”

“I wanted to make cash tonight.
”

“Damn, girl. Fine.” He pulled out several hundred dollar bills. “How’s that feel you?”

She took a moment to count the bills, doing a little mental arithmetic. Then, she tossed back her hair elaborately. “Fine.”

With little ceremony, she pushed Silvia aside. The sound of the blonde's lips popping off reverberated off the empty walls of the large apartment.

Wendy took a moment and tried to kneel down elegantly—Tony would have none of it, though. He pushed her down hard, her knees slamming to the ground. She glared up at him, face fuming with anger.

He slapped Wendy’s haughty face with his cock. “You’re gonna suck me now, good girl. You’re gonna suck me dry.”

It was a frightening proposition—given the size and girth of his cock—and also, even though she hated to admit it, an invigorating command for the exact same reasons. It was such a thick, hot rod of man
. She couldn't even say, in her wildest fantasies, that she had even dreamt
 of a cock as impressive as the one Tony boasted.

Cautiously, she slid her lips over the head—warm, fleshy.


Yummy
, came the thought, unbidden. She tried to force it down...to no avail.

It really was yummy. She slurped down more and more, realizing that at most, she could only get about half the shaft.

Tony didn't seem to give a fuck what she thought
 she could do.

“I said you're gonna suck me,” he said sternly, gripping her hair with both hands. “That means sucking all
 of me, girl.”

With that, he thrust his cock down her throat, hard, bypassing all of Wendy's natural inclinations. His mammoth, veiny member down her throat instantly caused her to to gag and then swallow—and she noticed that he moaned throatily when she swallowed, her body vacuuming down on his impressive cock.

For whatever reason, very quickly, her gag reflex simply disappeared.

His cock wasn't the only thing getting harder and harder. Also getting harder was the ability to deny that she really was made to fuck enormously-gifted men like Tony. The way he just thrust down her throat, the way she deepthroated him so effortlessly, the way he could facefuck her gorgeousness with such ease—it was all so fucking exciting. She felt guilty, swallowing on more and more of his shaft, as she felt herself getting progressively wetter.

“Yeah, girl,” he grunted. “You are fucking hot as hell. You're gonna make me cum right inside your hot-ass body, baby.”

True to his word, she felt his balls tensing upward, his body vibrating—all the telltale signs of a future orgasm. Her plan had been to disengage herself from the shaft—but Tony held her firm, his cock deep down her throat.

Fine, then. She had paid her way. She may as well stick around for the whole ride.

Thrusting harder down her slick, wet throat, he came. His cum down her throat was warm and salty.

It was...it was the most delicious thing she had ever had inside of her. She could have eaten nothing but his cum for weeks. She slurped down every bit of it that she could, and when he pulled out of her, her tongue followed his shaft, gobbling down any droplet of cum she saw. It was a mystery to her—how badly she needed to taste more of him.

He smiled down at her heavily-breathing body smugly—no mysteries for him.

“You like that, girl? I know pretty girls, they like my cum.”

“It was all right. I've had better,” she lied, holding herself and standing up. “But I’d like to wash myself now.”

With that, she fled into the bathroom, and tried to calm herself down.
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“OH GOD! OH GOD, TONY
! It’s so fucking good! It’s so fucking good!”

Silvia was crying with pleasure on Tony's bed as her owner thrusted inside of her, apparently trying to wake up the entire city block. Wendy had just started to step out of the bathroom after trying to recover from the brutal fucking her mouth had received—and, much to her chagrin, trying to resist the urge to finger her slippery wet pussy. The thick, hot warmth of Tony's seed sat low in her stomach, feeling just perfect. Now, watching Silvia and Tony's hot lovemaking, she stopped on her way out of the bathroom, hiding behind the door just a bit.

Wendy would have suspected that Silvia's exhultations were some kind of show, of course, put on to make Wendy want to get fucked as well (and she would have been hard-pressed to say it wasn’t working). But, Silvia’s performance seemed completely genuine.

“Oh god, Tony!” she cried, thrashing on the silk sheets of the bed. “Right there! Right there! Oh god! Oh god
! You're
 my god! Oh baby, oh love!”

Silvia's orgasm was obvious, her lithe blond body lighting up a distinct red flush. She bit hard into Tony's shoulder, who seemed to hardly notice. It was easy to see how he could just ignore a bliss-soaked woman biting him, there was so much muscle-mass in his arms.

“Oh god, Tony...you must have done it this time. I just feel
 pregnant, you know?”

Wendy's eyes grew wide at that revelation—she hadn't known Silvia wanted Tony's babies!

After Silvia seemed to power down, snuggling up against Tony’s enormous mass in the bed, Wendy finally stepped all the way out of the bathroom.

“Hold on there, girl.”

Tony stood up off the bed, sending out hot spurts of cum onto Silvia, looking over at Wendy. His cock was still
 hard...and still shooting cum.

Holy shit, thought Wendy. How in the hell was his cock still hard after cumming down her throat and
 
filling up Silvia? He was a machine.

A machine that wanted
 her. Hot flutters of deserved pride filled her chest.

“I got another offer for you,” said Tony.

Somehow, Wendy already knew what it was. Even so, she asked, “What’s that?”

“You let me fuck you, and if you don’t cum—and baby, I’ll know if you’re cumming or not—then I’ll pay you double whatever Silvia said what you would earn tonight.”

Double? That, plus what he gave her for the blowjob, would land her more than halfway toward her goal for the Europe trip.

“I tell you what,” he said snidely, slapping her ass again. “You fuck me good enough, I won’t even have work you on other fellas. I’ll just keep you to myself. How’s that? One cock for all your monetary needs, baby. That’s a good deal.”

She would have liked to have said that she needed lots of convincing. But just the opportunity of having Tony inside of her again got her wet.

“F-fine,” Wendy said. “Fine, okay. Let’s do it.”

With no warning, he grabbed her and threw her down on the bed—she landed on top of Silvia’s back, who, lost in bliss, didn’t seem to care or notice. Wendy squirmed a bit, uncomfortable, but Tony's strong hands pinned her down. His thick hands ripped her panties and her clothes off in very short time. Wendy wondered just for a moment how she was going to get home—and then saw his big cock arrive in front of her pussy.

For a moment, she saw his enormously meaty cockhead, floating in between her legs like some mystic totem of fucking. It seemed unreal in its hugeness, still, even after Wendy had already had it inside her.

“I don't use protection, girl. I'm gonna fuck you pregnant.”

She moaned in response—that hadn't been part of the plan! But she didn't know if she cared anymore.

Wendy—just from looking at the big, fat, unprotected cock—was completely wet. She realized, even before he entered her, that she did not in any actuality stand a chance. He was going to make her 
cum, hard. He was going to fuck her without a condom on. And she was going to love every second of it.

Then, suddenly, he was inside of her. Wendy's world exploded with pleasure. His long, massive girth pushed past her tight folds, forcing her walls to hug tight to his meat. Her orgasm—so sudden and so completely amazing—became the new dominant force of her entire reality. With one stroke, one stroke! He had completely changed her entire viewpoint on life, giving her an orgasm that felt like it had turned her brain into melted cheese.

She loved it. She was pretty certain she loved him. She knew for a fact she would do anything he said for the rest of her life. It was just that good.

“Ohhhh my god,” she moaned, tears forming in her eyes. It all felt so perfect. “Oohhh my god!”


God.
 That was the perfect word for Tony. She might as well just surrender to the idea of it.

He grinned at her, smug and arrogant. He knew what he was doing to her. He had known the whole time this is what would happen—and he hadn't even started thrusting regularly yet. He let his thumb slide over her perfect lips, pushing in just slightly. She sucked on his digit hungrily, wanton. She didn't care about pretending anymore. From now on, she would do anything Tony said.

No one else alive could fill
 her like he did.

Then, he started to thrust—and Wendy knew that no one else alive could fuck
 her like he did. His crotch pistoned into her in perfect time with her own gyrating motions, her amazing abs pushing back with every stroke that he gave.

The fucking he provided was absolute. Wendy couldn’t even believe it was happening to her. The pleasure was so overwhelming that she felt like she was a witness to her own body—a religious experience.

“You belong to me, slut,” he grunted in her ear.

She nodded helplessly, her eyes so wide. Tears of hot, happy pleasure streaked down her face.

He shook her, her head banging against Silvia's hot muscled back.

“You say it now,” he commanded. “You belong to me.”

“I belong to you!”

He pumped into her harder and then surprised her by slapping her beautiful face. “Your cunt belongs to me.”

The slap was new to her—but somehow felt soooo very good. She liked
 it. It was painful—but more like a sharp reprimand than anything else. A reminder of her new place.

“B-belongs to you,” she moaned. “M-my cunt belong
s to you.”

He slapped her face again. The fleshy smack bounced off the walls.

“Thank you,” she moaned happily. God, it felt so right
 to be slapped by his hand, to know that she deserved that kind of attention—and it felt even more
 right to thank him for it. It was symbolic—that he knew she could stand up to his abuse, that he knew she could handle anything he threw at her.

“You fucking beg for it, you haughty bitch. You beg for my cum.”

“I'm begging
 you,” she moaned. “Please, Tony. Please, baby, please cum in me! Please, Tony, baby, I need it! Please!”

His reserves of strengths seemed to fade away, looking at this gorgeous creature that he owned so completely. After a few more forceful thrusts, he gripped her tits hard, pushing them together and roaring loudly as his potent, impregnating cum filled up her pussy.

Wendy's own orgasm matched his, unable to stop herself once she saw all the pleasure she was giving him. Oh god, to know that she had given this musclebound hunk such pleasure! To know that she was good enough to provide him with that! It was ecstasy, pure and simple. Her orgasm rang in her ears as she shouted and screamed out Tony's name, just as Silvia had been.

Her brain seemed to turn off for several minutes. Tony repositioned her so that he was on one side of his body, and Silvia on the other. When she could finally move again, she and Silvia slipped on either side of Tony, moaning and cooing appreciatively in his ears about what a stud he was.

“You are both going to be fantastic little earners for me,” he said. “If I can find it in myself to loan you out at all.”

Wendy really, really hoped he could. There was no better way to show her love for her new man than to fuck someone to earn money for him. She had to prove how worthy she was of his cock, of his attention. She had to make him know she could be his best
 working girl.
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T

here’s something you need to come look at.

Sandra sighed, shoving her phone away. She didn’t want to deal with whatever her soon-to-be ex-husband thought was important. Most of the time he was a buffoon, and when he wasn’t trying to convince her to fuck him again, he was throwing out passive-aggressive arguments about why it was her
 fault that their marriage had dissolved.

She stood up, walking to the other end of her small office, wishing there was anyone else there that day to talk to about her problems. There was a stress ball in her hand and she squeezed it, not quite feeling the promised effects of relief. It had done wonders for toning her forearms, though.

Sliding her fingers over a stack of lab results, she nodded her head down against the wall, banging it there softly in frustration. It was the middle of the weekend—Saturday afternoon—and she was stuck at the Bloomington Heights Center for Disease Control with the one man she wanted absolutely nothing to do with.

Sandra, an experienced epidemiologist, and Warren, a virologist, were the only two employees on-site and available at the CDC complex that day. Government cutbacks meant that everything
 was cut back, and that meant that at the one place where you would expect the government to be working the most—to prevent contagious diseases from utterly destroying its population—there were the least amount of people. It was Sandra Peters and Warren Martin and that was it. No cleaning staff, nobody working in the security office, nothing. Security was operated through a private firm a few miles down the road; they observed everything remotely.


Seriously
, her phone dinged again. This is insane. You need to come here right now. No bullshit. The world is going crazy
.

She picked her phone up now, raising an eyebrow. What was he talking about now?


Scout’s honor, Sandra. There’s something happening. I think you need to shut down the compound
.

Now her heart started beating. Sandra was the senior scientist over Warren at the facility; she had the access codes for all the facility’s really important functions. Her role had only recently been upped to the administrative, especially on days like this when staff was low.


You’re being serious
? She asked. If I shut us down and it’s bullshit, it’s your pay that I’m going to dock
.


Do it. I’m serious. Turn on the news if you don’t believe me.
 And then, after a moment: Please come to the cafeteria. That’s where I’m seeing this. It’s on every 
station.


Warren hardly ever said “Please,” and especially not in the past six months of dissolution, ever since she’d made one
 mistake...

Ten minutes later, she entered the cafeteria, having walked through the labyrinthine corridors of the complex. It was built to be maze-like in case there was ever any contagious agent exposed to the air or any employee; the harder it was to get in and out, the better. She had started the shutdown protocols for the Center by remote, using the connection with her tablet to lock all windows and doors, and vacuum-lock all the entrances. Nothing would get in or out without her say-so.

She found Warren standing in the middle of the cafeteria, staring at four different television sets all set up before him. Two were on the ceiling, angled down—they had always been there, set up for workers to watch the news or sports during meals—and two others had been carted in from other rooms. Each showed a different news station. He was a little taller than average height, balding around the crown of his head, with his gut just a little too thick for a man of his relatively young age.

He was thirty-four; Sandra was thirty-eight. She’d always suspected that her age had something to do with how surprised and angry he’d been when he found out what she had done, sleeping with another man.

How could an older woman do that to him
? He’d always been sort of egotistical; most of the time, she had enjoyed it, in fact. She had liked a man who knew there was something 
to like about himself—who wanted to be with some self-deprecating schlub all the time?

She herself wasn’t exactly a prize, though she didn’t think she had anything to be ashamed of, either. Her hair was dark and cropped close around her skull; she never really thought to invest in a quality hair stylist. She was skinny, almost painfully so. Often, Sandra lost herself in her work and so she forgot to eat for days at a time outside of the small pieces of toast that she had for breakfast in the morning, rushing out of the house with a two-minute shower and only a cursory application of make-up. Luckily she had strong feminine features, pretty enough on her own merits that she was never questioned for not “applying herself” further in pursuits of attracting men; but Sandra was well-aware that she only “got away” with this because of her genetics.

Other women wouldn’t be as lucky as her in that respect.

“What is it?” she asked him. “Why did we just cost the government sixty-eight thousand dollars?”

Shutting down the lab was expensive—the clearing of the air, powering on of the emergency generator, closing off all exits and entrances, and readying of emergency communications all cost money. Sandra was relatively new to her role as administrator, but these expenses had been the first things imposed on her when she got the job.

“Look,” he said, pointing to the television sets. “It’s...it’s something insane.”

She looked at the various news stations. “The Event” they were calling it. The sky had opened up—everywhere. A 
great pink gap in the sky, spilling out into their atmosphere, pouring more pink into the sky and beyond.

“Pink?” said Sandra. “That’s it? We’re shut down because...the sky is pink? I mean, Warren, it’s weird, but don’t you think that it’s a little premature to—”

“No, look. People are changing. Transforming. Women are...women are changing. Becoming obsessed with sex.”

It took her a minute to process all the different voices coming in at once from the different televisions. She had to try and focus—there, a woman’s voice...

“The changes take place over a short period of time. Both sexes seem to share some symptoms. They notice smells in the air and begin to sweat profusely.” The woman speaking was a spectacularly beautiful redhead, making long, mooning eyes at the male anchor next to her. She inhaled deeply, licking her lips. “Women in particular become fixated with big, happy, yum yum cocks that they need to serve with all their might. Good girls get preggo right away, their big titties getting even bigger. Fat melts off, wow! Hair gets longer and sexier, the decoration that a man deserves. Skin is shinier, legs are longer, and all thoughts are erased except for serving cock cock cocky cocky cock cock cock. Fuck.” The female anchor licked her lips again. They were growing puffier by the moment. “So much...so much cock
 needs serving...”

“That’s right, June,” said the male anchor, obviously turned on at what he was seeing. “And men change also. Becoming stronger. Larger. More possessive of their sexual partners. Their intelligence re-focused entirely on breeding 
and fighting other males for the right to breed. In fact, they...they...”

Sandra continued to watch, the female anchor sweating profusely, looking with heavy, hot eyes at her male co-anchor. He continued to stutter over the news, letting the paper in his hands fall to one side. Then, the female anchor, June, began tearing at her clothes. Her tits, swelling and thickening on camera, bounced gleefully forward, her body covered with a thick, hot sheen of sweat, everything about her wet and available.

“C-cock!” she moaned. “Give me your cock!”

She lunged down beneath the male co-anchor, who, alarmed but not surprised, simply let her attach her mouth to his exposed crotch. In seconds, she had ripped his pants away and was sucking him off, his bulbous cockhead pushing hard into her mouth and throat. The camera followed them, strangely, capturing the entire scene.

Then, as Sandra watched, the cameraman himself stepped out into the frame and ripped his pants off, shoving his cock into June’s open, ready behind. She cried out in orgasm and the anchorman stood up, pushing the camera man off.

“My cunt!” he growled, punching the cameraman in the face.

The two scrambled and fought, trading blow after blow—both looking like they absolutely wanted to murder the other.

Then there was a snapping, a crackling, and the entire screen popped and went blue.

“I’ve seen that same thing now four times,” said Warren, gulping. “More or less. Transformations. Fighting. I kept having to find new channels. I think...I think it’s something in the air, Sandra. I think we’re really fucked.”

Sandra had never been so scared in her entire life. The look
 in that anchorwoman’s eyes—she had needed
 that cock. Needed it like an animal needed a kill, or like a starving woman needed food.

Her hand found Warren’s, gripping it tight. The two of them stood in the cafeteria, all alone, and witnessed the end of the world as they knew it.
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I
t was only by chance that he looked at the security feed. For the first few hours of The Event, Warren and Sandra had been too stunned to do anything except sit and watch, holding one another, momentarily forgetting about all the problems that had led them to that time.

He walked around the hallways, trying to clear his mind and loosely making a run for his office, where he had a small flask of whiskey available to him. He thought, shit, maybe he and Sandra would have a few sips and do something stupid like reconcile. It wasn’t like they had anything better
 to do. Why not see if they could get the most out of their supposed marriage?

They had been married for just a little over four years and it taken just two of them for Warren to know it wasn’t going to work. Their initial romance had been heavy and wild, both of them shocked that they were compatible with someone easily as smart as the other.

That had always been their problem, individually, thinking that they couldn’t be with someone who was dumber than they, but practically everyone
 was. It wasn’t like there was a wealth of idiot scientists running around; 
and it wasn’t either like there was some wealth of single geniuses in their area.

But then, after that initial romance had come the moving in, and then the bills to pay, the responsibilities around the house, the inability to compromise or communicate, the in-fighting and the nagging and the passive aggressiveness...and then, well after it was all dead, she had slept with someone else.

In truth, he was a little relieved she had; it gave him the opportunity to act on what he had known for ages—that they needed a divorce to settle their lives apart. But even that much relief didn’t quite save him from the pain he had felt from her actions; even if it was an expected betrayal, even if it was a welcome
 betrayal in some ways, it was still a betrayal. 

And betrayal hurt.

Near his office was the security room. On a lark, he opened the door to inside the monitor-filled room; maybe there would be some good news in there. Guns they could use, perhaps. Some kind of radio, maybe. Inside, the first thing he saw was an entire wall full of screens sitting above a desk. More than a dozen small screens, each with a different feed, showing a different angle of the outside of the complex.

And there was movement on them. He stopped in his cursory search, honing in on the screen where he saw it.

The security footage was clear. There was a girl outside trying to get in. East Entrance. His heart began to race; they had to do something.

Immediately, he called Sandra in, already halfway to 
suiting up in his clean suit when she arrived. The spare clean suit had been in his office in case of emergencies; he wore it or one like it nearly every day on the job. It was his duty to examine rapidly evolving viruses like the flu and warn citizens about the strains of them that could be found that year, so that then he could be summarily ignored by legions of morons who thought that the flu shot would give them the flu.

Sandra entered, saw the footage and then what Warren was doing, and shook her head.

“No,” said Sandra immediately, knowing right away what was on Warren’s mind. “No way. She stays out there.”

Frowning, zipping up the front of the suit, Warren flipped on the audio.

“Help!” the girl cried. “Please? Is there anyone out there? There’s something...something happening. And I...I feel so funny...”

“We have to help her,” said Warren.

His arms were crossed; he didn’t appear as though there was really any discussion to be had on the matter.

“Absolutely not,” said Adriana. “No. No way. We cannot
 break the containment seal.”

“I’ll wear a suit,” he said. “It’ll be fine. But we can’t just leave
 her there. It’s criminal.”

“Criminal? You’re worried about law? The entire fucking Congress is transformed! It’s a fucking orgy. You saw the news.”

Warren hesitated. He had. C-Span had been trying to document the vote to declare this a state of emergency. 
Instead, the congresswomen—all of them—ripped their clothes off, revealing bodies that appeared decades younger than they actually were, and smothered the speaking Representatives with heavy, urgent milk-leaking tits.

Things had quickly devolved from there. It was apparently quite hard to maintain video coverage when all the cameramen and women wanted to join in on the fucking themselves.

There was more movement on the security footage in front of them. The complex was located deep in the wilderness, surrounded by forest. Through the trees, a pair of women showed, followed by a tall, muscular man. The women were naked and wet, strutting effortlessly on tall, tall heels. The man’s cock—enormous and thick, like a third arm—was leaving a stream of precum behind him easily visible on the screen.

That was a lot
 of precum.

The girl at the entry could see the approaching trio, and started banging on the doors harder.

“Please,” the girl moaned. “Please...I need...need help
...so bad. Help me. Please. I’m a virgin. I’ve been...been saving myself for marriage. God wants me to be a virgin. Please...”

“I’m going,” said Warren.

In less than two minutes—even with Sandra yelling at him to stop—he was striding down to the entry way to meet the girl, fully dressed in his clean suit, seeing the world through a thick plastic visor and breathing through a government-issue air filter. The entrance had an airlock—they had to keep the air inside as clean from contamination 
as possible—and so there were two sets of doors to pass through before he could reach the girl outside. He passed through the first set of doors and used a panel beside them to depressurize them, allowing the exterior doors to be opened.

He knew this was stupid. Knew this was goddamn idiotic
. But humanity was going crazy. Actually fucking itself to extinction—or, if not extinction, then some kind of incredibly disturbing evolution
. Trying to save someone, even if it was downright stupid, was the only sane thing left available to him. There was no point in remaining a regular, uninfected human if he didn’t actually act in a humane way. If he didn’t try anything, he’d go just as crazy as the people outside. And then there wouldn’t be a difference, would there?

The security footage had been more grainy than clear; he hadn’t been able to make out many details of the girl. But now he could see that she was Asian and quite attractive. She was tall, wearing tiny jean shorts, her breasts straining against the thin white tee shirt she wore, her dark, thick hair descending down to her shoulders.

“Ma’am,” he said through the door. “I’m going to let you in here, okay? What’s your name?”

“Jenny,” she said. “Jenny Liang. Please, hurry! I need...I need help
 so bad
,” she moaned.

It sounded very much to him like what she was calling “help” was something else entirely. But he had to try. He couldn’t just leave her there.

“Listen, Jenny. I’m going to let you in, but you can’t touch me, okay? You have to stay away. We have to 
quarantine you until we know it’s safe. Is that all right with you?”

“Anything!” she breathed. Her cheeks were flushed and rosy. Warren noticed for the first time how attractive
 she was—not just her body, but her face, too. Cheekbones. Full lips. Jawline. She was a stunner. “Anything you say. You’re the man in charge. Please...just let me in. Help me.”

He opened the door for barely ten seconds. Immediately he noticed a shift in the air being filtered into his suit. There was...something. A scent? Some hint of something
. Cinnamon? Bubblegum? What was it?

Jenny rushed in and—completely ignoring his orders—hugged him close. It was a human reaction; she was scared. He couldn’t blame her. Warren shut the door and hugged her back, unable to stop himself. She was so grateful. When was the last time he had touched a grateful woman? Certainly Sandra wasn’t that.

“You’re okay, right?” he asked.

She nodded, smiling brightly, her face full of gratitude. “I am now. Thanks to you.”

He smirked and shut the door behind her, and then began the process of decontamination through the airlock. But something was wrong. The screen was locked.

“I warned you, Warren.” Sandra’s voice came in over the intercom. “I told you not to go. But you didn’t want to listen. As usual.”

Gas started streaming into the airlocks. But it wasn’t the stuff they used to cleanse potential contamination. No, it was something else. Something he didn’t know about.

“Sandra?”

“I warned
 you,” she said. “And you didn’t want to listen. She tore your suit, Warren. She tore it right away.”

He looked down at himself, at the hole near his hip.

“Fuck. Jenny...”

He looked over at the girl, wondering if she would look guilty or surprised. But she was already breathing the gas in the air deep, and had collapsed to the ground. Warren leaned over, hoping to help her, but then everything went dark.


[image: ]


HOUR 7

[image: ]



W
arren woke slowly, not sure where he was at first. The walls were white, the ceiling white, the floor white. He rolled up to his feet, head groggy and full of slow, syrupy thoughts. The last thing he remembered...falling. Hitting the ground.

Sandra. Sandra had gassed him and Jenny both.

Again, that sting of betrayal hit him. The hurt was less severe than perhaps the first time she had done it, but he was still surprised. He thought he could trust her.

In one corner, he saw Jenny wrapped in a ball, her beautiful young body closer than Warren would have liked. The entire room was about ten feet by ten feet. Jenny had obviously been exposed, hadn’t she? Her speech so breathy and erotic, her body so clearly made for fucking, busty and leggy and slick.

Or, not made—remade
. Re-designed.


Perfected
, he thought, staring at Jenny’s gracious curves, his cock twitching in his underwear.

All he wore now were his tight white briefs and an undershirt. They felt tight for some reason, like he’d left them in the wash for too long. He turned from one end of 
the room to the other, looking around. He wasn’t familiar with this place. It seemed to be a holding cell of some kind. Why the fuck would they have these at the CDC? Why hadn’t anyone told him about it? He could feel his anger growing, irrational.

Warren was even-tempered, cool-headed, never losing his head. For him to be losing his temper spoke to the extremity of the situation...or how the “situation” was working on him.

“How do you feel, Warren?”

Her voice came through the intercom; it was Sandra’s voice, but it was more like Dr. Peters’s voice. She didn’t carry the warmth she did when she spoke to him as a husband.

“Fuck you,” he said, banging the wall. “You put me in a fucking enclosure, Sandra.”

“You didn’t give me a choice.” Her voice came through the intercom. “I told you not to help her.”

“You could have at least kept my suit on.” Fear started to fill him, but it was dull and distant. Something was telling him that he didn’t need to be afraid of anything a woman did. “I might as well be naked in here with her.”

That thought was appealing. Jenny’s body was rapidly expanding beneath him—her legs had grown far beyond the constraints of the feet holes in her tiny denim shorts, making the piece of clothing look more like a denim bikini. Her hips, widening quickly, ripped at the stitching. Maybe, he postulated, it was being so close to a man that was making her change. What would happen, then, if she was even closer

?

If he touched her?

“The suit was ripped, remember?” Sandra’s voice distracted him from reaching toward Jenny. “It wouldn’t have helped. You’re already exposed.”

Warren looked down at the body of Jenny, motionless still outside of the strange transformations of her body. She was definitely affected by The Event. He couldn’t deny it any longer, if he ever had before.

Before, she had been short. Leggy, but short. Now her torso had been shortened and flattened, her legs even longer. Tits, fat and heavy, sat on her chest. Little stains were on her shirt where the nipples leaked milk.

Her hair was thick and dark, flowing down her back in a delicious-looking waterfall of black. He leaned down and sifted his hands through it. It was soft and silky. His cock twitched, getting harder as he touched her, pushing against the tight constraints of his white briefs. She moaned beneath his touch, clearly welcoming him even in her semi-conscious state.

“I don’t think it’s airborne,” said Sandra. “I think it’s something else entirely. I think...I think you’re doomed no matter what, Warren. I’m sorry.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to watch and observe. Maybe I’ll...learn something. Figure something out. How do you feel?”

His cock felt funny. Bigger in his briefs than it felt before. He continued to stroke Jenny’s thick, dark hair. He’d never touched a girl as pretty as her before; Sandra had been the 
third person he had slept with and she was by far the prettiest among them. But Jenny blew Sandra away. Young—barely twenty, if that. Maybe even eighteen. Her nose perfect. Her lips so puffy and soft, so wet...

“How do I feel?” he asked, repeating without paying attention.

His fingers ran against Jenny's hot mouth. On instinct, Jenny's lips coalesced around his thumb and she let out a slow, eager moan.

“You’re a scientist. You understand what’s at stake. If you tell me what’s happening in your head, maybe I can help narrow this down. I’m thinking it might be some parasite. All this mass shared hallucination—a pink portal opening in the sky? It’s madness. It must be something simpler
, something we can trace...”

He stopped paying attention. She was saying all that stupid goddamn science stuff. What the fuck did he care about that when he had a big, thick cock between his legs and a pretty girl underneath him? He took Jenny by the hair, raising her off the ground a little bit, and slapped her face lightly, trying to get her to wake.

After a moment, she obliged him, smiling as he continued to slap her lightly, toying with her.

She was property now. He would treat her like it.

Her eyes were bright and dark, staring at him with open desire. Their faces were mere inches away from each other, breath meshing and getting hotter. She smelled like bubblegum—his cock grew again, getting harder, the head popping out from the elastic band around his thin pants. 
Precum sprayed upward on to his belly, dripping down on Jenny’s legs. She rubbed it into her denim, fingers quickly toying with her shorts as she looked up at her new Man.

“Hello, Sir,” she cooed. She licked her lips. “May I have cock?”

She continued to slide herself out of her shorts and tiny panties, exposing the hairless, smooth, shining and wet surface of her hot pussy. It looked like it had been waxed and polished. He barely noticed the hair on her panties—an entire mound of it, quickly evaporating in the exposed air. His precum spurted again, landing on her bare thighs, and she moaned and spread it around on her skin.

He knew what cum and precum did to skin normally. When it landed and stuck around, was rubbed in, it made the skin around it dry, like an adhesive.

But when she rubbed it on her skin, the result was shinier, sexier, healthier-looking flesh. Wetter. Slicker. Her pussy juices slid down around the area where she rubbed it in and she groaned with pleasure.

“Cock?” she asked again. She slid up onto her knees, graceful and effortless. Her fingers pushed up against his thighs. Everything about her was soft and warm. “May I have cock? Need cock.”

His cock certainly was acting like it needed her. It was completely hard, spurting jet after jet of precum.

“Warren,” said Sandra. “Try to remember. Try to think. You’re...y-you’re a married man. A scientist. Back away from her. Remember who you are.”

Jenny’s hands pulled down his underwear as he stood 
up, the massive length of it springing outward, spraying hot precum up and down the wall around Jenny. She leaned up and extended a perfect pink tongue, licking the mess expertly with a long relishing moan.

But Sandra was right. His thoughts were clouded, fucked up, focused on fucking up
. But he was a scientist. A married man, for all that. Maybe he could...he could resist?

Jenny, on her knees, stared up at him with total adoration—the kind of perfect adoration he had never seen on the face of any woman, not even from Sandra on their wedding night.

“Listen,” he said to Jenny. Her face was attentive. “Let’s talk about this.”

“Talk?” she said, her face blank, not understanding, hands coming up again. “But...b-but cock...”

Fuck, he was so horny and she was so goddamn hot
.

And so willing, too. Fuck. His mind was so clouded, and he was so turned on...

Maybe if he just...just jerked off a little...

He backed up to the other side of the room, not sure where else to go. Fucking Sandra had locked him in here
 and now she wanted him to resist? Christ.

“Stay over there,” he said, pointing to the corner she had woken up in. “Don’t come over here. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, nodding sadly. “I’ll do anything
 you say.”

Well, that was easy. He couldn’t help but ask.

“Why?”

She shrugged, like he had asked a stupid question. 
“You’re my Man,” she said, as if that explained everything. She rubbed the spots on her thighs where his precum had landed. “I have to obey my Man.”

Jesus fuck, that was so hot. She would do anything he asked. Anything
.

In the corner, he closed his eyes, trying to imagine anything other than where he was. On a beach, maybe, sure. Women in bikinis walking around. Jenny would look fucking dynamite in a bikini, holy shit. She’d look insane...all that thick dark hair behind her. All that long span of legs. Those tits, goddamn jesus fuck shit...

His hand on his cock felt so good. He stroked himself just once, precum jetting forward, lubricating him instantly. He felt big
 in his hands; The Event had changed him for sure. He was much, much bigger than he used to be. At least two inches longer and another inch in thickness.

“Warren,” said Sandra. “You don’t...don’t need to...do that...”

Was that heat he detected in her voice? Fuck her anyway.

“Shut up,” he said. “Fuck.” His cock was so hard. He jerked himself more urgently.

All he needed to do was cum. Just cum a little bit, and then he could think clearly. Try to reason with Sandra. Try to get out of here.

He turned, still stroking himself, and saw that Jenny was watching him closely. She was fingering
 herself, watching him masturbate.

“Wh-what are you doing?” he huffed, unable to stop 
stroking.

She had stripped off her tiny white tee-shirt, in a milk-soaked puddle near the locked door. Now, she was totally naked, her thick tits leaking milk all down her toned torso.

“You’re so hot
,” she said, her eyes focusing intently on the stream of precum leaking down from his cock. “So fucking
 hot. I need
 to touch myself. Please may I? Please don’t tell me to stop.”

“No,” he said. “Keep...keep going...”

He watched her fingering her cunt and began to feel his cock take over. There was nothing he could do—his eyes were glued on Jenny’s hot, milk-covered body and he had to cum.

It exploded out of him, a firehose burst that was more powerful than anything he’d ever felt in his life. It should have given him a heart attack, should have vibrated his knees to jelly, but instead he just emptied out into the corner, watching Jenny gasping and twitching and cumming with him—his pleasure was now her pleasure.

He looked down at the load he had spilled out. Cups, it must have been. Cups of his cum. And yet...

And yet his cock was still completely fucking hard.

He was still hard. Why the fuck was he still hard? He’d just had the cum of his fucking life and his cock was still hard. He was turned on as hell and it wasn’t going to stop. Not unless he buried his manhood in some fucking hot cunt like he deserved.

And Jenny was right there.

Right there. Available. Willing. Needing
. He was a Man and she was his fucking girl

, so what the fuck was he doing?

“Sandra,” he said. “I don’t know if you’re watching, but I...I can’t stop.” He gulped. “I don’t want to...I don’t want to upset you, but I...I really have to have my cock sucked.”

“Yes!” Jenny cried. She wagged her tongue out, pushing forward to the middle of the floor on her knees, waiting, needing.

“Warren,” said Sandra. “Wait. Maybe...maybe if I just knock you out...”

“Then I’ll wake up and I’ll need it more than ever,” he said. “Shut up, woman. I need this.”

He approached Jenny in a flash, picking her up roughly and dropping her unceremoniously into the corner.

“This is what you did, Sandra,” he said. “This is your fault. You drove me to this.”

He slipped his cock into Jenny’s mouth, moaning hotly and letting her slurp down his thick rod. Her lips were so hot, so fucking wet
, so tight
. It was like her throat was his own personal cunt. What the fuck might her cunt
 feel like?

He pushed in and out of her willing, hot, virgin mouth. He knew
 she was a virgin. He could smell
 it on her. And yet she was sucking cock like a pro, using her tongue, slurping him expertly and moaning up and down every inch of his shaft.

Grabbing her hair at either end, he fucked her face even harder than before, really unleashing. It was like he was holding two big pigtails, her hair all bunched up. She was just barely eighteen. He could smell that too. Could smell her need
 for him. Could smell how she belonged
 to him, tasting spurt after spurt of his precum.

He had marked her. Made her his. No matter what, from now on, this fine Asian piece of ass would be entirely his property.

She was struggling beneath him. Eyes wide, face red, throat bulging with the mass of his cock. He could see that she couldn't take much more.

But that would change soon. He knew—knew
 somehow—that every load from now on would make her more evolved, more perfect for him, more utterly attuned to his needs and his needs alone.

Spasming, groaning, he emptied into her mouth and unleashed the full force of his orgasm down her throat. Spraying into her esophagus, her mouth, all over her lips and face. Pulling out, he bathed her in the cups of his cum, and she licked and suckled up as much as she could.

Warren sank down to the floor. His cock, bigger than ever, was still hard. It stood like a fountain on his crotch, a steady stream of precum and cum still coming out from it. He was fully changed now. There was no denying it anymore. Whatever was happening in the world, he was part of it.

He was changed.

Jenny mewed softly at his feet, her cum-stained face sliding over the head of his cock, her hot mouth so plush and wet. She was his personal cockwhore now; his perfect fucktoy slave, aching to do anything he told her to do.

Changed, huh? He could live with that.


[image: ]


HOUR 10

[image: ]



J
enny’s tits were lactating, and Warren had learned to suck on them. They sat in a corner on the floor, Jenny bouncing earnestly on Warren’s lap with her tight Asian cunt clenched around his cock, his face buried in her milk-producing mounds.  Sandra watched, trying to keep an emotional distance, taking notes with surgical precision.

The many cameras and sensors set up in the holding cell tracked everything—intricate tools tracking their vital signs, temperatures, radiation levels, and so on, delivered back to Sandra on her tablet and on the monitors of the room she sat in.

It was a cold, sterile room, buried within layer after layer of steel doors and unbreakable walls. She had barricaded herself in. From this control center, she could do anything she wanted in the Center—open and lock doors, alter security systems, turn on and off filtration. She was in complete control.

And she watched her husband fuck a barely legal, utterly fertile teenage goddess, doing her best to ignore the stiffness of her nipples.

As Warren slurped down Jenny’s milk, his cock buried in 
her hot teenage snatch, his changes magnified in scope. It was a whole series of inter-related changes, fascinating and horrific to watch. Jenny’s body magnified its changes once she was trapped in a room alone with Warren, her appearance rebuilding itself specifically to please her new Man. Bigger breasts, longer legs, hotter lips and brighter eyes.

Warren, in turn, was more turned on by these changes, needing to empty his seed in Jenny more often. His arousal seemed to trigger changes in him, too—making it harder for him to think logically (what was logical about fucking some big-titted Asian when his wife was right there watching?) and enhancing the size of his penis and his reproductive organs’ capacity for fluid production.

When this
 happened, Jenny’s body changed more
, taking in Warren’s seed and becoming even more
 enhanced—her tits milking on overdrive, her mouth almost always filled with soft, heated drool-based lubricant, her hair extending down past her ass in thick, yards-long locks of thick voluminous vibrancy, her eyes becoming bigger while her nose became smaller, and so on.

Now, with Warren drinking all that milk, his exterior appearance was changing heavily. He had been pudgy before, average and overweight. Now, he was becoming...well...massive
 was the only word for it. First, his body appeared toned, like someone had taken an airbrush to him. This lasted only for a few minutes. Then, his body started getting larger. Much, much larger.

She estimated him at an easy two-hundred and eighty 
pounds, and still growing. He had gotten taller, well past his original five foot eight and now somewhere around six foot four. He positively dominated the room, even with Jenny in it—Jenny, who had grown taller herself even as she had grown bustier, her tits easily eclipsing E cups and yet still remaining youthful and buoyant.

Now, Sandra had to see what happened if she pressed the experiment. Would another variable in the mix accelerate the changes? Would it slow them down?

Would it do anything at all to ease the rising heat in her cunt from watching the man she loved turn into such a pussy-crushing hunk?

She pressed a few buttons on the tablet in front of her, intensely watching the screens. The rooms were far removed from her, on the other side of the facility behind several series of air locks. She wanted to be nowhere near the contamination until she had figured out what it was completely and had a vaccine ready, if such a thing was even possible.

Her cunt moistened as she anticipated what would happen next. Idly, she slid a finger down to her crotch, touching there briefly and feeling a sliver of pleasure shoot up her spine. A moan escaped her mouth, ignored by her conscious thoughts.

Inside Warren’s cell (and it was His
 cell, not belonging to Jenny at all, that was clear), a door opened. Warren and Jenny, still in the corner, slowly got to their feet—perhaps thinking Sandra was letting them out. But instead, a young pretty brunette walked in. She wore tight skinny jeans and 
a pale blue blouse, sandals on her feet.

“What’s happening?” she asked. “Who are you people?”

She was relatively unaffected by The Event; but all the same, Sandra knew she was infected by whatever it was. The girl had been outside, after all. That meant she was infected.

Her logic was cold, severe, and absolute.

Warren stood up, looking at the young woman with lust in his eyes. The woman, though she looked scared, was obviously turned on by the erotic display that Jenny and Warren made. The two people, totally transformed, were covered in the many fluids of their lust, their perfect bodies displaying an overwhelming eagerness for hot, endless, breeding ruts.

“What’s this, Sandra?” Warren looked up at the ceiling, toward a camera. “How did you get another girl in here?”

Sandra was surprised he was still willing to talk. She pressed a button in front of her for the microphone.

“I just put up a sign outside that said “Cock inside.” It wasn’t hard.”

That wasn’t the entire truth. She’d had to figure out that she would get more results by replacing the word “cock” with a picture of the same. But after that, it was easy to lure a good specimen in to the airlock trap she had set up. After that, it was just a matter of transportation.

Sandra, unwilling to leave her command center, had done this by simply lighting the way—turning off lights where she didn't want the new girl to go, and turning them on where she did
 want them to go. It was surprisingly 
effective. The girl clearly wasn't some fucking honor student.

“What’s this about?” said Warren, clearly suspicious. “Why did you bring another girl in here, woman?”

He said woman
 like it was an insult. As if girl
 was the appropriate way for a female to be.

His head was really fucked now; he was totally changed. She pushed aside any pity she felt, any sadness, trying to keep her responsible, scientific distance.

“Because I’m a scientist,” she said. “I wanted to see what would happen. There’s really no reason to be ethical about this anymore. She’s infected. You’re infected. Show me what happens.”

He grinned, looking up at the camera.

“I think it’s because you’re feeling guilty, Sandra.”

“Guilty? What would I feel guilty about?”

“You cheated on me. And you want me to cheat on you so you feel better.”

“You already
 cheated on me with Jenny, idiot.”

So much for her reasonable, logical distance.

“Maybe,” he shrugged. “Maybe you figured that was excusable. A virus in my system. Inescapable. But this, now...”

He stepped toward the girl. She was brunette and very pretty. As he closed, she backed away—but Sandra shut the door. She would see it all the way through. Her nipples, tenting hard in her shirt, felt electric, begging for her fingers to tweak them.

Warren touched the new girl’s face, and her trembling 
and struggling stopped. Immediately she started to suck on his fingers and thumbs. Obedient. Pliant. She inhaled deeply, her breaths making her breasts swell inside her short button-up blouse.

“This would be something else entirely, wouldn’t it? Totally different than one man and a woman giving in to the throes of the virus. This would be cruel. A good reason to get mad at me. If I just...made this hot little virgin slut here want to do what she was born to do.”

“H-how do you know she's a virgin?” Sandra had a difficult time keeping the keening whine of arousal out of her voice. He was so fucking big
 now, so confident
.

“I can smell it,” he said. “I can smell...everything about her. How fertile she is. What she needs.”

“I...I need cock,” the girl said, still sucking at Warren’s fingers. “I need it bad.”

There was precum and milk all over his hands, Sandra realized; that’s what the girl was sucking up so intently. And as she watched, the girl began to change. Her suckling at first was frantic and needy, almost panicked. Then it became slowly controlled, slow, still eager and urgent but more capable of taking her time.

And as she sucked him, licked him, kissed his digits, her brown hair—shoulder-length before—began to grow in volume and length. Her nipples slowly became erect, tits ballooning outward like someone was inflating them.

The girl licked her lips, looking down at the massive hard-on that Warren now sported. Why did Sandra feel so fucking wet
 as she watched this? Her knees knocked 
together softly.

“What’s your name, girl?”

“Alison.” Her voice was a soft, urgent coo.

“Alison,” said Warren. “You’re going to be my little cockslave now, aren’t you? My hot little pet.”

Alison nodded eagerly, immediately dropping to her knees. “Please, can I suck it?”

“I want you to have a dose of Jenny’s milk first,” said Warren. “I want to make sure you know who you belong to.”

Jenny stepped forward, urging her brilliant body onto Warren, and Warren placed his hand on the back of Alison’s head, pushing her into Jenny’s heavy tit. Hesitating at first, Alison drank deeply after only a few spare licks, sucking Jenny with a loving mouth. Soon there was milk running all down her lips and chin and neck, creamy and warm. Her own tits swelled in response. Sandra watched, flabbergasted, as Alison’s already substantial 36C tits doubled in size at the exposure to Jenny’s milk.

It was like...it was like Warren’s sperm had unlocked some deeper transformative power in Jenny. So now Jenny’s body, knowing exactly how to please Warren, could make other girls please him just as well. The process was getting quicker all the time. What had taken hours for Jenny looked like it would only take minutes for Alison.

“Why do that?” Sandra asked. She was afraid her arousal was clear over the intercom. “Why make her drink like that?”

Warren shrugged. “I don’t know...instinct. Not much to 
it, anymore. Just...follow the flow.” He turned up toward the camera again, grinning. “How about it, babe? Are you feeling better, watching this? I
 can make you feel really good. Just come down inside here...I’ll make you feel as good as you’ve ever felt.”

His hands were so fucking big. Sandra moaned, quickly making sure her finger was off the intercom. But she kept watching. She knew what was coming, and she watched anyway.

She couldn't help herself. Not anymore.

Warren continued, manhandling Alison and stripping her clothes off easily, ripping them in several places. Sandra gasped, licking her lips. With ease, he pushed Alison down to the ground and flopped his hard, fat cock on top of her rapidly-thinning belly.

“You like this, Sandra?” he asked, looking up at the camera. “You like seeing me fuck other women
? I know you do, babygirl. I know it
.” He grinned wickedly. “I can smell you
.”

Sandra didn't know how to react, vacillating between an increase in arousal and also in disbelief. She kept her hands off the intercom though, knowing he would be able to hear
 the arousal in her voice. Warren turned down to Alison, cocking his head to one side.

“How 'bout you, girl? You like my cock on you? You want it in
 you?”

Jenny was on his side, moaning, pushing her enormous tits on his back, nodding and urging him on. Cooing him. Clearly in love, not caring who he fucked.

“Please!” Alison moaned, covered in slick, hot sweat. “I need it in me! Please, God! Oh please, Master! I need your cock, Daddy, please!”

He obliged her, sliding himself into her hot, slick entrance with ease.

Sandra could see the bulge of his cock underneath her abdomen as he entered—he was enormous
, and Alison was so tiny
 now. Built to be nothing but a toy. Designed to never be a threat, ever, to anything her Man wanted to dish out.

He could do anything
 to her and Alison wouldn't be able to stop him even if she wanted. And she did
 want it, moaning and wrapping her legs around her Man, urging him inside of her. He fucked her ferociously, the thrusts quick and hard and constant, and he had no intention of slowing down.

“You watching this, Sandra?” he looked up at the camera. “You like watching your husband fuck other girls? Is that it? Is that how you’re twisted
? Why don’t you come down here, huh? Why don’t you come down here and I’ll show you just what it’s like for me to fuck another girl?”

On the ground of the command center, Sandra twisted and thrashed, her fingers buried deep in her snatch. She watched the screen with an open mouth, drooling and bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm.

“Fill her up,” Jenny moaned in his ear. “Fill up your new little cockslut. Fill her up and make her yours...”

Sandra breathed out, knowing he couldn't hear her. “Yes...” Her pleasure was escalating higher and higher. “Fill her up, Warren...fill her up. Get her pregnant
...oh fuck, fuck

...”

But even though she knew for a fact that Warren couldn't hear her, it was almost like he could
.

“That’s right,” he grinned madly. “Gonna fill her up. Make her mine
. You’re mine
, do you hear me? You belong
 to me.”

“Yes, Sir!” Alison moaned. “I’m yours! I belong to you!”

“You want my fucking cum, don’t you?” He had her pinned against the wall, folded in half. His cock drove in and out of her mercilessly. “You want to be fucking bred
 by my cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please do it! Please fucking give me your babies, oh my god, yes!”

With a roar, he emptied himself entirely, his giant balls draining into Alison's hot young cunt. Jenny and Alison came obviously, their bodies trembling with orgasmic pleasure as their Man felt his own bliss run through him. Jenny landed on top of Alison, planting a milk-heavy tit right into her mouth and practically forcing Alison to suck her cream down—which Alison did gladly, her eyes still glazed with pleasure.

Sandra came too, unable to stop herself, watching this behemoth of a hunk have his way with these girls. As soon as she did—even before the pleasure subsided—she knew it was a mistake. The first real cum she'd had since the Event started, and she'd done it to her husband
 fucking other women
.

What was wrong with her?

What was wrong with all of them?

Heaving, Warren pulled himself out of Alison, his cock 
still spurting cum. Jenny snaked down and slipped her lips around his thick rod, staring up at her Master with happy, glowing eyes.

“How about it, Sandra? You want any?” He grinned up at the camera. His face took up a whole monitor. “Of course you do. I can smell it on you.”

Sandra had trouble touching the intercom; her fingers were sticky and wanted to stay attached to her clit. “I’m a half-mile away, Warren.”

“Doesn’t matter. A man knows what his girl smells like. Any time you like, babe. You know where to find me.”
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S
andra moaned, cumming again for the sixth time in as many hours in her tiny command center. Her clothes were soaked in sweat, a maroon skirt that had felt too tight around the hips for hours now, and a dark blue blouse that wouldn't stay buttoned no matter how many times she fastened it. She had kicked her shoes off hours ago, but she kept resting on her toes, heels in the air as if she couldn't help but work on feminine posture.

Cumming was the only way she had left to keep her thoughts clear, to make sure that she was thinking the way she needed to.

She was just so fucking horny
.

It wasn’t The Event, though. No. Oh no. She had taken far too many precautions. It couldn’t
 be that. There was no way anything could get inside to affect her. It was just...it was just...

Well, Warren was fucking hot
 now, wasn’t he?

Hulking and huge, nearly seven feet tall. Easily over three hundred pounds. Every last incredible inch of him was chiseled marble, a stone slab of unbreakable muscle and bone that made her panties damp just seeing him in a security feed from a half-mile away. And he kept fucking

...

Oh god, did he keep fucking.

Every time she looked at the security feed, she saw him fucking Alison or Jenny, or both of them. Balls deep in their tiny, transformed, big-titted bodies, making them utterly his in every way that mattered. Their waists kept getting tinier, their hips wider, their tits bigger and more full of milk. The floor of their cell was positively covered in their milk and cum. The girls were obviously pregnant now—swollen like they had been so for more than six months. It was indescribably hot to Sandra, looking at their naked, tip-toeing naked pregnant bodies.

He ruled their lives. Their mouths were on him at all times when he wasn’t stuffing their cunts full of his cock. If he wanted a break, he sat back and let the girls slurp on his cock—which was massive beyond words now, over a foot long and easily as thick as Sandra’s forearm. The girls took it with complete ease, sliding it in their mouths like they were built for it.

She pined for that cock. Soft, gentle whining noises filled her throat as she fingered her pussy and examined it over and over on her high-definition monitors.

Sandra wasn’t
 infected. She was not
. But good lord, she was still a woman, wasn’t she? She could still want a big, fat cock to fuck the shit out of her until she couldn’t walk in the morning, couldn’t she?

But if Warren fucked her, that would be it. That would be it for her and for humanity. She was, she knew, the last paragon of humanity’s hope for the future. It would be down 
to whatever she could find out, whatever notes she could put together.

She lost herself for hours, fingering herself, imagining Warren's new cock inside of her. Those other girls, with their fabulous tits, dripping down all that hot milk into her throat. Changing her. Transforming her. Making her belong
 to Him again in a way more natural and more intimate than she ever did when they were truly in love...

Enough. She had to...do something. Anything else. She had to clear her head.

Groaning as her fingers left her tight snatch, she stood up off the makeshift bed she had formed in front of the video feeds from the cell of her subjects. And she saw something...something terrifying.

Warren was in front of the door—kicking it. He was kicking the door, a door designed to withstand blasts from TNT, and he was putting dents
 in it.

There was a huge explosion of air and sound as the door crashed through the hallway. Instantly, Sandra started tracking him on the monitors—doing her best to shut down the hallway he was now able to access. Blast doors shut down, locking in from floor to ceiling. She had no idea if they would help.

That door to his cell was supposed to be able to withstand all kinds of concussive blasts. But Warren—his new body, so fucking strong now—had broken right through it.

Sandra gulped.

He could smell her; wasn’t that what he said? He could 
smell her, and he knew exactly where to find her.

When the virus had started—when it had been confirmed—one of the first things she had done was find a gun. She retrieved it now—a big revolver with a barrel as thick as her two fingers, the hole enormous, the bullets massive. It would stop a charging bull, or so she hoped.

Warren kept coming. He smashed through the blast doors that she had put down in front of him. Over and over, she closed doors, locked them, turned off lights and power. Redirecting more
 power to keep magnetic locks closed.

None of it mattered. He toured easily through the facility, tearing through doors, shattering metal, ripping apart steel with his bare hands.

And during all this, Sandra could only stare and finger herself and pray, the gun in her other hand, trying to psyche herself up for its use.

Whether she was praying for
 him or against
 him, she couldn't say. She just kept moaning, “Please...oh please, please...please...” again and again.

It took him an hour to get through all of her carefully positioned defenses, to search her out on the other end of the complex. Just an hour, that was all. Her heart beat faster and faster, but she felt completely cornered. She couldn't leave
 the complex. It was the only safe place in the world—except now it wasn't, with Warren on the loose.

He stopped on the way to drain his balls into Jenny and Alison, twice for each. They needed a lot of attention. Sandra watched them on the monitor, helplessly giggling and fingering her cunt as she watched her husband drill two 
strangers against the wall, watched the babes he fucked grow utterly more gorgeous and in love with him. Drool gathered on her lips, resting on her tits, which felt uncomfortable large inside of the constraints of her blouse.

Soon, though, he was outside her door—and then, expending almost no effort at all, he had ripped the door off completely. Sandra, with no other recourse, aimed her gun at him.

She could kill him. She would
.

He was so big
. So hulking and strong. The two girls on his arms were giggling and smiling. Their tits docked around his thick biceps. They each had their hands on his cock, stroking and smiling, oohing and ahhing as he came again and again, staying hard.

Staying strong.

So. Fucking. Strong.

Their milk ran down his heavily muscled arms and into his torso, pooling in their hands around his cock. Everything about the approaching trio was wet and hot. The girls on their tip-toes still, asses out, legs long.

Even their big, pregnant bellies were just like extra curves, their belly buttons out, like one extra big tit sticking out from their torsos. Wet and shiny like the rest of them.

Squealing and screeching, Sandra unloaded the revolver in her hands. Six bullets struck his chest. Two of them just bounced off after hitting his iron bones The rest slowly were pushed out from his flesh—utterly rejected by the mass of muscle. He wiped his hand across the blood, and when he was done, there wasn’t even a mark left.

“That kinda tickled,” he said, laughing. “What are you doing with a gun, Sandra?”

She gulped. “I don’t know.”

She really didn't. Had she thought that would really work? She couldn't even remember. Inhaling deeply, all her memories felt distant and hazy.

He ran his hands across the papers on her desk. The wood cracked under the weight of his arm. Fuck, he smelled so good
. Her cunt drooled for him. Her mouth was drooling too. She was exposed to the virus or whatever-it-was, now. She was exposed, and she would belong to him.

And she wanted
 to.

“What’s all this?” he asked, pointing at the papers.

His voice sent reverberations of lust through her system.

She gulped. “That’s my notes. For a cure.”

He picked it up, sniffing curiously, and then tossed them into the trash. “That’s stupid. Don’t be so fucking stupid, girl. You’re not going to cure anything, Sandra.”

“I...I...”

She couldn’t form a response. He was right. All she wanted to cure now was her own arousal, and the vaccine for that was sitting in his balls, waiting to be dumped into her one load at a time.

But...but she had to try. Had to protest. Had to say something
. Right?

“Please,” said Sandra. “Warren, stop. Thi-think about this. You’re a scientist. This is wrong. You know this is wrong.”

The words felt weak and empty even as she said them. 
They meant nothing. Just a sandcastle defense for her dignity.

He shook his thick head. His hair was so dense
 now. There was so much of everything
 about him.

“I was
 a scientist,” he said. “Now I’m just a breeder. Just like you. You’re going to breed for me, Sandra.”

“B-breed?” She licked her lips.

“That’s right. You were always such a cunt about wanting kids. Always wanted me to use protection.”

He took her by the throat, grasping there just hard enough to let her know that her breathing was now under his control. “But now you’re going to breed for me. Aren’t you? You’re going to give me as many babies as I want.”

She knew it was true the second he touched her. His hand was so rough, so hard and hot. Her entire system turned to jelly, to a hot moist endless ocean of desire. She was going to give him fucking triplets on command
.

“Y-yes!” she said, not even thinking about it. Then, “I-I mean, no. I...I don't know...”

There was a real, plaintive need in her voice—the need to be told what to do by this hulking beast of a male. Her primitive instincts were taking over, and it was all she understood anymore.

“Don't worry, babe.” He pushed her down to the ground. Jenny grabbed one arm, and Alison the other. “I know what's good for you.”

Alison's heavy breast floated over her mouth. Like magnets, her lips attached to the nipple, immediately taking in the beautifully delicious milk that the young brunette 
offered. Right away, Sandra understood what had happened to the girls.

It felt so fucking good
. It felt so good
 to be a girl. To be feminine. To submit and do whatever
 her Man said. It felt so right
. It was instant, this understanding. Hitting her entire system at once as the creamy milk slid down her throat and into her tummy, warming every part of her. It was instant in the way that cumming had made her think clearer right away—except in reverse.

Her entire body thrummed with desire. Dimly, she could feel hard, manly hands on her clothes, ripping them off. An initial, useless wave of body shame was swept away—she was gorgeous
. She knew
 she was. If she wasn't, then why would a Man like Warren want to fuck her?

His hands continued on her body, positioning her, readying her. She'd had her eyes closed, but that wasn't right. A good girl should look
 at her Man when he was making love to her.

When he was fucking
 her.

She should look at Him so He could see all the appreciation in her eyes for everything He had to give her.

And Warren had so fucking much to give her. His cock was enormous and dripping wet, a slathering, slippy shaft of titanic proportions. Slowly, relishing this utter submission on her face, Warren pushed his cockhead forward into her slobbering cunt, making her moan and beg.

“Yes!” she cried. “Please! Please, Warren!”

No, that was wrong
. She shouldn't call him by his name
. That was stupid
. She wasn't a Man
.

“Please Sir!” she corrected herself. “Please! Fuck me, oh god, please! Please be inside me!”

Smiling and wrapping a hand around her throat—the fingers closing completely against his thumb, his grip so fucking huge—He entered her. It was so beautiful, so perfect, so good. White bright hot light shot through her system, and she knew with certainty all that she needed to be.

Her entirety closed around his shaft as He bulged against her virgin-tight walls. She hadn't fucked in so long—and even when she had, it certainly hadn't been like this
. This was His cock filling up every aspect of her being, her core crunching and tightening, trying to deliver Him as much pleasure as possible, flexing instinctively to keep Him inside of her as long as possible.

“You're my Hot Little Wife, aren't You?”

Jenny moaned against her body. Her tits were sliding up and down on top of Sandra's, leaking milk along with Alison's. Both of them had docked on either side of Sandra, so that their Master could see all three of his girls as he fucked his newest acquisition.

“Yeah, you're His Hot
 Little Wife, aren't you, baby?” Jenny moaned, watching with big eyes as Warren fucked Sandra.  “Such a hot
 little fucktoy.”

Sandra cooed and nodded urgently. “Your Hot Little Wife. Yes! Your fucking Good Girl Wifedoll, yes, baby!”

He thrust harder and harder into her tight cunt. “You're going to be my perfect little fuckslave from now on. Aren't you, girl?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, darling. Master! Sir! Y-yes!” His thrusts increased. “I promise! I'll be your perfect little fuckslave!”

She had to be this man’s wife. Divorce left her brain in the same sudden way from His endless, hard thrusts as algebra, calculus, walking without heels, any notion of equality. Every thrust made more brain cells pop and dissolve, clearing out room for  service, cleaning, dressing hot, looking sexy, being His completely. She had to be His cockslave, His fuckdoll, His pleasure toy.

And most importantly of all, more important than any of that, she had to be his good little girl
.

This thought hit her hard—all-encompassing, utterly overpowering—just as his load shot deep into her cunt, flooding her with his unstoppable warm sticky seed. She thrashed and screamed in pleasure, feeling the vibrating cunts of Alison and Jenny pushing into her as they came in tune with her. The two fucksluts were so hopelessly enslaved that they had to cum every time their Master did.

His orgasm felt endless, shot after shot landing hard against her g-spot. And all the time he growled in her ear.

“Belong to Me. You belong Only To Me
.”

Trembling, shaking, quivering with pleasure, Sandra couldn't speak. But she completely agreed.

She belonged only to Warren, only to her Man.
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HOUR 26
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W
arren sat back, enjoying the sight before him. He was safe, secure. All his girls were safe and secure as well. Life was good.

Before him, Sandra bounced gently on his cock, sliding up and down, adoring her man just as she was intended to do. She was such a good little girl, so happy and carefree, nineteen years old if she was a day, her thick golden hair spread out down her back and intermixing with the many fluids from herself and the other cocksluts around her. Their milk and hers ran down her body, showcasing her huge tits, making every inch of skin sparkle.

They’d been fucking like this for six hours straight, now. Warren had cum in her over and over. Her body was clearly pregnant; she had an enormous baby bump developing from where she would produce the first of what would be some magnificent new race, built entirely for the fuck-laden craziness of the new world. And yet still, through it all, Warren remained hard as a rock. There was no stopping his cock.

Alison was behind him, soaking his head and chest in her milk, adoring the top of his head with merry little kisses; she 
was so absolutely in love with her Master. And on their knees, at the joining place between Sandra and Warren, was Jenny, happily licking up the spare fluids that showered down on her from that hot point of penetration.

This was the way the world was, now. Men owned girls. Girls belonged to men—to the strongest, craftiest men, the Men who could keep them safe.

It was good to be Warren...it was good to be a Man.
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Ruling His Hot Students
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T
wo gorgeous young women were on their knees before him, worshiping his cock with every atom in their bodies.

Not just licking, not just sucking, not just kissing and adoring and slurping, though they did all these things with great alacrity.

No, they were worshipers, because he was their sex god.

His body was layered with muscle. Hundreds of pounds of dense tissue, all of it chiseled to create the image of masculine perfection. His member was easily over ten inches in length as thick as a bottle.

They would serve him for the rest of their lives. Their beautiful, busty bodies were utterly addicted to his cum. Each beauty needed to be bred by him, used by him, manhandled totally by him—whatever he thought was necessary would be their pleasure to enact.

Their obedience was absolute. Never again would a single thought enter their head of ever disobeying him.

And their bodies had been enhanced as well. Thanks to him, their breasts were larger, their hair longer, their skin shinier and healthier, their every feature more beautiful and 
pronounced. They would make grown men weep with their unmatched gorgeousness, and yet, these two beauties were utterly helpless before the man they now served.

They obeyed him. They pleasured him. They worshiped him.

But it hadn’t always been this way. Before he had found the Tablet, he was nothing to these women. But that was before...

[image: ]



“ARE YOU
 sure
 I can’t skip class tomorrow, Mr. Lawton? I mean, I’ve been pretty good about coming so far, and my girlfriend and I, we’ve got plans...”

Jacob sighed, looking at his teaching assistant, Phoebe, with no small amount of pleasure taking hold of his crotch. One look of her, all by itself, was enough to get him excited these days. She had been dressing more and more flirty as the semester had gone on.

His office was small and filled with textbooks and spare scraps of paper, all of which together was practically wallpaper from being plastered to the surfaces by the humidity. There was no air-conditioning in the office and it was always stifling hot in the Southwestern heat.

Today, the stunning blond temptress Phoebe wore a pair of fetching skintight leather pants. The heat did not seem to effect her. Pretty girls like her were often beyond pesky realities like temperature. A thin black cord wrapped around her waist and slid from her tailbone to her crotch, imitating a thong on the outside of the sexy pants.

Her tank top was loose and white, showing off her substantial 36B cleavage. The toned lines of her midriff were easily visible. The only thing “teacherly” about her was her tight dark suit jacket, but with the rest of her outfit, it was more parody than professional. Having her in his classes was hard enough, but ever since she had gotten the position as his teaching assistant, his fantasies had been on overdrive.

“Phoebe...” Jacob shook his head. “You’ve missed four classes out of the past ten. If you were a student in those classes, I’d have had to fail you by now.” This wasn't even mentioning that she was starting to miss a lot in the classes where she was
 a student. “When you’re here, you’re great. You engage the students, and you help them with their work, and you bring up good questions that they forget to ask.”

Or were too intimated to ask. Jacob’s standard disposition was the male version of “resting bitch face.” He loved helping students, loved making sure they were learning.

But he looked
 a bit scary and intimating. A forgotten life of athletics when he was younger had left him with a penchant for working out, and so his build was stocky and built solid with plenty of muscle. His hair was thinning on top, in a slightly-less-than-graceful way, and his face was more frowny than grinny. He tried to look after his diet, but he was no saint—and so over the healthy layers of his muscle was another layer of stubborn fat.

All in all, he looked more like a scowling police sergeant 
than a compassionate teacher.

His wife, Vivian, always found this reaction to him strange, as she loved him for his sense of humor more than anything else. But when he was at work, he was working, and there wasn't much room for humor in grading.

“Right,” said Phoebe. “But like...you know, it’s my girlfriend? I can’t just say no, can I?”

“Everybody can say no, Phoebe. Even you.”

He wondered briefly—intoxicatingly—how far she would go to get her way. The thought of her trying harder to seduce him, to offer sexual favors for his favors, was never far from his mind when she spoke to him. She was a true American blond beauty, and that was something very difficult to get out of his head.

And another thought crossed his head at the same time—the idea of her being unable to say “no” to him. Of him enforcing his will on her body, no matter how perverted or depraved, with her unable to turn down a single request.

That psychological hold Phoebe held over his crotch got a little more firm, and his cock pushed forward in his pants. He was glad he sat behind his desk where she could not see this physical reaction to her lovely presence.

She huffed, crossing her arms, clearly unhappy. “Fine
,” she said. “But if Gwen is mad, I’m going to have her yell at you
, okay? I don’t want to deal with it.”

“I’ll tell her what I told you, then.”

That was a mistake, he thought instantly.

Now, he was allowing Phoebe to pass the buck—to put the blame on him instead of herself for her actions. Not a 
great precedent to be setting, and certainly not after all the other bad precedents he had set with her. Besides that, he certainly didn't want to deal with Gwen's temper. She was bad enough when she was upset about some niggling issue in class.

But, before he was able to correct himself, there was a commotion from outside his small office.

Curious, he stepped outside to look, waving a hand for Phoebe to hold on. Sometimes there were fights, and he’d have to call security. Bloomingdale Heights was a small college, but it catered to a more urban populace, and sometimes the students hadn’t had the privilege of an upbringing where problems were solved without yelling and escalation.

But there were no students outside. Instead, he saw the strangest thing. A gorgeous young blond woman, dressed all in white, sheer robes, ran down the hall at top speed, her face set with crazed determination. She had brilliantly green eyes and smooth pale skin like porcelain.

Upon seeing Jacob peek out the door, she rushed to him and pressed something small and warm into his palm.

“You’re a good man. Stay that way.” Her voice was urgent, desperate.

He did not say anything in return, simply standing in stunned silence as she kissed his cheek and then ran off down the hall and—in a blinding flash of light—vanished entirely.

Barely did he have the time to wonder at that when a group of six young, perfectly chiseled young men ran down 
the hall in perfect time with one another. All bare, heavy feet slapping the tiles in time. They wore tight, restrictive loincloths around their crotches and nothing else.

The beauty had placed a stone in his hand. Jacob barely had time to look at it, but as these men ran by, he impulsively stuck in his pocket.

The men ran by him without a second thought, single-minded in their mission. When they came across the spot where the beauty had vanished, the one in front stopped, holding up a hand and sniffing. He chattered something in some unintelligible tongue, and then the men were off—running down the hallway and out of the complex.

Jacob stood there in wonderment for several moments, not quite sure what he had seen. Phoebe walked out from the office, staring intently at her phone.

“You’ve done it now for sure,” she said, texting away. “Gwen’s totally pissed. She’s promising to come yell at you. She really
 wanted to play mini-golf tonight.”

He shook his head. “Did you see that?”

Phoebe waved her phone, irritated. “See what?”

“Those men...and that woman. She gave me...this stone...”

But as he held out the stone, it was no longer a stone at all—but instead a tablet. It looked like one of the iTablets sold at all those trendy Citrus stores, the kind that Jacob couldn’t afford on his meager associate professor salary.

“Stone? What are you talking about, Mr. Lawton?” She rolled her eyes at his helpless “old age problems.” “That’s a tablet. When did you get that? It’s sweet.”

She reached out for it, and the screen glowed, reacting to her attempt, her presence. Jacob saw an image of Phoebe pop up on the screen in full, erotically painstaking detail—in her current outfit, her current pose—reaching slightly, pouting.

He moved the tablet away, not sure if she ought to see that. Instantly the screen went dark. The words “iMagic” rolled across its surface.

“I need you to go, Phoebe,” he said, staring at the screen with great interest. “Go...take care of class. Now.”

“Without you?”

“You’re capable,” he said. “Take care of it.”

She huffed, but complied.

It was very nice, he reflected, ordering her around and having her obey.
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WITH PHOEBE GONE, JACOB
 was alone—he hoped—for the rest of the afternoon.

The iMagic program opened with a swipe across the screen. He was the subject of it now, could see a model of himself sitting intently over something—though the tablet itself was not in his hands on the little program.

“Okay...” he said.

This was weird. Did it have a camera? Several cameras? Some kind of...area detection tool? The tablet was rather plain. Though he saw the lens for a camera-like device at the top, it did not appear to be enough to take the kind of video that what was depicted on the screen required.

There were vital stats above his head and little pencil symbols next to them, as if ripe for editing at his discretion. How did it know his weight was two hundred pounds? How did it know his height was 5'10” and a half? Why would it know his birthday already? He hadn't even given
 it any information.

Cookies? Malware?

Pressing one editing symbol at random, he toyed with his height.

An array of sliders appeared, his body caught in between a cross symbol. He dragged a marker from where he was—average height, bulky—to the top left—tall, muscular. Going all the way to the other side, he could make himself short and blob-like.

He shifted back over to the top and left—tall and muscular once more. The morphing system was out of this world.

He tried to go back to the previous screen, and then the tablet delivered a prompt:


Save changes
?

The little pop-up flashed a pleasant green color, expectant, as if cooing—go on, try it out. What could it hurt? His finger hovered over the “yes” button, tongue running over his lips.

There was a knock at the door. Startled, he tossed the tablet to one side, pushing it under the desk. It made him feel silly—what was there to hide? It was just some tablet. But then, there was that woman...the stone...

The door rustled, locked.

“Dear? It’s your wife.”

“Yes,” said Jacob, a bit annoyed. He could see her outline beyond the shadowy glass of the door. “I know it’s you, Vivian. What’s up?”

He didn’t quite answer the door. His arousal was hard to deny, especially when it was tenting in his pants. There was something about that tablet, something about the promise of it, the strangeness...

Magic was, of course, nonsense. But it was...well, it seemed
 like something authentic. A really authentic reality simulator, somehow taking in messages from the environment.

But how to explain the stone? The disappearing woman? The mostly nude thugs?

Sleight-of-hand?

Illusions?

Methamphetamines?

“We were supposed to have lunch, remember?” said Vivian. “Will you open the door?”

“Shit, yeah,” he said, smacking his head. “Sorry. Come on in.”

He opened the door. Vivian was there, wearing jeans and a form-fitting blouse. Vivian was a teacher as well—an adjunct instead of a professor, which basically meant that she was paid less and that she had no guarantee of a job from semester to semester.

She worked at several different college campuses around the city and her schedule was always changing. It was hard for the young married couple to find time to be together.

More time had passed than he realized. He must have drifted as he looked at the tablet. Phoebe would have been done with her first class by now, and it was an hour long. She still had one more in the day, later in the afternoon.

“Did you forget?” Vivian asked, smiling knowingly. “It’s okay,” she said. “I brought sandwiches.”

She produced two plain turkey sandwiches from her bag, one with mustard and one with mayo. They kissed, and he took the mustard.

Jacob loved his wife. He did.

He also loved turkey sandwiches. And yet, at the end of the day...it was just a turkey sandwich. And after going back-and-forth all day with a beauty like Phoebe, dressed so goddamn hot in those leather pants and that barely-there tank top...it was like feasting on filet mignon and then eating, well...a turkey sandwich.

Vivian was “cute.” She had bright dark eyes, and medium-ish hair that was never quite right, and a good sense of style for what fit her body. She didn’t work out enough—neither of them did—and wasn’t quite on top of her diet—neither of them were—but she tried. They both tried a lot and failed a lot, but they did it together. It was a good pairing.

After the morning’s events, though, Jacob was more turned on than he was anything else, and he was more than willing to forgive any stupidly-perceived faults of his in Vivian's appearance.

“Hey,” he said, putting the sandwich down. He grabbed her, nuzzling her close. “What do you say we forget about 
lunch?”

“Forget about lunch?” she said, voice pleasant and warm. She loved being touched by him, loved being nuzzled and held. “What do you—oh.”

His hand fell to her crotch and squeezed. He wanted her—wanted his wife. Maybe he’d think about Phoebe a little bit while he fucked her, but so what? The important thing was that his cock went inside her
. She wouldn’t complain, and more importantly, she wouldn't know.

“I...I mean...” she giggled. “Sure, sounds great.”

“I’m not joking, Vivian. I’m horny as hell.”

His hardness, stiff and insistent, pressed against her hip.

“Oh, my,” she said. “You really aren’t. I mean...” she shrugged. “I mean...” she coughed. “I can’t really, right now. I’d have to fix my make-up after, and I have to go right to class, and...if I suck you off, same thing. I could like, talk dirty to you while you jerk it?”

“What if I promise not to muss your make-up?”

“You always do that, and then you muss it anyway. You’re hopeless.”

“I just...goddamn.”

That came out harsher than he wanted. He was cold now, his boner quickly being forgotten in his frustration. They hadn’t fucked in a while. Usually they relied on “feeling it.” Scheduling sex felt unromantic, even if all the studies said it was more effective. But “feeling it” hadn’t happened in too long, and now that he had...the moment had passed.

“I’m sorry,” said Vivian.

She looked embarrassed now. She was always embarrassed.

In his marriage with her, he’d found a lot of women often were for all kinds of nebulous, abstract reasons—the shape of their necks when they laughed, the speed of their apologies, the frequency
 of their apologies, the delay between their understanding and their laughter at a joke, the list was endless. Vivian just wasn’t as great at hiding it as most others were.

This revelation had stunned him; he’d never seen a reason for a woman to feel embarrassed. If anything, he wanted to apologize more after realizing this.

It didn’t help that embarrassment followed Vivian around like a pet dog always ready to run off the leash. This embarrass-dog was joined, of course, by a depression-cat and an anxiety-llama. All three floated in and out of Vivian’s mental state—genetics had not done her many favors in that regard, despite her razor sharp intelligence and wide, spectral abilities for analysis.

She’d done wonders in the years since he’d known her to rein these issues in and put them to work for her; therapy and medication worked. But still, they peaked out from time to time, and Jacob frequently worried he’d say the wrong thing and set her emotions against herself.

“It’s fine,” he said, teeth gritted.

He didn’t want to yell at her. She was his partner. There was no reason to be mad, even though he was.

He just wanted to fuck the shit out of something, that was all. His balls felt as blue as the ocean floor.

“I just can’t...turn it on like that,” she said. “We've talked about this. I need some build-up, you know. I need...”

“I can lick you, if you want. Damn. I’ll do that right now.”

She squirmed again, her hands wrapping tighter around her waist. “You know it’s not that simple. I need like, a good thirty minute cuddle before sexing is possible.”

He sighed. He did
 know that. It was one reason their sex life had become so difficult. Sitting still for that long was difficult for him. There were always a thousand projects to attend to around the house.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I was just...I really wanted to, you know?”

“We can try tonight?”

He nodded. “Sure,” he said.

But already he knew that he’d probably jerk off in the bathroom later—his need was too great to ignore. And that would mean he wouldn’t have enough to run on until at least nine, and by that point, they’d be close to going to bed, and too tired to really try, or care enough to try.

So they both nodded, insincerely, and promised to try that night though they knew they wouldn’t. And they sat down and ate their sandwiches and talked about their latest crop of students.

Jacob did not mention the tablet, though it weighed on his mind, pulling down every thought, tugging at every response he gave to his wife.
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TWO MINUTES AFTER VIVIAN
 left, Jacob looked at the 
tablet again. The position of the screen had not changed.

Save changes?

The screen prompt still blinked that pleasant green.

Green for go. Green for go right-the-fuck-ahead, my man.

“What the hell,” he said. “It’s just a game anyway.”

He clicked the yes.

Moments later, his clothes began to rip and tear. He did not wear them tight—knowing that dressing in larger sizes helped to disguise how out-of-shape he had become over the years. He stood up, stumbling wildly and crashing through a chair, snapping it half from his extra weight. He was close to three hundred pounds now, and all of it solid muscle.

“Christ,” he said, eyes wild. “Jesus...Jesus Christ...”

His body had just...just changed
 just like that. This...this tablet was...

Well, shit. It was magic, wasn’t it? What else explained it? From the turning from a stone into the tablet, from the changes, from the disappearance of that blond beauty...it all led to magic.

He gulped. Jacob was a naturally skeptical man, but he wasn’t an idiot. This wasn’t the sort of evidence someone just ignored. There was no explanation, metaphysical, quantum, or otherwise, that explained this.

And there was something else, too.

His cock was as hard as a rock.

This excited him. Changing like this. The power that this promised.

He sat down, trying to focus. Clearly there was something going on, here.

Somehow he had managed to be caught up in Events
, capitalized and italicized, real fucking Happenings
, and that was no joke. Those six bruisers did not look like they wanted to track down that woman for tea. What had she said to him?

“You're a good man. Stay that way.”

That was going to be damned hard to do. What else could this tablet do?

Very quickly he began to explore. First thing—he made himself smaller. It wouldn’t do to walk around like a giant, even if it made him feel powerful as fuck. Instead he was now a clean, easy two hundred-twenty pounds—and only two inches taller than he had been before, now six foot one. Twenty pounds heavier than he was before the tablet, but all of it muscle now.

Strong thighs, strong torso, strong everything
. The bulk was comparable to what he used to have, though, so with clothes on, it looked only like he had been enjoying a few weeks of healthy eating.

There was a spare hoodie in his office and he slipped it on over his ripped shirt, putting his tattered jacket into his bag. His pants were still split around the waist, but he improvised a belt from long piece of cord from the windows and kept them together.

He stood over the tablet, watching the little blinking buttons on the screen, the floating words, the insanely detailed simulation of his body.

Distantly it occurred to him that it was possible now for him to stop. He could walk away, and that would be that—no more tablet, no more changes.

Maybe he could get rid of the tablet—clearly, it was at the center of some kind of struggle, and Jacob didn’t think he wanted to be dragged into it. But at the same time...

At the same time, it had been so easy
 to change himself. No dieting, no working out, just a few clicks of the buttons and he had a body now that would make him the envy of anyone at the gym. Thick biceps, hardcore dense abs and pecs, thick deltoids, a rippling back that was layered with heavy cords of muscle tissue.

And his cock was so painfully hard. His hard ran up and down the bulge in his pants, fantasies striking him.

There was, no doubt, a whole lot about what Phoebe wore that morning running through his mind. Maybe if he’d fucked Vivian, this would be different. Maybe if he’d jerked off already, he could think clearer. But his cock was in control now—and his cock, like any other, was scintillated by power
.

When he fucked Vivian, it was the power of it that got him off—the ability to change how she felt, how she breathed, how she moved, simply by fucking her harder. It was the power to assert himself over her and let her know that despite all their outward equality, he was the one who really mattered. His cum, his getting off, was what their sexual relationship was built on—just like it should
 be.

Those kinds of dirty, sexist thoughts only really surfaced when he was getting off. He indulged them because they 
made him hot, they made the sex hotter.

But maybe they spoke to a truer part of himself that was just now being revealed—having that kind of power was intoxicating, and now he held something in his hands—the tablet was
 in his hands again—that could give him depths of power he’d never even thought of before.

“Couldn’t hurt to just...explore a little...” he said, tapping and swiping away.

First things first, he fixed his hairline. No more recession, the dark locks of it thicker and more effortlessly suave than ever. A few adjustments here and there to his complexion, clearing away acne marks, an appendectomy scar, a birthmark around his hip that had always made him feel weirdly embarrassed.

A part of him had said he would stop there—but of course, he couldn’t. There were so many options available—so many options beyond physical appearance to alter: job skills, trade skills, physical abilities, endurances, sexual skills, libido, chemical make-up...

Was there a limit here?

He was desperate to find out.

All manner of physical, mental, and emotional aspects could be altered at his will. There were sliders and input tabs for everything. The user-interface was intuitive and friendly, every option clearly marked. Anything that a body was capable of doing or knowing, he could alter.

There was a slider, for example, for financial know-how—sub-divided into accounting, market research, market analysis, banking, mortgages, financial theory, and so on.

But he couldn’t—and he certainly did check—change the amount of money in his bank account.

Even so, push a few of those sliders forward...and he suddenly had a very good notion of how to increase his portfolio by three-hundred fold in a matter of months once he had some money to invest.

It didn’t stop with the mental understandings or the external physical appearances. Jacob could alter the internal
 physicality of his body as well—which only made sense, as he’d certainly altered his skeleton already when he grew taller.

He’d had a pain in his neck for years—a squashed disc from too many years of bad posture. In moments, it was gone. Or rather, it was improved
, fully restored to its original state and reinforced so that it would need immense amounts of trauma to ever be injured again.

All those hours of physical therapy that never worked, all that yoga, all those little guaranteed-to-work pillows, and massage balls to work out the kinks in strained muscles, and so on and on...unneeded now.

He didn’t stop there. There were sliders for his...well, his everything.


Flexibility? Why not place himself at the level of an Olympic gymnast? Only noticeable if he suddenly burst into a aerobic routine, but it sounded fun. He could wrap his heavily muscled calf around his totally pain-free neck, now.

Agility? Sure. He could use the strength in his legs to hold himself in the top corner of the small office, essentially hugging the ceiling like some kind of damned ninja. He did 
this for about two minutes, in awe of the power in his limbs, before rushing back to tablet, cock pushing against the table through his pants.

Illnesses? Immune. Just like that.

Fuck off, disease.

No sickness, for as long as he decided. The cold he’d been nursing for nearly a month evaporated into thin air. The latent arthritis building up in his hands from years of grading papers disappeared like a bad odor in the wilderness.

And speaking of writing, why not increase his typing speed? Or just his level of ability? His amount of creativity and drive? Sliders there. He played with them for a while, the way he used to cheat at video games. For a moment, he considered only making himself slightly
 better than he was...after all, it was no fun in games to just beat everything effortlessly. But then...

Then, his cock felt so fucking hard
 at the thought of giving himself more...more
...

Somewhere in the process he freed his cock from its restraints inside his pants. He stroked his bare dick furiously as he toyed with each setting, altering himself to his liking. Adding on to his abilities and knowledge.

He became proficient in mechanics, in electronics, in aeronautics—and all in less than two minutes, and only because he had a passing interest in them. So much
 made sense to him now, and he looked at the world with brand new admiration for all the massive complexities it took to make everything run so smoothly.

And then there was his cock itself. He could alter that too. Larger, of course—and why not? He’d always been satisfied with his cock’s size, but there was something...intense...about altering it now. Making it thicker—like a flashlight—and longer, eight inches. Nine. Ten. His precum became a heavy, thick addictive intoxicant, raising the dopamine levels of women who were in range of his musk—which he altered as well, to make women more attracted to him.

Everything about his body, his chemistry, turned on the animal instincts of every
 sort of woman—flooding their thoughts with notions of breeding with him, mating with him, needing to fuck him furiously—or at the very least, to fantasize about it later.

In a big crowd, he’d draw a lot of appreciative looks, even from happily-in-love married women. In a small enclosed space, like this office for instance, he’d need about five minutes before the girl’s wet cunt overtook all of her senses and she was begging to be filled with his babymaking sperm.

Vivian didn’t want a baby, not for a while. She was too scared about their finances, about how it would change her. Her mother and all her aunts had suffered from postpartum depression, and Vivian—suffering her own bouts with anxiety and depression—already had a prophecy in her mind about the horrible post-pregnancy phase she would go through.

She would put it off as long as possible.

Another woman might not. Another, younger, more 
fertile woman. A prettier woman.

His cock surged forward, a hot stream of precum spurting out and spilling on his seat.

It touched him only then, after altering his cock and his scent like that, what this was all about.

Phoebe.

He wanted to fuck Phoebe.

He wanted to fuck
 Phoebe; he wanted to fuck her life
, wanted to fuck her entire being
 until she was so fucking warped around the idea of his cock that the notion of her being a lesbian was as foreign to her as Arabic was to him.

Hold on, he could fix that.

Ah, there. Seven languages added to his repertoire—Arabic, French, German, Hindi, Mandarin Chinese, Russian, and Spanish. He could now hold a reasonable conversation with most of the known world.

Power flowed through him like a sieve. He felt like he was sitting on a lightning bolt. He wished there were some way he could simply summon
 Phoebe to him. She was in the middle of her second class, though, and it would look strange if he butted in...

Besides, there were other women in the classroom, and he wanted to have a test case before he tried out this new scent—and everything else on top of it—on an entire room full of young women. What if they all started stripping spontaneously? The thought made his very hard cock jump, but it was also dangerous.


This
 was dangerous—all this power. Certainly, whoever was coming after that beauty would be coming after him if 
he made himself obvious enough.

Spinning on the tablet was Phoebe. He hadn’t made the tablet do that. It had simply...intuited. She appeared to be sitting in a chair, looking bored. Probably having the class write a journal.

Jacob frowned. The class had started forty minutes ago, and she was supposed to only do journals in the beginning. Probably she was mucking the job on purpose to spit him. Typical teenager.

Actually...no, she was twenty-two. He had forgotten. Her appearance and attitude was so youthful. She was
 a grad student, after all; couldn’t be a teaching assistant at Bloomingdale Heights without a degree.

But...the thought of her being eighteen, physically
 eighteen, made his cock spurt a hot stream of liquid hot precum down his massive shaft. Could he...?

After already having spent nearly an hour with the tablet, he found the slider easily.

No way. No fucking
 way.

With ease, he slid her age down to eighteen. A set of sub-sliders appeared—alter appearance to match age? Alter intelligence?


He chose no. She was sexy enough as is—dead goddamn sexy, actually. He just wanted to fuck an eighteen year old.

Now he just needed to get her into the office.

It didn’t take him long to figure it out. So intuitive, this iMagic program. At the bottom of the screen was a little smiley icon with a bubble next to its head. He tapped it.

Command?

Oh, yes. Cum slid down his cock, making a puddle on the floor. It was thick and he wasn’t stopping—he could cum as long and as hard as he liked now.

Riding this orgasmic wave, he delivered the message:

Phoebe will end class. She will promise a quiz on Chapter 10 next week. She will then enter Professor Lawton’s office, believing she forgot her sweater there.

And then he waited.
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CELESTE SAT UPON HER
 throne—a vast pile of marvelously soft furs layered on top of a golden chair in the large court room of her personal palace.

Beneath her, splayed out and forced down on the elegant marble tiles by two large male slaves, was her beautiful older stepsister, Anastasia. They had been together for so long—and their parents gone and buried for so many hundreds of years—that Celeste often thought of her more always as simply her sister.

Blond, beautiful, and always with a holier-than-thou attitude, Anastasia had ever been a pain in Celeste’s side. But it was only as of late that this annoyance had become a full-on threat...and Celeste dealt with threats harshly.

“You’ve disappointed me, sister,” said Celeste. “I thought you would be harder to catch.”

Anastasia stared up at her with hate. The two large slaves holding her stared up at Celeste with open devotion in their eyes. They had both started to cum, slowly, from gazing upon and hearing their Mistress at the same time.

For a time, she had worked with eunuchs. But they always died sooner—so little vitality.
 Celeste needed slaves with some gusto
. So now she simply had full-fledged studs working for her—studs that of course never touched her body.

Males could never touch Celeste. She didn't allow such depravity.

“Forgive me if I don’t care about your disappointments, sister
.” Anastasia’s voice was laced with poison. “Surely this ludicrous estate is big enough to house a little let-down.”

It was an enormous estate, built into the wall of a marvelous cliff with a vista of the nearby ocean. Should she want to, Celeste could look out one side of her house and see the surrounding mountainside and all its majesty—self-assured in the fact that her own physical majesty was that much more impressive. Or she could step out onto her terrace and enjoy the ocean, knowing that for all its vastness, all its depths, all the life teeming there, it still failed to approach the vastness, the depth, and the vivacity of her own beauty.

Celeste was vain indeed, and every part of her life was set up to justify this vanity in the most impressive way. All that was really needed was a mirror, though; however vain she was, her beauty could melt men and women both down to butter.

Her estate was staffed by a intricately arranged staff of slaves, all there because of their undying love for their Mistress. The highest in the hierarchy were allowed to frequently attend to Celeste—the ladies she used as 
pleasure slaves to attend her cunt with well-educated licks and kisses in the evenings. The lowest were those who barely ever caught glimpses of the Mistress—groundskeepers and gardeners outside of the palace entirely, kept out of sight and mind. And yet still, they treasured each moment they saw her and would never, ever orgasm to the thought of another. Their yearly payments were access to selfies she had taken with a camera years before, always in the same outfit.

The palace was kept secret from the public; only a few high-ranking government and military officials even knew about it, and most were wise enough to stay away. Those that became curious had a tendency to disappear—either earning the wrath of the immortal beauty or earning her favor. The one would result in a slow death, and the other would result in a lifetime of arduous servitude and then a slow death.

Celeste expected the full attention and devotion of her slaves, and regularly worked them until they died midday from over-exertion.

It was simpler, after all, to take care of so many devotees when, regarding the bulk of them, you barely fed them and did not allow them to sleep. And who should want to sleep when a living Goddess might need their assistance at any moment?

Her favored attendees were given such allowances—ample food, regular sleep, fine clothes, and so on—but every tier beneath this high precipice was delivered less and less.

The court room doubled, when she wanted it to, as her 
bedroom, her court room, her torture chamber, and her executioner’s block. She was a woman—if she was that at all—with a great many talents and a great many desires. Almost all of these desires had been impeded at some point or another, and those found guilty of delaying her pleasure were always dealt with harshly
.

Celeste smiled. It was a joyless, cruel thing, but it made her the no less beautiful for it. Her face was angelic. Her eyes a deep, sparkling violet. Her hair was long and thick and dark, a mass of darkness that stretched down past her hips. Her breasts were enormous and buoyant.

She dressed in a slender silk gown held up with a thin golden cord around her neck, soft fabric barely containing the inestimably luscious swell of her tits. The cloth parted in an x-pattern, revealing the tenderly toned expanse of her tanned torso, before draping down over her glistening wet cunt and down across her magnificently structured ass.

Bright, priceless gems decorated her neck, her ears, her wrists and ankles. Gloves, elbow-length and silk, attended her arms. If she touched her slaves without them, they were usually useless for the whole day from cumming too much. Pleasure was hers to give out as she wished.

Everything about her spoke of sex, of fertility, of luscious beauty too precious to ever be claimed. This was the Promise given to her.

Most individuals she could simply enslave with a few favored smiles or winks. She was, after all, the Most Beautiful Female Alive. This was her Promise, and like every magical Promise delivered in the world, it was also 
her Curse—it had warped her already rather warped sense of perception about what she deserved in life.

She was no longer the somewhat vain, if completely oblivious young woman she had been some five hundred years ago when she had first summoned the magical djinns who had delivered the Promise and the Curse to her.

No, she had five hundred years of political maneuvering, heartless assassinations, cruel interrogations, planned coups, and all manner of interference had hardened her soul down to a shining diamond core—hard, shining, flawless, and unforgiving.

Her Promise was her beauty. Her Curse, if you want to call it that, was her vanity. She wouldn’t allow
 anyone to be as gorgeous as her. She was to be immortal, constantly hounding out the beautiful and ensuring that Celeste, and Celeste alone, was the bearer of the title most beautiful.

Not that she would scar or maim or kill these women—oh no. Beauty to a being like what Celeste had become was like fuel in an engine.

She could absorb beauty, pull from great sources of it and make it her own. She could humble a young starlet in less than a day, sucking away years of her future grace. In this way, a gorgeous 18 year-old might look haggard by twenty-five, when before Celeste interfered she would have been beautiful until at least sixty.

It was a slow, sucking form of torture that Celeste enjoyed, knowing that these other would-be beauties prizes themselves so much on their appearance only to have it fade and fade...and she fingered her cunt nightly, thinking of how much more

 she deserved the Beauty than they.

The only person she loved was herself; the only thing she loved truly was her beauty.

The djinns called this a Curse...but Celeste called it her Calling.

She was infinitely beautiful. An arrangement of mirrors surrounded her throne even at that moment, with her sister prostrated beneath her, so that she could see her gorgeous reflection at every angle. Her hair was dark, thick, and shining. She looked like a magnificent dark goddess, born from fire and smoke and engineered purely to make cocks hard and cunts wet. There was no escaping her beauty. She was like the sun, and all other descriptions and actions revolved entirely around her.

To say that she was in love with herself was an understatement. She adored
 herself, and had not been able to find an error in any of her doings or appearances in more than five centuries. Her every movement, every sound, every shift gave her sensational glee.

Constantly she rode on that hot, spectacular edge of lust—that initial moment of falling in love that could last for months with a new partner, all those longing looks and flashes of quick heart rate—and for her, it had lasted for half a millennium.

She turned from her reflection—with some regret—and raised a perfect eyebrow at Anastasia.

“Where is it, Sister? Where is the Djinn Stone?”

“I’ll never tell you.”

“Of course you will, sister. This crusade of yours to stop 
me has only gone on for as long as I’ve allowed.” Celeste held out a hand, and instantly her attendant female slaves—lovely creatures with brilliantly red hair—moved to assist her. Their cunts pulsed with helpless orgasm at the gloved touch of their goddess.

The male slaves, naturally, only looked on with helpless longing as these female attendants were blessed enough to touch Celeste.

She strutted down from the high steps of her throne on impossibly tall, crystal heels. They made her legs and ass look even more magnificent than before. Celeste smiled, strutting slowly down from her throne. Even her pure, angelic sister’s eyes widened with desire as she witnessed the glory of Celeste’s approach. Every muscle perfectly toned. Every inch of skin bronze and tight.

“That I have you here now proves that I could have captured you at any time, I should think,” said Celeste.

“Big talk for a vain bitch.”

Celeste smirked. She held her sister’s face for a moment and slapped her.

“I am
 a vain bitch,” said Celeste, staring longingly at her nearby reflection. “But an insult is all about tone
, isn’t it? For instance, I could tell you what a wonderful
 job you’ve been doing researching
 all those artifacts
 to rob me of my power.” Her sarcasm oozed through every syllable. “Except I’ve been following your research. And I know what you've found—I knew what you were looking for probably before you did.”

When Celeste had wished for her beauty, Anastasia had 
been there too. She had wished to make the world a better place—such a kind-hearted girl. And so she had been Promised with immortal youth, to always be able to help. And she, too, had her own Curse—that she would be barren and partnerless...forever. Her eternal work would be done alone.

And so, in her isolation, Anastasia had decided that Celeste’s efforts to gain power and glory for herself had gone too far.

“We’re in the same boat, Anastasia. I’m surprised at your stubbornness. I found the Djinn Stone nearly as soon as you did. We wouldn’t have found it at all without spying on each other. I deserve it as much as you.”

Anastasia shook her head. “I don’t want to use it. It’s too...too powerful. Too much. I want to destroy it...after I take away your Promise. And your Curse. I would give you peace, sister.”

“Peace?” Celeste scoffed. “I’ll know peace when the whole world kneels before me. When...”


When no one can ever hold me in their power ever again
, she almost said. But she stopped herself. Her sister had a way of making her emotions run high.

“I want
 that Power, sister mine.” Celeste stroked Anastasia’s face, enjoying the hot shuddering pleasure on the blond’s face at her touch. “Where is it?”

“I...won’t say.” She straightened, perhaps only inadvertently showing off more of her cleavage in her thin white sheet gown.

Celeste’s smile was indulgent, then. She had rather been 
hoping Anastasia would see it that way. It was always more fun
 to watch as someone’s will broke into pieces before her very eyes. Especially a strong, hard
 will like Anastasia’s, tested and refined for so many hundreds of years.

Most people gave in right away.

“We’ll see about that.” She snapped her fingers. A retinue of five pleasure slaves—all female, all beautiful, decorated with jewels, high heels, and lacy lingerie—rushed to attention, breasts bouncing a-ready. “Make her talk, ladies.”

The beauties smiled with religious fervor, licking their lips and approaching Anastasia slow, like cats circling a platter of milk.

“It doesn’t matter how much pain you give me,” Anastasia insisted. “I won’t talk.”

“Pain?”

She leaned in and kissed her sister hard and deep, moaning lusciously as their tongues melded. It would be nothing to make her sister’s hot, beautiful body thrill with orgasm with little more than a careful flick of her tongue...but instead, Celeste held off, letting Anastasia instead stew in her pent-up desires.

“You’re my sister, darling,” she dropped her voice to a luscious, loving coo. “I would never dream of hurting you in such a way. I want you to feel good
. I want you to feel so good, in fact, that you’ll do anything I say...just like all of my wonderful servants here.”

“Slaves, you mean.”

But her sneer was more insincere this time. She had 
tasted Celeste now.

“Don’t speak so poorly of them,” said Celeste. “You’ll be among their number soon enough. And then we shall be a family again. I should have done this ages ago, but it was more amusing to watch you meddle. Now, though, you’ve gone too far.”

She slipped back up on her throne, crossing her long legs as she did. Below her, a male bodyguard passed out from orgasm. Two others dragged him away; if he did not recover within the day, he would be disposed of and his body incinerated.

The immortal beauty only had use for the strong in her service.

Celeste slid one glove off her hand, allowing her skin to touch skin—the only being in the universe, as far as she knew, worthy of touching Celeste was...Celeste. She cradled her elegant breasts, twisting the nipple to send a hot shiver of pleasure down her spine. The show was just beginning.

The five slaves held Anastasia down on the tile, spreading her limbs out wide. The luscious beings cradled her legs and arms between their thick, heavy breasts, kissing and cooing over each inch of skin. Then, one slave in the middle began to lick Anastasia’s cunt. Slowly at first, and then with more surety—soft kisses followed by eager, long licks apply just the right amount of pressure.

When her slaves obeyed, they did so with great enthusiasm. There was no greater pleasure for them than to obey an order from their Mistress. And so, while their experience was not as mindblowingly perfect as it was when 
they were honored with pleasing their Mistress directly, they still were blissful as they took turns licking Anastasia to madness.

It was not long before Anastasia began to cum. She tried to hide it—coughing and shaking through her moans of pleasure—but for Celeste, the signs were unmistakable. Her body twisted and shook, her mouth making a perfect round shape of eager surprise.

The slaves did not let up though, even though she begged them to stop. She did not mean it; there was no way she could
 mean for them to stop. Nothing that felt that good would ever be unwanted; Anastasia spoke from some last pale vestiges of propriety, rapidly being eroded by one lick after another.

And so, as the slaves licked and licked at her sister’s cunt, encouraging her to cum, and cum, and cum again...Celeste fingered her hot immortal cunt, flicking at her cunt, watching her sister’s mind and will melt into nothingness.

Needless to say, she kept her masturbating self within eyesight of Anastasia—and that singularly erotic sight did more to warp her sister’s mind than a thousand slaves licking her could have done.

And soon...soon she would know where the Djinn Stone had hid itself from her, and then her power would be absolute.
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WHERE THE FUCK IS SHE
?

Gwen had been thinking this exact thought—and very little else—for the past twenty minutes as she waited for her girlfriend to come out to the parking lot.

Her anger was unreasonable. She knew this. It often was. Gwen had a temper, as her therapist was fond of telling her, and it wasn’t fair to the rest of the world to take this temper out on them. After all, whatever she was angry about was probably just some fear or unresolved issue with herself.

Perhaps even Phoebe’s lateness was tied to Gwen’s own deep-rooted fear of abandonment, brought upon by her mother’s absence in her life at a very young age.

And if Gwen were able to sit and concentrate very hard, to clear her mind and accept the stark reality of her heated emotions, it’s probable this was what she would realize and even come to accept, coming closer still to full acceptance of her emotional state than she was than the last time she had to deal with this sort of issue. It would be real, significant progress.

But none of that mattered at this particular moment, because Phoebe was fucking late
 and Gwen was fucking pissed
 and wasn’t it just like
 that blond bimbo
 to just totally forget
 that she was supposed to be somewhere
 with her fucking girlfriend
?

“Not like I
 matter, I guess,” Gwen ranted to her empty, sweltering hot car. “Can’t skip one lousy
 class to hang out with me, and now you can’t even show up on time so I can take you home
, I mean what the fuck
, Phoebe. Not like I had things
 to do today. Not like I wanted to fucking make us some dinner

, for fuck’s sake.”

Phoebe, of course, said nothing, because she was not there. Gwen was well-used to building up arguments against no one at all present; she tried to do so to organize her thoughts so that when she actually met
 the person in question, her offense would be sudden, exacting, and indefensible.

Her method was blitzkrieg. It often left Phoebe in tears and then Gwen felt awful, and had to cycle through a series of suddenly-carefully-constructed apologies, which were always heartfelt and sincere.

Then came the make-up sex.

It was a massively hot day and Gwen did not have the car running so she could feel the air conditioning. She didn’t exactly make a lot of money from her job as a Customer Service Representative at the Camping Equipment Expo, and every little bit had to be saved. She could only afford to take a few classes at a time, and it was just her rotten luck that one of them had to be with Phoebe's boss.

Sweat ran down her brow, soaking the neckline of her tight gray shirt. Her nipples were showing; yelling actually got her blood up, making her rather sexually excited. Usually, most of her fights with Phoebe ended with three hours of lovemaking.

It wasn’t exactly a terrific system for showing passion, but it was passion
, and that was something new for Phoebe, who had grown up in such a stuck-up W.A.S.P.ish household that showing any sort of preference was tantamount to blasphemy.

Twenty one minutes now. That was too long—too long by half, when twenty minutes was barely acceptable. Was this real math, or was this just her emotional algebra? It didn't matter—Gwen was mad
.

She roared out from the car, snatching up her purse and slamming the door shut. Her legs were long and she wore tight blue jeans, her hair short and dark and streaked with red dye. She had the sort of skinny build of a girl who stayed up way too late, ate way too little, and subsisted on too much caffeine and nicotine. Phoebe had mostly convinced her to give up the smokes, but goddamn
 if this sort of thing didn’t make Gwen want to go back to her old ways.

Sometimes a good storming was needed. And so Gwen stormed through the campus, hounding down her girlfriend with all the knowledge she had at her disposal. The place to start would be with that dickhead professor of hers, Jacob Lawton, to see if he had seen Phoebe.

And maybe, maybe
 she’d give him
 a piece of her mind too.

After all, wasn’t all this shit his fault? If he had just let Phoebe go
, if he had taught his own
 class like he was fucking supposed
 to, then Phoebe wouldn’t have been late, now would she?

What an asshole. She would
 give him a piece of her mind, and she’d make damn
 sure he’d think twice before crossing her again.

His office was small and at the end of the hallway in the shabby liberal arts building. The whole campus was shabby, really, but the liberal arts building was in disrepair. It was 
more like anti-repair. She could have sworn she had seen a few handymen there earlier in the week just tearing out electrical wiring from the wall without bothering to replace it or cover up the hole.

As she approached Lawton's office, something felt wrong. Intensely
 wrong, the kind of wrong that made her reach into her purse and wrap her hands around the little can of pepper spray she had waiting.

It was a sort of sixth sense she had; a sensitivity to danger, the kind of thing that had saved her skin more than once living in the city. She trusted this sense, and her guard was up.

Inside the door to Lawton’s office, she heard screams. Immediately, she flung the door open—and saw the love of her life getting plowed thoroughly by a powerfully muscular young man.

The screams were screams of pleasure. Phoebe was having the fuck of her life.

They didn’t seem to notice Gwen, and she didn’t utter a word. She was speechless at this erotic display. Phoebe’s blond, supple body was entire naked, sweaty, clinging to the man as if her life depended on it.

“Yes, baby!” she moaned. “Oh fuck, yes, Jacob! Give it to me! Your dick is so big! Your dick is so fucking right
, oh my god! I’m gonna cum, Jacob, oh fuck! Oh fuck, I’m gonna—gonna, oh...oh fuck!”

Gwen watched, her cunt suddenly and inescapably dripping wet, as Jacob—and when had he
 become so muscular and youthful?—drove her girlfriend to a mind-
melting orgasm.

Jealously flooded Gwen; she had never seen Phoebe cum like that, with her mouth twitching in silent ecstasy, too much pleasure flowing through her body to even form words.

And even then he was not done with her. He bent her over on the table—twisting her lithe body effortlessly—and shoved himself into her from behind.

“Fucking...fucking make you mine
,” he grunted. “Make you what I fucking want
.”

From the table, he grabbed a tablet, tapping and sliding.

The door shut slowly behind Gwen on its own. She didn’t notice. Her mind, her entire being, was too transfixed with what was happening before her. She knew she should be mad—and she was—
but she was also fucking turned on
. Gwen watched, her cunt dripping, fingers tugging at her shirt around her neck and reaching in to grab her nipples.

“Fuck,” she said, very softly, watching Jacob’s back muscles as he drove his huge cock into Phoebe. “Fuck...cock...big...”

Her mind felt slow and soggy. Thick. Swampish. Thoughts arrived slow and stayed for a long time, and every last notion centered around the immensity of Jacob’s cock, how virile he must be, how good
 Phoebe must feel with it pumping in and out of her like that.

She felt high, but more than that, like she was somehow witnessing
 herself in the way she felt when she had in the past tripped on mushrooms.

Drool formed on her lips, forming a slow trail down her 
chin and melding into the beads of sweat on her neck and chest. He was fucking her so goddamn hard
.

She watched, with dumb amazement, as Jacob worked on the tablet set on Phoebe’s back and Phoebe began to change.

It was small aspects at first—her skin became more tanned, her hair more golden blond. The roots had always been darker than the rest of her hair, but no longer—they were gorgeous bright blond now. And then her hair became longer
, thicker
, streaming out from her skull like a waterfall of silk.

And then her tits
 started growing. They ballooned out at first—becoming wider than her back and as big around as the seats of a chair—pumping underneath her body like inner-tubes. Jacob laughed for a minute at that and then made a few more swipes, and Phoebe’s tits became smaller though still massive—easily an E cup—but sensationally gravity-defying. Muscles, strong and intricately sexy, developed on her delightfully hot back to help support the load.

That was too much for Gwen. She loved tits—she loved Phoebe
’s
 tits, and now to think that there were more
 of them...

She dropped to her knees. Somehow, her pants had fallen down to her ankles; fortunate, though, for this made it all the easier for her fingers to bury themselves in her cunt.

“Shit!” she cried out, her body pulsing with ecstasy. “Shit, fuck
. That’s so fucking...so fucking hot
...”

A part of her knew it was wrong. A part of her knew, indeed, that this was all fucking insane

. That this was dangerous
 and she had to get out of here as soon as possible.

But all of this was buried—deeply so—beneath an avalanche of arousal for something that she had never even felt
 before. It perhaps would have been one thing to be as crazy attracted to Phoebe as she felt right now—with Phoebe still becoming every more gorgeous beneath Jacob, with her legs longer, her body leaner, her waist tinier, hips wider.

But to feel all this want, this desire, this need
 for Cock
, capital C motherfucking COCK for the first time in her life, Gwen’s more rational side had no chance.

If she was still a lesbian, it was only because she couldn’t imagine fucking any other man alive...only Jacob. And oh, fuck, did she want to fuck him.

Finally, the two rutting mates seemed to notice her. Jacob turned with a smile, pulling himself out of Phoebe. Hot streams of precum shot to the floor, like a trail of gasoline leading to a fire. Some landed on Gwen's bare thighs, and she scooped it up with a sort of wonder, marveling at its thickness, its consistency as it slid between her fingers.

“Lick it down,” said Jacob.

And she had to, she had
 to obey. He was the bearer
 of this fucking nectar and she had
 to do what he said. Truth was, she would have done it even if he hadn’t told her to.

The second the thick substance entered her mouth, a deep, pleasured moan escaped her. This was everything. This was everything
 she had ever wanted. It was like if all 
the pleasure receptors dedicated wine and chocolate doubled in number and participated in a mass orgy.

“Phoebe,” said Jacob. “Take a drag off my cock and kiss your lover.”

The blond beauty’s eyes glowed with anticipation. “Yes, Sir,” she moaned, dropping to her knees and taking his cock in slow and easy. It was incredible to Gwen, how much
 of his cock there was—and how easily Phoebe took it down her throat. A thick, pulsing bulge was visible inside her throat, and then she pulled out, her lips and face slathered with his essence.

Then Phoebe turned to her lover, eyes smoldering. Those glorious, newly huge tits, wet with sweat and every inch of her toned to perfection. Soft, baited breaths exiting her angelic, cum-slathered mouth. Long strands of the thick goo crossing in tendrils across her open lips.

“Kiss me, my love,” Phoebe moaned, taking Gwen in her arms. “Kiss me forever.”

There was no resistance possible. Gwen melted into Phoebe, her huge breasts, her perfected body, her silken soft hair. They kissed for what felt like days, but must have only been minutes. Each new second of rubbing their lips and tongues against each other meant more and more of Jacob’s intoxicating cum slipped down Gwen’s throat. The taste was amazing. Her cunt boiled over and as much as she adored kissing her love, she needed to be filled
 by that fucking bimbo-breeding godstick he called a cock.

“Just a few changes here,” said Jacob, tinkering with his tablet. “You never liked me very much, did you, Gwen?”

He was commanding her attention now, and she had to give him her respect. It was so important for a pretty girl like her to respect a Man like Jacob.

“I...I don’t...” she gulped. She thought
 she liked him—liked him a lot
, actually, always had. But if he was saying
 she didn’t, she didn’t want to disrespect him somehow...

“It doesn’t matter. You’re in love with me now, aren’t you? Both of you.”

Gwen stole a glance at Phoebe, and the two of them blushed. She recalled with clarity now the conspiracy she and Phoebe had made, getting Phoebe the job as his TA so that they could have time alone with him like this. Their love was girlish, adoring, and absolutely real. He was like a rock star times one million—they'd do anything to be alone with him like this.

“Yes, Sir,” said Gwen, breathy, staring with adoration up at him. “Totally in love.”

“And you love your new body, Gwen, don’t you?”

Truth be told, she had barely noticed it. But at his words, she looked down at herself and saw the changes he had made—the bigger, fuller breasts. The tight musculature of her body where she had been simple skin-and-bones before. The thick, full dark brown hair that cascaded in sexy, voluminous beach girl waves down the middle of her back—red streak in tact. She and Phoebe looked more like sisters than lovers.

“Yes, Sir. I love
 it.”

She had to love everything he told her to love. He was a Man and she was just his silly fuckdoll and that was that.

“Good girls. Why don’t you come suck my cock together?”

They groaned, both obviously waiting for this. Gwen rushed forward first, taking her first taste of cock with relish, sliding her mouth over his massively thick shaft with an ease that would have been absolutely impossible just two minutes ago, before Jacob had noticed her and began to alter her mind and body with the tablet. Before, she might have broken her jaw, and certainly choked to death, trying to wrap her luscious lips around his huge cock. Now she took to it like a duck to water, sliding up and over, tongue lashing with loving licks all around the sides as she slurped and stroked him.

“God, fuck her mouth, Master,” Phoebe moaned. “Please fuck Gwen’s mouth? Please? Oh fuck, do it...fucking teach her a lesson. Teach her to obey
 you, Master...”


Master
, thought Gwen. Oh fuck, yes. That was the perfect
 name for Jacob. He was her Master
, and he was fucking her mouth
.

She slipped off the cock only long enough for Phoebe to join her as they ran their mouths and tongues over his cock in unison. Passionately, they melded lips at the head of his shaft, making out with aching need with his perfect meat in between their conjoined mouths. Phoebe’s fingers slipped into Gwen’s cunt, and Gwen’s into Phoebe’s, and the two of them fingered each other with increasing gusto as they traded turns up and down their new Master’s titanic rod.

Jacob shoved Gwen into the corner of the office and powered his cock down her throat. If she wasn’t so 
absolutely willing for him to do it, it would have looked violent, scary. As it was, she moaned with bliss as he manhandled her and began to fuck her throat in earnest—fuck her entire mouth like it was a cunt he needed to teach a lesson.

And Gwen was so ready to learn his lessons.

“Fuck her, Master, yes!” Phoebe moaned. “Fuck your little fuckdoll. Fuck her face, please? Fuck her harder
. Fuck her until she can’t fucking breath, baby, please
, Master?”

“You fucking bitch,” he grunted. “You always...shooting me those dirty looks. Who's fucking dirty now, Gwen? You're my dirty little whore.”

She was
. What dirty looks he meant, she had no idea. Maybe all those dirty “please come fuck me Daddy” looks she and Phoebe practiced with each other to give him whenever they saw him—their number one Hunk, their super-god-only-man.

Phoebe, meanwhile, was going mad with desire at his side, bopping at his hips with her fists, pounding her feet up and down on the floor.

“God, Master, cum down her throat? Oh fuck please? Oh fuck please
?”

Something in him must have felt the desire to comply, because that's exactly what he did. Jacob emptied himself inside Gwen, dumping heavy loads of white hot cum down her belly, painting her throat, spraying into her mouth, and finally covering her face and body.

There wasn't a part of her that didn't feel totally soaked in his huge load of hot sticky seed. She'd never felt so erotic, 
so sexy in all her life. She felt like a work of art.

She had to take it in for a moment, try to regain her bearings. It was so very hard when swallowing and sliding the cum all over herself was so easy, so fun, so delicious.

Then, still fingering herself, Phoebe knelt forward and happily began to lick her semi-conscious lover clean.

And all the while Jacob was watching—tinkering—swiping—tapping away at the tablet, perfecting his new slaves.
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HE ARRANGED THE GIRLS
 on the couch, ordering them to make out while he put his thoughts in order. During the drive home, with the two girls safely making out in the back seat, he’d had a sort of moment of clarity:

There would have to be a reckoning with Vivian.

She was many things, and not all of them were favorable; but she was still his wife, and he loved her dearly.

Their relationship had a sort of open door policy when it came to sexual relationships that neither of them much took advantage of. Both were homebodies; going out with some brand new partner was just a lot of damned work, to be honest, and both preferred the company of their spouse.

So, he wasn’t overly concerned that Vivian might be upset he was cheating on her. According to their rules, he actually hadn’t.

But he was upset that she’d think he’d overdone it. By, well, a whole hell of a lot. He’d transformed two perfectly innocent young women—lesbians
—into his cockloving 
fuckslaves just because he’d wanted to get off.

It was hard to explain what had come over him. He’d undone most of the changes to himself at this point—especially those concerning his scent and all the other various addicting qualities of his presence. Phoebe and Gwen remembered that they had fucked him—and remembered that it had been great
—but they also were more in love with each other than they had ever been. They were also obedient to him, but not absolutely so.

He just wanted to make sure that he could have them stay in one place if he wanted to make changes to them. Definitely, no more sex.

Yes, sure. That's why he brought them home to meet his wife.

The template that he had built—he called it the “Master build”—was saved on the tablet. Probably that was proof enough that he wasn’t totally serious about giving it all up.

He was in the bathroom washing his face when he heard Vivian walk in. She walked past him with a soft “hi, dear,” rushing to set down her bags and slip off her shoes. She carried a lot with her through the day.

Then she saw the two girls on the couch. They had been changed back...mostly. He hadn’t been able to undo his changes to Gwen’s hair—she looked so fucking good
 with long hair, that red streak intact. And while their breasts were still larger than they had been, they weren’t quite as big as he had made them before.

And yet, still, he had their old templates saved too.

And yet, still, also—he persisted in the delusion that he 
didn't want to fuck them again.

“I wanted to be good,” he said. “But I don’t think I’m very good at it.”

Vivian jumped at the sound of his voice, a disbelieving smile on her face. “What...what’s going on, dear?”

There was no simple way to explain it. He took her by the hand and sat her down in the next room, their dining room that doubled as a small library, overflowing with all of their books.

He went through it all, step-by-step. The woman in white. The men rushing after her. The stone that became a tablet. The tablet that let him do...anything. The wild rampaging sex with the two beauties one room over.

She asked him to show it to her, and he did. When she tried to swipe a setting this way or that, though, the screen did not respond.

“It only works with me,” he said. “Found that out already with Phoebe.”

Vivian nodded, staring thoughtfully at it. It wasn’t her best angle. Her chin and jawline could stand to be more defined; her eyes just slightly too far apart. A small, barely noticeable zit had appeared on her cheek, covered with make-up.

There was so much he could change about her. So much he could do. The thought was making his cock strain. He had trouble thinking about anything else.

“Well,” she said, running a hand up and down his thickly-muscled arm. “I see you certainly didn’t mind making some changes to yourself.”

“There was more than just this,” he said. “It felt...intoxicating. It felt right
, Vivian. And I don’t know if I can stop myself from doing it again.”

“Do you want me to tell you to stop?”

“No,” he said instantly. “Yes. I don’t know. I don’t know...what I want.”

But his cock did. It wanted to fuck, and soon. It wanted to fuck Vivian so thoroughly that she’d be begging him to make her prettier for him.

To be the kind of wifefuckslave he deserved
 for having so much power.

“All that matters to me is that you’re happy,” she said carefully.

“Thanks,” he said. “But I mean...is that happiness? Changing...like that?”

“How did it feel?”

“It felt...amazing. But how do...I mean, what do you think
 about it? What do you feel?”

She was hard to make open up. Always so concerned she’d be hurting someone’s feelings. “You can have these girls, I can see that. Easily. But it’s...scary, Jacob.”

“I know. I shouldn’t have done that. I just...I got so turned on. I can probably turn them right back to how they were...”

“We both know you’ll just change them back again.”

“No, I won’t. I mean, you say the word, and I can just—”

“Don’t
—” Vivian took a moment, shaking her head and bending over. She sat back up again. “No. Okay? I’m not stupid
, and neither are you. Right? You have something that 
makes you a fucking sex god to the women around you, you've already fucked the minds out of two beautiful—fucking gorgeous—
young women, and you’re just going to give it up
? Jacob...please. Don’t buy into that idiocy. You’re better than that.”

He looked down, blushing a bit.

“Hell...” said Vivian. “Even if I did
 say for you not to do it, I mean, that’s just lunacy. Because if you really wanted, you could just...you know, fucking change my
 mind, couldn’t you? Just tell
 me to want this. Tell me to forget this whole conversation, or just manufacture it and place it in my head, or...anything really. It’s...you know. I mean, fuck, honey, even I
 find that kind of power hot.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Jacob tinkered with the tablet, turning it on and off, on and off.

“So you want me to...what? Destroy it somehow?”

“No. Not that. I just want...I don’t want to be left behind.”

She stood up, walking to the edge of the room where she could see Phoebe and Gwen still passionately making love to each other's faces. Their kissing session has escalated to include lots and lots of tit-grabbing.

“What are you saying?” Jacob asked.

“I don’t want you to fuck these women and not still want to fuck me, Jacob. They’re cute, and young, and hot...and I know that, like, I’m terrible about wanting to have sex, but I still really, really
 love it. And I love it with you. So I don’t want...I don’t want you out of my life.”

She couldn't be serious, though Jacob. Was she serious?

“Are you suggesting what I think you are?”

“What do you think I’m suggesting?”

“I mean...to make you...to change you. Like I changed them. To...I mean, if I decide to stay with my new form, then I should also...change you.” He licked his lips. “Breed you, even.”

“Do you want that?” Her voice was soft.

It was time to be brutally honest. “Yes. I do.”

She shrugged.“Then go ahead. If that makes you happy. I just can’t bear the thought of losing you, that’s all.” She put her hand on his thigh. “I can see which way the wind is blowing. You’re my husband. I know you. You already decided this.” She slipped down to her knees, tugging at his zipper. “I’m bad at having sex. Initiating. Feeling good about myself, feeling sexy enough to fuck. We both know that...but you could change that, couldn’t you? Could you change it right now?”

“Fuck,” muttered Jacob.

He loved his wife.

The tablet was not far away. In seconds, he had Vivian brought up on the screen. He immediately navigated to her emotional stats.

Levels of anxiety? From close to 80% down to 10% in a heartbeat.

Depressive tendencies? Totally removed.

Desire for sex? Increased past her normal 25% and up past 80% (any more than that and she’d never leave his cock alone enough for him to fuck other women).

“Mmmm....” Vivian moaned, eyes closing. She stretched 
her arms upward and leaned in to his body, giggling softly. “God, I feel...great
...”

He gestured for her to continue to unzip his cock, and she obeyed immediately. Her hands were soft and sure, taking him out with a bit of wonder. She'd never had complaints about his size—and she certainly wouldn't now that it was even thicker and longer than before.

“Girls, come in here,” he called.

Phoebe and Gwen obediently came over. There was nothing stopping him, nothing at all, now that he had the explicit permission of Vivian. His wife's mouth gently slipped over the head of his cock and she sucked diligently.

Every flaw he had ever pointed out, everything that had ever made him wish he had a prettier wife, he changed.

Sexual desire was first up—escalated to 80%, but only for him. Other men were dropped into negative levels. Desire for women went up from 40% to 70%.

But that wasn't enough. Oh, no.

As he arranged for more changes, he ordered Gwen and Phoebe to get naked—they didn't need their clothes on anymore. He made a very quick alteration to their profiles, upping their obedience and their sexual attraction to him.

Their obeying echoes were tinged with heavy, lick-lipping lust as they dropped completely nude to their knees.

Then he worked on Vivian. Her babyfat evaporated in seconds. The line of her chin and jaw became clean, regal, and elegant. The muddy hazel color of her eyes became bright and cheery, while her lips were enhanced to be more full, more plush and ready for kissing.

Her body became toned and long, her torso tiny and tight while her legs stretched longer. Long legs, big tits, thick long hair, tiny waist, wide hips—this is what his women would all
 have from now on. He had a type, and there was no reason not to indulge himself.

Vivian moaned at the changes. There was an option to make each alteration fill her body with pleasure—and so, loving his wife, of course he turned that option on. And so her body was already brimming with orgasmic bliss as her lips curled around his thick cock, sucking harder and harder, her every portion transforming purely for his pleasure. She looked like a model, and this model belonged to him.

He needed to fuck her. For the first time in longer than he could remember, he needed not only just to fuck
, but to fuck in particular his wife
. Not just to use her as a receptacle or an aid while he filled his thoughts with other women—no. He wanted to fuck the shit out of his girl.

“Get on your back,” he ordered.

Right away, she obeyed. “Yes, Sir.”

she licked her lips, her face brimming with confidence. He liked this new her. Even so, she had to learn the ropes.

He slapped her cheek—lightly, only barely enough to leave a red mark.

“You call me Master, slave.”

Her smile only widened. “Of course, Master. Anything you say, Master.”

He ripped the clothes off her body. Gwen and Phoebe gathered in close to him. Phoebe pushed her enormous tits against his arm, cooing appreciatively as he lowered his cock 
down to Vivian's wet, pulsing cunt.

Gwen, meanwhile, slid her bare cunt over Vivian's mouth, encouraging her to lick her pussy while their Master watched.

“He'll like it...” said Gwen. “He'll fuck you harder...”

It was all Vivian had to hear before sliding her head forward with relish, licking at the hot honeypot of the young temptress.

Entering Vivian was like an entirely new experience. They had fucked thousands of times in their period of marriage, but this was something entirely new. There was a whole new feeling to fucking his wife, his gorgeous
 wife, unqualified in any of his estimations of her. No turning away to imagine something or someone else to get harder. All he had to look at was her beautified face licking out Gwen, her transformed body squirming and writhing, all of it totally belonging to him.

“Fuck her, Master.” Phoebe's fingers were well up in her cunt, her entire body shaking with desire. “God, you're fucking her so good, Master...you're so fucking good
 to her...”

They fucked like this for several minutes—Vivian eating out Gwen, Phoebe cooing and moaning and fingering her cunt as she urged her Master to fuck his wife harder. Vivian slid Gwen to one side, though, biting one lip with desire.

“Now, you.” Vivian urged him. “Show me what you really
 look like, husband. Show me your true
 self.”

He knew what she meant. The tablet was near, and in moments, he had the “Master template” activated. The 
changes were so quick as to be almost instantaneous—one moment, he was a well-muscled version of his former self.

The next moment—he was a tall, muscle-bound, incredibly hung uber-god. His cock grew
 inside of Vivian, to the point where he had to alter her profile too so that her body could take his enhanced length. And all the while, his addictive, mind-altering precum and scent filled the air, fucking their minds with his forceful obedience even more.

“O-oh,” Vivian moaned, looking. “Oohhh, shit. Oh god
. Oh, god
!”

Her face was wide, eyes totally open. For a moment he thought he was hurting her.

“You have to fucking put a baby in my body, holy fuck! Oh my fuck, Master, please!”

The volume of her voice reached near-hysterical levels. He could feel her orgasms thrashing around his pumping cock like lightning bolts smashing against water, with his cock the one ship bold enough to navigate the seas. 

He needed to cum inside her. He needed to cum inside his wife
.

“Yes!” Vivian moaned. “Put a baby in me, darling! Please do it! Please fucking breed me!”

“Do it, Master.” Phoebe pressed her huge tits against his arm, urging him on. “Put a baby in her, Sir, please? Fuck her, Master. We need to see you fuck her!”

“Yes, Master.” Gwen positioned herself over Vivian again, sliding her slippery wet cunt on top of his wife’s face to lick. “Do it, please. Fucking dump
 your cum in her fertile belly, please?”

Beneath him, Vivian bucked and gasped, her mouth automatically reaching up for Gwen's sweet cunt. Her new musculature made her much more active beneath him—but his favorite position was still pinning her down, fucking her helpless body as hard as he could.

Emptying into her was paradise. His mind felt lost as he came inside her, orgasming for what must have been straight minutes. All the while his cock pumped, his balls thrumming and throbbing, pouring more and more sticky seed into her fertile hot body.

Gwen and Phoebe began to kiss one another around his cock. He slid out from Vivian, guiding his cock up to their mouths and allowing them the privilege to clean him.

Vivian's body was filled. But Jacob had stamina for days. And so, as he watched his wife’s mind shutting on and off, her thoughts eviscerated by the pleasure of his cum filling her womb, he pulled Gwen close and began to start again.

“You ready for your turn to get pregnant, girl?”

Nothing would stop him now.
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Maid Made Bare 5: Maid For Sale
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T
he limo stopped near an intersection. One opaque window rolled down, and a large, dark-haired man leaned out of it. He was, in every sense of the word, a stud. He called out to a young man crossing the street.

“Hey, bud! Come here a minute.”

The young man approached. “Yeah? What do you want?”

“This is more about what you want,” said the stud, gesturing for him to come closer.

The young man looked inside the window. A gorgeous dark-haired woman was sliding her loving, pink tongue up and down the stud's cock, working with gusto. She wore nothing but black lingerie, a tiny white fur coat, and tall, tall heels. Precum drizzled down the cock almost like a fountain, covering the beauty's face. A trail of it had slipped down to her breasts, barely contained by a tight lacy bra. Her hair was thick enough for the stud to hold a massive amount in one hand, guiding the bimbo up and down his incredibly huge meat.

Across from him was a tall, long-legged blonde beauty on her knees, fingers buried in her dripping slit as she watched the proceedings. She wore a tiny white dress, and giggled nonstop. Each giggle made her massive titties bounce hypnotically. The sexy line of her cleavage was on easy display; everything about what she wore and how she looked screamed, “Look at me! Fuck me!”

“What the...hell?” said the young man, looking closer.

He had thick glasses on his face, a tight plaid shirt on. He was of average height and weight, his jeans hanging loosely off his body. 
The stud in the car was a marked juxtaposition, his tight well-made suit barely able to contain the presence of his thick muscles and overwhelming machismo.

“Her. You want her?”

The stud pointed to the blonde.

“Do I want
 her?” the young man didn't understand.

“Yeah.” The stud took a firmer hold of the black-haired beauty's hair, willing her mouth all the way over his cock. The beauty skillfully swallowed him down, his bulge pushing down her throat. “She's for sale. Discount, even. You want her?”

The young man felt himself getting hard. Why was any of this happening?
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THE COUPLE STEPPED
 out of their expensive black town car, approaching the large building. They drew together comfortably, enjoying one another’s touch.

“You’re sure about this?”

Simon was a tall man, skinny. The suit he had on fit him well. Hayley thought he looked dashing in it. She had told him so when she bought him the suit, and then made him wear it. It was a shame he had such terrible taste on his own, but Hayley didn't mind so much playing dress up with him. Men were little more than toys to her, and Simon the latest (and most successful) in a long line of such toys.

“Of course
, dear,” said Hayley. “We’ve been over this. I think this will be splendid.”

Hayley smiled bright. She just knew that getting a Castle Maid was going to shape their lives for the better.

The day was autumn cool. Leaves swirled down the drive. The building in front of them had the name “CASTLE” in big, blocky white letters over the door. It was an out of the way place, buried deep in a wheat field on the state border.

Simon was a novelist, spending all his time in droll libraries filled with books, tapping away in his under-decorated study. He was intelligent, funny, handsome, and sensitive. And it was that last part—his sensitivity, that Hayley had a bit of a problem with.

Hayley wanted him to be more dominant. She wanted him to feel like he could take charge, whenever and wherever. She wanted to see his testosterone flying through the roof. Maybe even slap her around in bed once in a while, give her a good spanking, something like that. Buy her a fur coat, and demand she put it on while he fucked her. God, she would love that. For him to just bathe
 her in luxury like that. She had dropped plenty of hints about wearing fur coats for him, but he had not yet taken the bait.

Of course, maybe he felt bad about such things, as she had all the money in the relationship. Her family, the Haus Agency, oversaw the operations of a number of security firms all across the world. Simon had never murmured a word of dissatisfaction over Hayley’s wealth, nor had he ever once asked her for money. That was well enough—though Hayley loved having power over him, loved being able to make all their collective financial decisions because she controlled such a vast portion of their money. His writing earnings were small, but enough for him to pay his own way, most of the time.

Certainly, however, he didn’t earn enough to pay for a Castle Maid. Hayley had to put up one hundred thousand dollars just to have the tour of the facilities. It would be another several hundred thousand still, before the day was done, depending on which Maid model they decided to purchase.

At any rate, her hope was that having another female around might spice up his sex drive. It was only natural, after all, for a man presented with multiple mates to feel his desires grow.

Without a doubt, Hayley didn't view herself
 as part of the problem. She was a tall, lovely woman. When she was younger, she had been a gymnast, and had kept most of that flexibility and slender form. Her hair was sandy blond, kept stylishly short with her bangs floating down around her dark hazelnut eyes. Her breasts, while not huge, were still a sumptuous B cup, and didn't detract from her legs and ass, which she felt were her best features.

She didn't like
 to think of herself in such objectifying terms, of course, but it was hard not to when she was trying to get Simon to jump her bones more often.

In her circles—those of the ultra-rich—it was was well-known that Castle Maids were the number one way to increase sexual activity in 
a household. With a Castle Maid in the house, women felt more confident than ever, men felt much much
 more confident than ever, and to top it off, the household had a servant who only had to be purchased one
 time, and ever after would be obediently cleaning, cooking, sucking and fucking at any old time of the day.

It sounded like the ideal arrangement for Hayley. She didn't want to have to work through the ordeal of finding some magical unicorn—a bisexual girl who was disease-free and happy to be the third wheel in a relationship. No, a Castle Maid was the way to go. Simon had his doubts, citing some strange incidents where the women in Castle Maid households were rumored to become raving nymphomaniacs and the men started fucking everything that moved, but it was Hayley's
 money, so that was that.

Hayley, having been on the shit-end of a number of horrible rumors as she grew up and suffered through her snobbish prep schools, did not put much stock in hearsay. Besides, the Castle Maid representative she had spoken with over the phone had been very reassuring.

Resolutely holding her man's arm, Hayley approached the tall double doors of the building. The outline of Hayley’s form—displayed fetchingly in a red wool jacket and tight red skirt, displaying her long legs—contrasted sharply with the deep blue of the doors.

She had always been known for her legs. They went on until next Tuesday, or so many of her suitors had said. Simon had fallen in love with her over her brains.

Maybe that was why she had allowed him to stick with her.

Definitely, though, that was why she wanted a little more from him in the bedroom. Simon was an excellent lovemaker. He did everything Hayley asked. But sometimes Hayley just wanted to be fucked
, and brutally.

With a long, creaking moan, the double doors opened. Inside was a tall, bare room the color of steel. In the middle was a circular metallic desk, manned by a gorgeous young redhead in a tiny, bright white dress.

“Hello!” she chirped. “You must be the Sandersons!”

“Simon Sanderson,” said Simon, holding out his hand. “This is 
Hayley Haus.”

“Oh!” the redhead took Simon’s hand. She bit her lip, as if the act of touching him had excited her somehow. Hayley wouldn’t have been surprised to find out that it did. “You’re not married?”

Simon smiled. “No.”


Not yet
, thought Hayley. But soon
. I'll make him ask
.

“It’s just...usually we get married couples coming in, if we get couples at all. Most often, it’s single men. Though, last
 month we had three single women come in! We were very surprised. Word certainly gets around!”

“Yes,” said Simon, clutching his hands together. “I actually wanted to ask about that. Is there any reason to worry? I don’t feel like this is, well...”

The redhead looked at him brightly, blankly, waiting for her turn to speak. His sentence hadn’t finished, after all.

“Not strictly legal?”

A tall brunette woman entered the room, twice as beautiful as the redhead, making Hayley feel positively clownish. This brunette's every last feature was proportional, perfect. Her breasts, displayed in a low-cut blouse, looked polished.

“Yes,” said Simon. He held out his hand again. “Hello. I’m Simon, and—”

“This is Hayley, yes. I am Svetlana.”

She slowly eyed Simon up and down, and then Hayley, taking notes on a small clipboard in her hands. Simon let his hand fall, good-naturedly.

“Is there anything else I can do for you folks?” The redhead smiled, looking with some urgency at her computer. “I...have duties...”

The redhead had taken to grabbing at her overflowing tits, desperate to sit back down. Curious, Hayley walked over to the side of her desk. On the redhead’s computer was an animated kitten bouncing about, playing with a pink ball of yarn.

“That will be all, Sally,” said Svetlana. She focused on the couple. “Will you please follow me?”

She stepped through a door, guiding the couple into a long metal corridor. Hayley was happy to have an excuse to admire Svetlana’s 
behind. She was a confirmed bisexual, and could not contain her excitement.

They were here! Getting a Castle Maid! Her heart raced. She wanted more than anything to have an easy, hot piece of female ass around the house to fuck and use as she saw fit. And Simon too, of course. He would be allowed to join in on the fun at any time, so long as he asked nicely.

They passed through one hallway and then another. Lasers scanned over them briefly, mirrors on the walls disguising guard posts, most likely. Security was taken seriously, it appeared.

“As you intimated, Mr. Sanderson,” said Svetlana, not looking at the couple, “this is not a legal business. Very lucrative, however. You’d be surprised how many people want a willing, eager fucktoy in their houses, obeying their every last order.” She smiled, opening the next door. “Though, perhaps not.”

“Were you...you know. Brainwashed?” Hayley asked. “Transformed?”

Svetlana stopped. “Of course I was.”

“It’s just...you don’t seem like it. You seem smart.”

Svetlana smiled. It was a small little thing, full of malice. “I am glad to seem
 that way toward you, madam.”

“Why aren’t you working in someone’s house?” asked Hayley. “Did you screw it up, somehow?”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re a fucktoy, right? One of the maids? Did you screw something up, to not work there anymore?” She noticed Svetlana’s severe look. “Oh, don’t be offended, dear girl. I just want to ensure that I’m getting my money’s worth. I mean, why would I buy something if down the line it would have to be returned here? What if you’re some reject bimbo slut, trying to sell me goods? Ludicrous. So, were you or weren’t you?”

Svetlana took a moment before answering. When she did, the reply was accompanied by a cold, angry, toothless smile. “Not all of our girls here are requisitioned. Some of us volunteer.”

“Volunteer for service? Of this kind?”

“It is a life spent in bliss, obeying a single cause.” Svetlana sighed, continuing on down the hall. “You would be surprised how many 
women that appeals to. Though again, perhaps not.”

Something about the way Svetlana responded gave Hayley a chill. She decided she didn't like Svetlana. No, not at all.

“Quite an attitude on her, isn't it?” she whispered to Simon.

He nodded, noncommittal. His eyes stayed transfixed on Svetlana's rear, and Hayley felt herself growing a bit spiteful.

They stopped at a security desk. There was a tall, bulky man with a gun on his hip and a thick baton in one arm.

“Bags,” he said.

Sighing, Hayley handed him her purse.

“Any other materials on you?”

Simon nodded, handing over his wallet and the car keys, but Hayley shook her head.

“No.”

Something in her tone must have given Hayley away.

“We’ll know if you do, ma’am,” said the guard. “The scanners. You may as well tell us.”

She sighed. “It’s just my inhaler. I don’t see why it matters.”

Svetlana took it, her eyes lighting up as she saw the small device. Hayley had severe asthma. She blamed it for why her gymnastics career never really held together. In her mind, it was a constant curse. She needed a good tug on the thing every few hours.

“Anything can be bugged,” Svetlana said. “Excuse us.”

They stepped into a small room behind the security desk, taking all the belongings with them.

“Isn’t that odd,” said Simon. “So much secrecy. Usually they just check it right in front of you.”

“It’s not a football stadium, is it?” Hayley snapped. “Don't be a dolt. I can't have you acting stupid here.”

Simon withdrew, his shoulders tensing up. His arms crossed, and he looked away.

Hayley's mood softened. She didn't like attacking her man like that. It might make him cross, later. “I’m sorry, darling. I don’t like them taking my inhaler.”

Simon took her hand and gave her a gentle squeeze. “I know, dear.”

When Svetlana returned, however, his hand drifted away from 
Hayley’s once again. Hayley watched his eyes roam up and down the statuesque brunette’s body slowly. Hayley would make him pay for that; oh yes, he would get quite
 the talking-to.

It was all well and good for Simon to be attracted to other women. That was simply an understanding in their relationship. But he was not
 allowed to deny Hayley affection in the face a woman who had been rather mean
 to her, nor show any attraction to such a woman. Wasn’t that tacit in the entire agreement they had?

It would be soon.

Svetlana led them on and they entered a cavernous hangar. At one end was a long row of women, each partitioned off by red velvet ropes. They all had little signs in front of them.

Svetlana continued to speak as they approached. “So, as far as 'legality' goes,” she made little air quotes, “you needn’t worry about prosecution, I should think. As a method of securing our position in the marketplace, we delivered maids—either factory-grown or outsourced—straight to the leaders of the local and state law enforcement community here. We are working, successfully, on more wide-ranging defenses in the federal government. If men complain, a gorgeous woman shuts them up. And if a woman complains...”

Svetlana shrugged again, somewhat sinister.

Hayley, unable to help herself, started to get aroused. Svetlana was so cold, so easily clinical about enslaving and bimbofying regular women. It was rather delicious to think about, really.

Mother had always told her that morals were for the lower classes, trying to justify why they ought to be given more when they were so unwilling to work harder. In the upper classes, morality was more like decoration for a sun room. Not strictly necessary, but rather nice when it worked out.

They finally approached the line of potential bimbos. All of them gorgeous, with long sexy hair, enormous breasts, and happy smiles plastered on their faces. More than twenty, in all, each with a card reading a different product name in front of them.

Directly in front of them was the “Basic Bimbo.” Tall, naturally standing high on her tippy-toes, ready for high heel shoes. Her blond hair was thick, draping down her back like some golden blanket. Her 
tits were enormous, her grin vapid and permanent.

“Mommy?” the bimbo asked, quizzically. “Daddy? Baby wanna suck.” Her thighs pushed together, hot lust juices leaking suddenly from her cunt. The smell flooded their nostrils—sweet, like bubblegum. Hayley felt her arousal levels increase just from inhaling the scent.

“Oh my,” said Hayley. “I thought she was a statue. A replica, or something.”

“No, these floor models are all quite real,” said Svetlana. “If you see one you like, we can package her together for you today, complete with wardrobe.”

Hayley had to admit that she didn’t know all the maids would be quite so...proportioned. Their figures such obviously perfect hourglasses. Svetlana had similar proportions, as a matter of fact, though her legs were longer, and her tits just slightly smaller in her tight business suit.

“You mentioned something about outsourcing,” said Simon. “What does that mean?”

Svetlana nodded sharply. “Factory grown girls as the sort you see here. Completely wiped clean, and then made docile, obedient, and gorgeous by careful supervision. But, many of our girls are what we call ‘Milk Maids.’”

“Milk Maids?”

“Yes. Their bodies libido systems operate at such high capacity, after being delivered to their appropriate location, that they become practical mini-factories of 44DD. That’s the drug we use to create the effects you see here.” She slapped the metal tip of a pointer against the Basic Bimbo’s tits, and then abdomen. “This
 model doesn’t feature Milk Maid functionality, thus the low cost. But for all those with the “Milk Maid” content, they are able to deliver highly potent forms of 44DD through their lactation. Which, of course, is daily. As you can see.”

Hayley followed Svetlana’s pointing. The next maid down was a practical copy of the Basic Bimbo, but her tits were leaking thick, heavy milk. She stood in a puddle of it, her toes just barely visible in the tiny transparent plastic circle she stood in. At the bottom of the circle was a drain. Hayley assumed the milk went somewhere else—
perhaps to be bottled and then fed to other girls they took in here.

“Shall we continue?” asked Svetlana. “There are several more models.”

“I, uh...need just a moment,” said Simon, sliding next to a stanchion holding up the velvet ropes in front of the displays.

Hayley was puzzled. “What’s the matter, dear?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Svetlana nudged past her. She put a hand on Simon’s shoulder, coming close. “You know, Sir...test drives are part of the tour. For any one of the models. They’d all be happy to relieve you.”

“N-no.” His face was red. “I’d be mortified.”

“Cocks are celebrated here, Sir. Hard cocks, doubly so. I’d be delighted to see it...so long as your wife doesn’t demand first privilege?”

Hayley couldn’t believe it took her so long to understand the problem.

“Simon,” said Hayley, slightly admonishing. “You mustn’t be ashamed of your hard-on. Not in a place like this. But I will not
 have you testing out some floozy on the floor.” She put herself between her husband and Svetlana. “I rather think that, for the money, we’d like something a little
 more exclusive, yes?”

“No!” Simon coughed. “No, really. It’s fine. I just...just needed a moment. That’s all. Show us the rest.”

“Are you certain
, Mr. Sanderson?” asked Svetlana, coolly ignoring Hayley. “I would be delighted to show you to our private viewing rooms, where you could have a girl of your choice fresh of the factory line. A virgin, even. Though no pre-factory virgins, of course. Those are for...” she raised an eyebrow Hayley. “...our most
 exclusive clients.”

“And what are we?” asked Hayley. “Chopped meat?”

“Every business has a strata of clientele, do they not, Misses Sanderson?”

“It’s Haus.
” Hayley set her jaw. “Miss
 Haus.”

“Of course, dear. My mistake. Shall we continue?” Svetlana walked down the line, pointing as she went. Small overhead lights punched on as she walked by each new girl.“As you can see, there are a variety of models we are happy to offer you. The Happy 
Servant. The Milking Studmaker. The Fertile Fucktoy. The Breeding Beauty—”

“What’s the difference between the Fertile Fucktoy and the Breeding Beauty?” asked Simon. He had stopped, examining the Fertile Fucktoy. Her long chestnut hair wrapped entirely around her body. She bit one lip and spread her pussy, trying to entice him forward.

Hayley started, hoping to interfere, but Svetlana went right along.

“Excellent question. The Fertile Fucktoy model is guaranteed to get pregnant only when you want her to. The Breeding Beauty, in addition to what the Fertile Fucktoy offers, will guarantee a litter of children with every pregnancy.”

“I see,” said Simon. His face had become even redder. Hayley saw the thick, hard outline of his cock in his pants press noticeably forward and slide against the khaki fabric.

“Gosh, we don’t want that
,” said Hayley. “We don’t even want children.”

Simon bristled at that. An old argument of theirs.

“Well.” Svetlana smiled. “Just so you know, all our features are chemical. So, should you decide, later on, that you would like this feature or that feature, it’s just a matter of giving us a call, giving payment, and waiting for a delivery of a new treatment. Your maid, of course, will be delighted to take the treatment dutifully, until she’s just the way you want her. She lives to serve you, after all. After she tastes your sex, you will be imprinted upon her.”

They continued down the line. There were many more options. Many seemed, to Hayley, just variations in hair color or breast size or height. Some had special skills: sexual proclivities like bondage training, domming in the bedroom, or stripping. But other skills were more germane to occupations: gardening, web design, mathematics—there was even a cage fighter!

Finally they came to the end of the line. There were two almost identical tall, supermodel-esque beauties, their breasts somewhat smaller than the others, though just as obviously full of 44DD milk. Their hair, dark and shiny, slipped down to their waists, their eyes were bright and alive with seductive intelligence. They could have been absolutely identical twins, except one’s eyes were green, the 
other’s violet.

“Just in, we have the Seductive Siren,” Svetlana pointed to violet eyes, “and the Homewrecking Hottie,” Svetlana pointed to green eyes.

Simon looked from one to the other. “What’s the difference?”

“Well, the Seductive Siren works best as a gift, you see. If a rich gentleman wanted to give his friend the gift of lifelong service, but the friend was reluctant to take such a thing, he might choose the Seductive Siren. She could even manage to convince a man and wife to take her in.”

“And the Homewrecking Hottie?”

“A very
 specialized model, Sir. Very exclusive. I’m sure you wouldn’t want anything to do with it. After all, you are buying together.”

“I’m interested, now” said Hayley. Exclusive indeed! What a bunch of rubbish. “What does it do?”

“It’s more of the model chosen by...disgruntled husbands or partners, who want their wives to be around, but not so much of a problem, let’s say. If a man wanted his wife to step down and let someone more beautiful take the role, someone more...appropriately tempered for a man of his station, then he might choose this model. As I said, I’m sure it’s not for you.”

Such talk was rather scary to think about. Someone replacing their chosen partner just because they had tired of them. Frightening! Hayley was glad she didn't have to worry about it.

“I think,” said Hayley finally, “that we will just be very happy with the Basic Maid model, at this time. The one who can clean, cook, all of that. None of the other special features, though. None of that...lactation, business. I don’t want to see any milk in my home.”

“Sure,” said Simon. “That sounds great.”

He was still looking, with intense lust, at the Homewrecking Hottie. She was sort of his type, Hayley knew. Those smoldering eyes, that thick dark hair. Sometimes, Hayley would wear a dark-haired wig during sex to shake things up a bit. Simon loved it.

“Of course,” said Svetlana. She turned to Simon, slipping her arm into his. “Now, Sir, I assume you are the buyer?”

Simon smiled, quite taken with her attention. “Um, yes, sure.”

Hayley rolled her eyes. He was just saying that because he had a hard-on. None of the blood was going to his head.

“Please follow me?” said Svetlana. “We just have a few final payment details to discuss.”

“Actually, it’s my
 money—” Hayley started.

But they were already gone through the door at the end of the line of bimbos, and Hayley was alone.

Fine, whatever. Simon knew what she wanted well enough. She had been talking about it for weeks now, and he was such a very good listener. One of his many good qualities.

It was very quiet in the hangar. All around Hayley were the bimbos, staring blankly ahead.

One tilted her head at her—the seductive siren.

“Giggle?” said the Siren, cocking her head.

It sounded like a request.

Hayley snorted. Most certainly not! Hayley didn’t giggle. She was a proper lady, not some bimbo slut.

“Giggle.”

This was the Homewrecking Hottie now, stepping forward to the end of her ropes. It sounded much, much more like a command. The Siren stepped forward as well, looking at Hayley expectantly.

Hayley, for a moment, thought she was in danger. A pretty woman, like herself, alone in a room like this. And Svetlana had been so cold
, so mean
. Could she have ordered something to happen?

But...no. Svetlana was a servant. She couldn’t do anything Hayley didn’t say, explicitly. That meant none of these other bimbos could, either. This was just...some display. Some show, or something.

Right?

Down the line, the rest of the bimbos stepped forward, leaning over at the waist to stare at Hayley. Their long hair dripped down to the floor. They all started to join in, all the bimbos.

“Giggle,” they said, their voices soft and breathy. “Giggle. Giggle!”

Hayley laughed nervously, backing up. She clapped a hand to her mouth. Was that a giggle? No. No, of course not.

She laughed again, nervousness really taking hold now, turning quickly to the wall. It felt like the bimbos were getting closer, all of them giggling. She could practically hear the milk in their heavy tits 
sloshing.

She had to get away. The door Simon and Svetlana walked through was very close. She lunged for it.

The door stuck at first. It became harder and harder to breath. Panic was really taking her.


Inhaler
, she thought.

No, no. It could wait. She just needed to see Simon, and it would be all right. Finally the door opened, and from inside came an overwhelming miasma of sex.

Inside, she saw Simon on top of a sort of examination table. His head rolling backwards. Svetlana was between his legs, moaning throatily, taking him deeper down her mouth.

Hayley’s vision began to spiral. Why was this happening? Why wouldn’t he have told her? She was okay
 with him getting head from other women. Just not this
 one. Just not this bitch
 who insulted her.

She couldn’t breath.

She couldn’t breath
. Her throat closed in on itself, and her thoughts started to spiral. Madly, she searched through her bag for her inhaler. Her vision was dimming. All she could hear were Simon's moans, Svetlana's breathy sucking, and the giggling of the bimbos just mere feet away.

Finally she reached it. Within moments, the cool spray had poured into her lungs, filling her up with breath once more.

Except...it was different, this time. Right? It was all heady, and thought-slowing, and her body felt like it was just, like, floating.

Dimly, she crawled forward, giggling again and again.


Giggle
.

That’s what all the bimbos had said to do. Why hadn’t she tried it before? It was rather fun.

Giggle. Giggle giggle. Giggle relax.

Yes, relax. That would be good. She giggled. A fun thing to do. Such a silly little sound.

Someone’s heels stepped around her, over her. Svetlana and then another. The Homewrecking Hottie. Wasn’t that fun. That Hottie was such a hottie. Hayley giggled.

She watched as Svetlana pushed the Hottie down on her knees in front of Simon. With great urgency and eagerness, the exquisite 
Svetlana stroked Simon off into the Hottie’s face. The Hottie waited, green eyes burning with need, licking her lips, eager to taste his seed.

Imprinting, that’s what Svetlana had called it. Wasn’t that such a funny word?

“Funny,” said Hayley, giggling helplessly. Someone was touching her cunt as she watched her man get stroked off by another woman into yet another woman’s face.

She looked down briefly. Oh. Her fingers. That’s who was doing it. Wasn’t that interesting? Fingering her cunt to her man getting serviced like that.

Simon didn’t even see her. He was so very focused on the Hottie. In love with her, it looked like. Hayley giggled. That was so silly. Simon was supposed to be in love with her
.

Svetlana kept urging in his ear, and, groaning, spasming, he came all over the Hottie’s face. His seed was thick, gooey. The Hottie licked it all up, scooping up anything she could with a long delicate finger.

In short order, the Hottie was taken out of the room, still licking away at the cum all over her face. A small metal bowl with big purple bulbs on it was placed on Simon’s head. The light bulbs flashed briefly, and Simon collapsed down on the table. Svetlana took the device and brought it over to Hayley, still giggling and fingering her cunt.

It was the inhaler, Hayley realized. Something had been put in the inhaler
...

She giggled. That was funny.

“Now, my dear,” said Svetlana, a cruel smile on her face, “Who were you saying was a reject bimbo slut, again?”

Hayley barely even recognized the threat—and then the device was on her skull, working its magic.
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THEY ARRIVED HOME HOURS
 later, both still in a daze. Hayley remembered nothing after choosing the Basic Maid package. She knew she was incredibly satisfied with her choice. She knew that they both were. They had made a Good Choice
. Capital G, capital C. There could be no questioning that.

It was just...something didn’t sit right. Something about the experience...

By reflex, she sucked on her inhaler. Her thoughts dissipated, all worry sinking from her. A pink cloud drifted over her brain, washing over all those pesky worries—including the worry about why her worries were going away.

Her blouse felt tight, nipples pushing erect. She was horny, suddenly. She let herself revel in the feeling.

There was a lot to be horny about. The new maid, Fiona sat in the back seat. She had a self-satisfied smile on her face. Her long, tanned legs were open, gently revealing the dynamic musculature of her inner-thighs. She wore a paisley blue minidress, her tits on display with just a teensy apron around her torso, barely covering the small area between her cleavage and her hips. It was—obviously—rather more decorative than useful. A symbol of her maidhood, like perhaps a crown might be a symbol of royalty. Fiona rather resembled the Seductive Siren or the Homewrecking Hottie maids that they had seen, but Svetlana assured Hayley that Fiona was one hundred percent Basic Maid. That was good. That was what Hayley wanted.

She trusted Svetlana implicitly. She was a really terrific woman. Hayley knew that there had been some nastiness between them at the compound, but it was gone from her head now, gone like all those pesky little worries, drifting away in the pink cloud.

Hayley wanted to slide her hands through Fiona’s thick, dark hair. She wanted to touch those legs, those breasts...god, Fiona was so
 hot. Hayley was excited already, thinking of all the ways she could just touch
 this new Maid that she owned.

Their home was in a large, incredibly well-to-do neighborhood known as Cherry Ridge. Most every house on the block technically counted as a mansion, though some were more fancy than others. Hayley’s house—given to her by her parents, of course—was one of the oldest (and therefore most prestigious, and largest) on the block.

Simon parked the car at the end of the long drive and they all got out. Fiona, right away, grabbed her enormous trunk, handling it all by herself. Very quickly they were inside, with Fiona setting her trunk down and clapping her hands together excitedly as she 
surveyed the lavish surroundings of the house.

It was your standard Cherry Ridge mansion. All the ceilings were tall, the walls made of old, hard wood. The floors were marble; expensive art decorated the walls. Hayley had done almost none of the decorating herself, of course, hiring a team to do all that sort of thing for her. That still hadn't stopped her for taking responsibility for how lovely it all looked. Making all those phone calls was
 a bit of a bother, after all.

“Well now,” said Fiona, her luxurious beauty looking right at home in the elegant surroundings. “How would you like me to begin, Master?”

She addressed Simon, solely. Hayley had little issue with that. She, of course, controlled Simon. Taking advantage of this fact, she looped her arm through his.

“Let’s fuck her, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “Please? Right now? I want her. Don’t you want her?”

He nodded slowly. His reluctance to show his arousal, constantly a nuisance at the showroom, was gone now. They were safe in their home, and they had a new toy to play with.

He wrapped a hand around Fiona’s tiny waist, pulling her close. Her erect nipples danced against Simon's suit jacket. “We’re going to fuck you,” he said calmly. “However we want. Whenever we want. And we want it right now.”

Fiona leaned in and kissed him, slow and deep. It was scorchingly hot, seeing their faces press against one another. Hayley had never been turned on by two people more in her life. A slow whimper exited her mouth.

Slowly, the kiss ended.

“Yes, Master,” said Fiona, green eyes sparkling. “I would love that.”

In a matter of moments, they were upstairs in the bedroom. Simon led the way, with Hayley trailing behind Fiona. Fiona's legs were so long—longer even than Hayley's—it was hard to keep up. Simon was already half undressed when they made it into the bed, and Hayley stripped the rest of his clothes off happily. He had a fine body, thin with just enough meat on it to be sexy. A small tuft of dark hair protruded proudly from his chest. His cock, already hard, 
already had begun to leak out precum.

Just as quickly as Hayley had stripped down Simon, he stripped her down, ripping her expensive clothes and tossing them to the floor.

Soon, Hayley and Simon were both naked, the gorgeous Fiona at the foot of the bed, awaiting instructions. Her panties were off, on the floor. Hayley moaned, staring intently at Fiona's gorgeous tits, so perfectly arranged in her tiny outfit.

“Lick my pussy, slave,” said Hayley. “Lick it for me, now.”

“Yes, Madam.”

Fiona crawled forward onto the bed, sliding her gorgeous face between Hayley's waiting thighs, and dutifully began to lick. Hayley stroked Simon off as she did. He liked watching this. Hayley liked
 that he liked watching.

Fiona, moaning, pushed her hand upward and started stroking Simon as well. For a moment, the two women worked in unison, but this was just an illusion. The second they gained a rhythm, Fiona had slid her hand all the way up and down Simon’s cock, gently pushing Hayley’s away.

Hayley didn’t care. Fiona’s tongue on her clit was magical
. It had approached peak perfection almost immediately, sending electric currents up and down Hayley's body. She writhed in ecstasy, never wanting the sensations to stop.

But, almost just as soon as Fiona started licking, she quit. The thick, heavy stroking on Simon’s cock continued though, and she quickly added her luscious mouth to the mix. Fiona's licks on Simon's cock were loving, longing, like she had needed his cock her entire, entire life. Her eyes were alive with lust, with love
. She had true, undeniable worship in her face for Simon. For Hayley's
 Simon.

Fiona was ignoring Hayley entirely, now. Ignoring Hayley for him.

It was a better blowjob that Hayley had ever given. Her mouth was structured small, and Simon’s cock was a bit on the large side, so she had always had trouble taking him in all the way. Fiona had no such trouble.

Panic entered her mind. She turned to Simon, trying to kiss his neck, his face, but he kept turning away to watch Fiona work her magic on his cock. Now Simon

 was ignoring her. This was supposed to be Hayley's idea. This was supposed to be her
 triumph, and now she was on the side, like some reject appetizer before the main course.

It was getting hard to breath. She felt anxious. She backed off the bed, thumping down hard, hands searching wildly for her purse. Soon, she found it, expecting Simon to be getting up after her to help.

“Don’t worry,” she wheezed, “I’ve got—”

He wasn’t worried at all. Fiona had climbed up on top of his lap, sinking her scintillatingly hot cunt down on his long, thick cock. She had easily ripped off her dress, revealing her toned midsection and her enormous, gravity-defying tits. Her look was purest rapture—and with that face, it was a more perfect visage than Hayley had ever given Simon during sex.

Feelings of inadequacy shook her. She couldn’t even take part in their new, fun sex act without needing her inhaler.

Her chest continued to tighten. Hating herself, she took it in, sucking down.

The pink cloud ran through her thoughts. Everything felt better immediately. Her anxiety slipped away, immediately forgotten.

Simon was having brilliant fun with Fiona. Wasn’t that the whole point of this exercise? Who cared if he fucked the gorgeous maid? Hayley wanted to fuck her too, for goodness sake!

Her lust renewed, Hayley climbed up on the bed, pushing on her lover until he was on top of the maid. Then she pushed on his hips, purring and cheering him on.

“You're fucking her so good, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “You're fucking our new property. She belongs
 to us. You're fucking owning
 her with your cock!”

Simon grunted, nodding, not responding. There was some intense, intimate connection happening between Simon and Fiona that Hayley no longer paid any attention to. His thrusts increased in frequency, starting to jackhammer hard into Fiona's preciously hot little cunt.

“Do it, baby,” Hayley purred in his ear. “Cum in the maid! Cum in her!”

“Yeah, oh fuck,” he moaned. “Yeah, you know it. I'm gonna 
own
 her, own
 her...”

Jerking wildly, Simon came, emptying himself completely in their new property. Hayley could feel his orgasm rippling through her own body, and for the first time in their relationship, she came at the same time as him. It was inexplicable—she wasn't even touching
 herself!—but all the same she came when he did. Her body shook with the orgasm, and soon she was on the bed next to Fiona, lost in the dark-haired beauty's thick lusty scent.

“Thank you so
 much, Master,” Fiona moaned, pulling Simon close. “Thank you so much for honoring me with your cum.”

The three of them cuddled all the rest of the evening, Fiona wrapped around Simon, and Hayley sidling up next to Simon's back, snoring softly and comfortably.
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A WEEK PASSED. FIONA
 cleaned, cooked, and washed for the couple as dutifully as anyone could have asked. And at night, and during the day, and sometimes right in the morning, she served Simon however he asked.

For Hayley, though...

For Hayley, Fiona had been a little more willful.

Hayley had expected some time of adjustment. It was only natural. She remembered Svetlana saying something about how the maid would be more likely to listen solely to the male in the household, at first.

And so, Hayley had something of a difficult time telling Fiona to do this or that, and reminding the maid who was really
 in charge. But Fiona gave her all these haughty, arrogant looks, acting like she didn’t need to listen unless she felt
 like it, which seemed to be never.

“You will be cleaning the oven later, I assume?” she asked last Sunday, after an enormous roast dinner.

“Oh no, Madam. I didn't know
 that ovens needed cleaning after such large dishes. Are you saying they do
?”

Little snipey, sarcastic retorts like that. Certainly not what Hayley remembered from talking with the Castle Maid 
representatives, or what she had heard in her elite circles of acquaintances when they met at big time galas and pool parties. But, that was well enough.


Some period of adjustment is to be expected
. Svetlana's voice in her head was so reassuring, so comforting. Hayley didn't dare question it.

But...but. The nastiness didn't seem to be dissipating, at all. If anything, it was only getting worse
.

Early Wednesday morning, Hayley was going to go out shopping. Fiona caught her at the door.

“Oh, you're wearing that
?” Fiona asked, raising an eyebrow.

The outrageously beautiful maid wore a tiny tight black dress, her shiny tits and legs on perfect display. She was a work of erotic art.

Hayley looked down at her short skirt, her tight blouse. “Yes? Is there something wrong?”

“No, it's just that...well.” Fiona smirked and looked away.

“What? 'It's just' what?” Hayley put a hand on her hips.

“I didn't think someone with your
 legs would actually wear short skirts, that's all.”

Hayley was incensed. Just because Fiona's legs were goddess-like and tanned, perfect in every possible way, didn't give her license to insult Hayley's!

“I—I don't, like, I don't—like, I mean, you know?” Words blubbered out of her, like water down a stream. “Okay? So...like! All right?”

Fiona giggled, her magical tits bouncing in her tiny black dress. “Was that a sentence?”

“You know, like!” Hayley shook her head, storming back upstairs. “You know!”

For almost an hour after that, Hayley sat in her room, fiddling with the inhaler in her hand. What in the hell was wrong with her? Why hadn't she been able to articulate her displeasure? Hayley had been rich and spoiled all her life, and she knew it. Articulating her displeasure with those below her was one of her finest skills. It was rather startling to find it just gone
 from her all of a sudden.

She made up her mind—she would discuss the matter with Simon. He was a man, and so therefore quite smart and reasonable. She 
would listen to his opinion on the matter and thank him, perhaps with a blowjob. Yes. That was a good, ladylike thing to do.

Five minutes later, after a short tug on her inhaler to take the edge off, she walked into his study. He was working. He hated being disturbed as he worked. Hayley didn’t much care. She was upset, and as her partner, he had to listen to her on her time.

His muscles were thick in his tiny white shirt. The biceps bulged, turning his sleeves thin. He looked positively massive in front of his tiny notebook computer. His study was one of the smaller rooms in the large house, just a few hundred square feet around. Bookshelves lined the walls. Simon's desk was large and old, an heirloom from his grandfather on his mother's side.

Simon was ready for her, holding a hand up. “Not now, dear.”

His voice was a bit muffled, an old pen in his mouth.

“I really must
 speak with you.”

She came close to his desk.

“I’m in the middle of some terrific stuff, here. Can’t it wait?”

Hayley stamped her foot. “No
. I am your partner
 and I want to talk, now
.”

Sighing deeply, he closed his notebook and turned to her.

“What is it, dear?”

She took a breath. “I’m having some misgivings about Fiona, darling.”

“Fiona?” he laughed heartily. “Don’t joke. She’s incredible.”

Simon had, of course, definitely turned the corner on his stance with Fiona. He fucked her every night. Every morning. Every afternoon. They had fucked more in the last week than he and Fiona had in almost the last year.

That bothered
 her. But she just...she couldn't quite figure out why. Every time she felt like she was getting close to figuring it out, her asthma would act up, and she'd need a long tug on her inhaler.

“Y-yes. I suppose so,” said Hayley. “But I feel like...I don’t know. I feel like there’s something sinister
 going on with her.”

Simon laughed.

“Sinister? Would you listen to yourself? She’s a maid
. She’s a mind-controlled
 maid. You have nothing to worry about. She couldn’t possibly want anything that you don’t decide for her to 
want.”

Hayley shook her head. “That’s not true. Just the other day, I caught her giggling as she listened to the radio.”

There had been some ad on promoting a politician’s speech on female equality. Fiona had giggled helplessly. “Female equality?” she had snickered loudly. “No such thing. What a silly idea.”

Simon was unimpressed.

“And? So she laughed. That’s nice. She has a lovely laugh.”

“No, it’s not that. It’s...dear, don’t you get it? If she has enough independent thought to find something funny, why wouldn’t she have enough to plot something against—”

“To plot
? Would you listen to yourself? She couldn’t plot her way out of a paper bag unless she had explicit instructions.”

Hayley, dejected, tugged at her dress.

“I just...also...there’s been some changes.”

“Changes?”

“Yes. Physical ones. To me.”

Now, Simon seemed more concerned. “I don’t know that I follow.”

“I’ve been...I don’t know. Empty-headed, lately. Airheaded, you could say. Giggly, sometimes.”

“So?”

“Yesterday, I watched entertainment news for six hours straight!”

“You sounded like you were enjoying yourself.”

“I was! I was—” she stopped.


I was playing with myself the whole time
, she wanted to say.

Anything could set her off these days. And looking at all those sexy celebrities in their sexy clothes, running around the world doing whatever they wanted...it didn’t take much to get her so
 excited. She was cumming almost more often than she was giggling, and she was giggling a lot
.

It was so simple to giggle. So easy. So freeing. She did it there, in front of Simon, tittering nervously, and then allowing that to rapidly progress into a carefree, gentle giggle.

But, there were other items that bothered her. “Also my hair...it’s blonder.”

“You didn’t dye it?”

“No
.” She giggled. God, why was she giggling? This was serious. “I just woke up and it looked that way! Now, explain that! How would that be happening if Fiona wasn’t making
 it happen somehow? That’s what they do to those maids, isn’t it? They make them all blonde and big-titted and dumb!”

“Don’t be silly, dear. Fiona isn’t a blonde.”

“You know that’s not what I mean.”

Her voice, which she intended to be scathing and demeaning, was high-pitched, breathy, and plaintive. It all seemed so far out of her control.

“And besides, that color looks smashing on you. Are you sure you don’t like it? I would think you’re a natural blonde.”

“I...really?”

She felt her body begin to glow warmly with the force of the compliment working through her. The Man’s
 compliment. His masculinity appreciating her femininity. That was so very
 nice. She giggled again, thinking of how nice it was to be appreciated.

Her mind wandered for a moment, her fingers floating over her engorged nipples. She hadn’t even talked to him about how her bras were having trouble fitting, how it felt like her tits were growing slowly, but god, if he thought she looked good
, then maybe she shouldn’t complain so much? He hadn’t fucked her since Fiona arrived. She had encouraged him to cum in the new maid plenty of times, though...

“Hayley? Hayley, are you listening to me?”

Simon had clearly been trying to get her attention for a few seconds now, snapping his fingers.

“I’m sorry, darling. I was miles away.”

Hayley touched her nipples, twirled with her hair. He had said she looked good
. Could she entice him?

“Listen,” Simon said sternly. “This maid was an investment.”

“I know
 that. But—”

“Do you? Do you have any idea how much she cost? You’re the one who wanted her to begin with!”

“I know!
 I’m sorry, but I just...I just...”

Wait. Why was Simon worrying about the cost? It was Hayley’s 
money...wasn’t it?

“I don’t...I don’t understand why you’re worried about the money, dear. It’s...the money is...”

Simon stood up to his full height. Had he gotten taller? He was so very large, so strong. Hayley felt her heart pumping fast just looking at him. She felt like she was falling in love all over again.

“The money is mine
, darling. I’ve been meaning to have this conversation with you, but it’s rather time you figured it out. I’m the man. I control the money in a household. That’s only right, isn’t it?”

A feeling of hot, easy lust struck her body as he asserted his dominance over her. Something was wrong, but it felt so nice
 to give in...

“Oh. Yes.” She giggled, thoughts in her head popping like balloons as her arousal increased. “Well, I suppose so.”

“Wonderful. Fiona thought so too. That’s why she drew up these papers for us.”

From the bottom drawer of his desk, Simon pulled out a thick folder, pulling out several paper-clipped documents and shuffling them gently before placing them in front of Hayley.

“Papers?”

Hayley was losing track. Hadn’t she come in here to make demands of him
?

Wait, had she? But, women didn't demand things of men. That was wrong. And she
 was a woman, and he
 was a man, so...

“Fiona is qualified as a paralegal,” said Simon. “Remarkable young woman. Sign here.”

He held out a pen. Confused and overwhelmed, Hayley backed away from the table.

“I think I better...lawyer. Get one. You know.”

It was getting hard to breathe. Her panic was coming back. She tugged at her blouse. Why were her breasts feeling so unwieldy and large? And her thoughts, so fuzzy all the time. What was happening to her?

“Don’t be so silly, dear. We’re lovers. You don’t need a lawyer for someone you love, do you?”

God, that made sense. Everything in that sexy, hot baritone of his made so
 much sense. She wanted to believe everything he said.

When had his voice gotten so deep and thick? Didn’t it used to be reedy? Whiny? Didn’t he
 used to be a bit of a pushover? There were so many...so many changes, such hard-to-explain occurrences...

She tried looking at the papers in front of her. The words read like mush. “But...what does it say?”

“It’s very simple, dear. It simply gives me access and control over all of your accounts and estate.”

“Access...control?” She shook her head. “I don’t...I don’t...”

Again, she tried to look at the papers. The words swam together, spiraling, sinking. If only she could watch the words on television somehow. Maybe put them on the entertainment channel. Have that nice bubbly blonde anchor lady explain them all to her...

Simon leaned forward, rapping his knuckles on the desk. “Dear, you have to trust me. Relationships are built on trust.”

She tried again to read the words, but they crashed against each other in waves, worse than before. Her mind was on fire. Something was wrong, wrong!

Standing up, she backed away from the chair, feeling the world spiral and thunder. Why didn’t anything make sense anymore? Why did she feel so stupid
 all the time? How was Simon pushing her around like this? That wasn’t how it supposed to work. This was all wrong
.

Suddenly, her inhaler was pressed against her mouth. Reflexively, she took in a long, deep breath.

Instantly, she felt better. She barely noticed at all that Fiona had entered the room; that she was the one who had placed the inhaler on her mouth.

“There you are, Madam. Won’t you sign, now? It’s for your own security.”

“Yes, dear.” Simon walked around to meet the maid, sliding his hand far up between her ass cheeks in her tiny little dress. “Listen to Fiona. I’m the man, aren’t I? That means I’m stronger than you, naturally. Doesn’t that make sense?”

“Strong...yes.”

That did
 make sense. Yesterday, Hayley saw Simon lift an entire leather couch by himself while Fiona was sitting on it, just to startle her and make her laugh. They were so cute together. Such a perfect 
couple.

“So, that means something is much more likely to happen to you than it is to me, all right?”

“Oh. Yes. All right.”

“You had better sign these papers, then. In case anything should ever happen.”

“I...yes. Of course.”

Finally, she obeyed. Her signature was still wet on the paper when he tugged it out from under her hands and slipped it into a folder, handing that quickly to Fiona.

“Wonderful, dear, thank you.” He straightened up. “Now, if you would please leave us? Fiona and I would like some privacy.”

“Pr...privacy?”

“Yes, dear. We have quite a lot to discuss.”

“Oh...of course. Yes.”

She left in a daze, barely noticing the sudden cheers behind her. They were happy! That was good. Hayley had been so, sooo good to make them happy. It was so very right and good to make a man and his maid happy.

Something made her stop at the door frame though, and crack the door open. The two inside did not notice. Fiona was on Simon’s lap, purring and telling him what a wonderful, good decision he had made.

“You’re so strong,” said Fiona, crushing her big tits against his thick chest. “So very strong. I can’t believe how well you handled that.”

“Yes,” he said. His large hand toyed with her sexy tall red high-heeled shoe. “And now, like you said, it will be that much easier to make the transition to marriage.”

Marriage! Hayley put a hand over her mouth, gasping with joy. He must have been talking about marrying her! That was like, totally great!

Her fingers sank to her pussy, searching for those magic points of pleasure. There were so many down there; the entire area like a live wire from an exploding transformer. Just the thought of being chronically attached to her Man
 got her hot, and that
 was hot too.

“Thank you so much for suggesting that, my dear.” He stroked 
Fiona's hair in admiration. “It’s rather more secure this way. She’s been so absent-minded lately. I don't trust her with any funds.”

“Of course
, Master. I live to serve you, and want you to be happy at all
 times. May I stroke you, please?”

“Yes,” he said, voice becoming distant as Fiona lowered down to her knees. “You don’t think we were too harsh on her, do you?”

“Oh, no, Sir. I think you rather could have been much
 more harsh on her if you wanted.”

Fiona had slipped her hands into his pants, tugging them down all the way. Hayley moaned, barely audible. She hadn’t seen Simon’s cock in so long. It had gotten so big—so hard!

“More harsh?”

“Oh yes, Sir. I know that, for instance, if you were to slap me around, I’d absolutely deserve it. The man is always right, after all.”

“Yes,” he said, thumbing at her cheek, and then gripping her neck. “I am.”

“Yes, Master. So right. It’s so right to choke me, like that.”

As she told him this, she stroked him harder. His hands closed around her neck, both of them together. Fiona nodded, her face pure bliss, as his grip tightened and re-tightened around her elegant throat. He relinquished the grip just for a moment to slap her face, and this only made Fiona stroke him harder.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I'm your property
. You do with me as you will. You're right
 to hit me. You're so right
 to choke me. A woman doesn't get to decide what's best. Only her Man. Only you
.”

Her strokes increased in frequency and as they did, Hayley's ministrations toward her own cunt became more and more frequent as well. Hayley found she was about to cum just from watching Fiona get slapped and choked by her man. God, god! That was so hot, so wrong!

It was almost like Simon had a million little complaints that any boyfriend might have with his girlfriend. And he wanted, he needed
 to let these complaints feel their purchase in the world. Needed a physical output for them. For Fiona to embrace this physicality, to say that she wanted
 to feel his frustrations...Simon could only be too willing to follow through.

The slapping increased, the choking became harder, and Fiona 
only moaned and writhed the more. Unable to control himself any longer, Simon exploded, his cum thick and hot and gooey. Fiona slipped her mouth around the head of his cock after the first spurt got her in the face. Her cum-soaked hair and gorgeous face soon adored his cock with startling alacrity. She truly was made for this. Hayley moaned with her own orgasm as she saw her man cum. Her body spasmed against the door, and she was barely able to keep quiet, her sexy lithe body writhing in ecstasy in the hallway.

She'd give anything
 if he let her taste him again. She just loved him so much!

Maybe...maybe after they were married.

Simon’s breathing slowed, eventually. He stroked Fiona with true affection in his eyes, and slid her up on his lap once more.

“I’d like to show you the ring I got for her, if I may.”

“Oh, yes!” Fiona clapped her hands together. “Please, let me see!”

He brought out the stone, contained in a small little box. Hayley struggled to hold in her breath. She could see it clearly from the angle she was at, and it was beautiful
!

“Oh, my...” said Fiona, a frown forming.

“You don’t approve?”

“I’m just...not sure. I don’t know if it would work for someone of her...qualities
.”

Her voice had taken a rather acidic tone. At the same time, while she sat on one of Simon's massive legs, her hand had begun to stroke his still-wet and still-hard cock.

“How do you mean?” he asked.

He was too busy looking at the cum gathered around Fiona's breasts to properly appreciate how earnestly she stroked his cock.

“May I wear it?”

“Of course.”

Fiona slipped on the ring. Hayley felt fury, jealous and cruel, rising up inside of her.

“You see...when it’s on a finger like mine? A figure like mine? Do you see what I mean?”

“Yes,” he muttered slowly, watching her deeply.

“I’m just so
 perfectly gorgeous all
 the time. And it’s all just
 for your enjoyment.”

He stroked her hair, adoration in every movement. “I know.”

“And that brings me to my point. This lovely, lovely
 stone isn’t even quite good enough for someone like me, is it?” She smiled. “And so...for someone like your wife. That means that it’s a little too
 good, doesn’t it? A little too glamorous
.” She paused, smiling. “Excuse me, Master. Your wife-to-be.”

“Hmm. I see your point.”

“Might I offer an alternative suggestion?”

She clicked on his computer just a few times. The page already bookmarked in his browser. It was some landmark ring in design and quality, layered with sapphires and rubies. The ring’s price could barely fit on the screen.

“Now, you see that? Isn’t that a lovely
 ring? That’s the sort of ring you deserve
 to give to someone. You’re such a strong, good man. You deserve to give the fanciest ring possible to a woman who truly
 deserves it.”

“Yes,” he said softly. His eyes lit up, seeing the page, and then his gaze drifted back over to Fiona and her work on his cock.

Fiona’s fingers were still slick from her saliva and his cum from the last load as they worked up and down Simon's incredible cock. Hayley was in disbelief that he was still so, so very hard. It made other thoughts hard to process—that cock was right there, and so fucking huge!

“Could you imagine what that would be like?” Fiona stroked dutifully, her eyes focused solely on the thick beauty of Simon's rod. “Giving a beautiful, gorgeous ring to someone who needed it? To someone who deserved it? A stone like that, it belongs in a museum, or on an earth-shatteringly gorgeous woman.”

Simon didn't have words any more. He was clearly too turned on to speak. He pushed Fiona down to the ground and ripped off her dress, exposing her beautiful tits.

In short order, he had taken both mountainous breasts and shoved his cock between their slick, sexy valley. He was so much larger
 than her. His cock reached her mouth, and she could suck him even as he fucked her big beautiful tits.

“Gonna fucking ruin
 you,” he grunted. “All this nasty talk. Trying to take me from Hayley. I'll teach you. Teach you right.”

Fiona moaned out in affirmation. She was happy to be subject to anything at all that Simon wanted.

Hayley’s own were too small to fuck. Simon couldn’t do it with her. This panicked her horribly. Her breaths came hard and fast, once more. The stress, the anxiety breaking through the pink cloud after seeing the horrible scene with the ring, with Fiona so clearly
 trying to replace her. There was no rationalization that could work. Fiona was trying to wreck their home!

“You have all her money,” Fiona moaned. “All that money. She just gave
 it to you because you’re such
 a hunk.”

“That's right,” said Simon. He slapped Fiona, and she moaned with pleasure. The pain on her cheek was exactly the same as a slow rub on her clit. “She has to do what I say. And so do you.”

Fiona nodded. “Yes, Master. Treat me however you want! Treat me like you deserve
.”

Simon slapped her again, and Fiona moaned with even more pleasure, holding her tits together for his cock to keep fucking. Simon was getting ready to cum again already.

Hayley's world was spinning. She couldn't make sense of anything. Wheezing, she had to grab the inhaler again.

And...there.

All better.

Pink cloud, floating in. All anxieties, gone. All worries, dissipated.

Replace her? How would Simon replace her? How would Fiona? Hayley was like, banging cool. She couldn't be replaced.

So what if Simon was fucking another girl's tits and slapping her around a bit? That was super hot. He was such a fucking stud. He deserved to do whatever he wanted.

Moaning now, fingering her cunt furiously, she leaned forward against the door, pushing it open with her forehead. Simon must have seen her, but if he did, he did not care.

He did care about Fiona. She was gorgeous and deserved his attention. Groaning loud, huffing out every breath, he came, covering Fiona's face once more in the thick gooey strands of his load. Fiona giggled gleefully as she licked it up.

She pushed it all around on her huge tits, sliding the ring that was supposed to be Hayley’s through the thick, hot goo. It had been 
marked, the ring. Marked as Simon's. And Fiona had been marked at the same time.

Hayley knew that was supposed to mean something
, that she ought to be like, worried or scared or something
...but for the life of her, she couldn't figure out how it all fit together.
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A FEW WEEKS LATER,
 Simon still hadn’t proposed. Hayley clung to the hope that he would, and soon. She tried to drop hints, but mostly she just ended up giggling something stupid about white dresses.

“Aren’t like, white dresses fun and sexy?” she would say, trying to somehow consume food at dinner instead of drooling like a schoolgirl at every last movement of Simon's. “Like...shouldn’t like...I get one?”

He responded by buying her a cheap white minidress online. Fiona recommended it. It cost less than fifty dollars and was made of vinyl. She wore it, happily, hoping he would eventually make the association.

She would have bought her own dress, maybe, but Hayley had found out the hard way that she had no money anymore.

The incident occurred after a lot of introspection on Hayley's part, late on a Friday afternoon. Outside, the weather was turning cold at nights, and it rained regularly.

More and more, she had become sure that the inhaler she had was the problem. And not because she had painted it pink and put little silly happy faces on it. No, no that. It was the fact that every time she took a breath of it, she felt funny and placid and silly for hours at a time. And she took it several, several
 times an hour! That couldn’t be good, right?

And so, in a rather lucid moment, not taking her inhaler for more than an hour, she decided she would get on a plane and go see her sister. She started packing a suitcase. It was pink, fluffy, and looked like a giant rabbit's head.

There was a knock on the door. Simon. He must have knocked gently. If he did a proper knock, he would splinter the wood. They had to replace three bathroom doors in the past week.

He walked in, shaking his head slowly at her attempts at packing her things. He had on just a brief pair of shorts and a tiny white shirt. He didn't bother much with clothes, anymore. They got in Fiona's way.

She wore her vinyl white dress and a thick pair of clunky black heels. Her dress had fit perfectly when Simon bought it just a week ago, but already it was too tiny. Her ass had ballooned outward, becoming perfect for squeezing and touching. Her tits had grown more than two cup sizes, approaching nearly 48DDs. Her legs were long and bronze, even though Simon had not allowed her to step outside for weeks. All
 of her skin was bronzed, in fact, and toned. The only working out she did was fingering her cunt to the workout channel on television.

Her hair was thick, blonde, and reached nearly to her ass. It was a nuisance, sometimes, but it looked so
 hot. Especially with her puffy, thick cocksucking lips, and her bright, bright blue eyes.

If you had asked Hayley, she would have insisted that she always looked this way.

“What do you think you’re doing, Hayley?”

“I wanna go see my sister,” said Hayley. “I’m feeling all funny and stuff. I just...I wanna get away
. Out of this house for a little while. Okay?”

Simon examined her spilled-open suitcase. It was full of fashion magazines and make-up. A few coloring books. There were only a few pairs of clothes.

Simon picked up a coloring book about dogs. Hayley resisted the urge to grab it from him. She liked that one. She had used blue
 in it, and that was such a pretty color.

“I’m just not going to allow that, Hayley.”

“Not allow it?
” She giggled. “You don’t get to decide that. Like, I have money! I’m just gonna go.”

He shook his head sadly. Taking her by the arm, he sat her down in front of his computer in the bedroom. He and Fiona used it to watch porn while they fucked. Fiona liked to stroke his cock and tell him about all the women there he deserved to fuck. Sometimes they let Hayley sit at the foot of the bed and watch, and play with herself.

“You gave me all your money, love.” He pointed at the screen. It 
was full of numbers and stuff. Hayley couldn't process any of it. “Don’t you remember? You signed papers and everything. You said I deserved it more.”

Well, he did
 deserve it. So, that made perfect sense.

But, didn’t she
 deserve something? She was looking hot
, lately. Her body was rocking
. Over the last few weeks, her tits had grown and grown.

Right? Or...hadn't they...been that way?

Thinking was hard. She giggled.

“I don’t...I’m like, not happy, Simon!”

She said this in an enthusiastic voice, like she was congratulating someone for winning a sports car.

“You’re giggling and smiling all the time.”

“Yes, but something is wrong
.” She put a hand through the thick, lustrous strands of her shiny blonde hair. “I’m like...all giggly and dumb and stuff. And my titties! They keep getting bigger! I think? None of my bras even fit anymore! None of my clothes do, either!”

“Oh, sweetie.” He tsked. “That’s what you’re upset about? You want some new clothes?”

“Yes! But other things too! I wanna see my sister, okay! I want to go see her.”

She crossed her arms, stamping her heels. They barely made a sound. Oh, right—there was new, puffy carpet on the floor. The better for fucking Fiona in, Simon had explained. Wordlessly, Simon picked up her inhaler from off the bed and slipped it into Hayley’s mouth. Without a thought, she sucked it in, letting that pleasant pink cloud take over.

Just weeks ago, the inhaler's medicine would create a significant shift in thinking, a new lateral plane of being. Now, it was just slipping a few gears back, making it that much easier to relax. She felt all the tension slide out of her gorgeous blonde body.

Why had she been talking about growing titties? Her titties were plenty big. She giggled. They always had been. Simon loved them that way.

“How about this,” said Simon. “I’ll invite your sister over. She can fly in tomorrow, if that makes you feel better. I’ll even pay for the ticket myself.”

“Gee, really?” Hayley felt her heart flutter. That was so
 
nice of him. “That would be great!”

“And as far as clothes go, you can just borrow Fiona’s.”

“I...but...I want new
 clothes...”

He shushed her, putting his fingers on her mouth. She felt the little quivers of an orgasm at his strong, manly touch on the pleasure centers of her lips.

“Don’t be silly, babe. You’ll look hotter in Fiona’s clothes anyway. We don’t have money to just buy a new wardrobe whenever you want.”

She nodded, smiling. He was so right. He was always so right. Why hadn’t she just talked with him to begin with?

“Now,” he said. “Don’t you owe your Man an apology?”

Slowly, she nodded, sinking her head down to his lap. Quickly, she had freed his cock and slid him down her throat.

It only happened when Fiona wasn't around, but Simon had been fucking her more and more recently. Mostly he stuck to her mouth, taking a quicky blowjob whenever he felt like it, but sometimes he would honor her by filling up her cunt. He promised he wouldn't get her preggo, though.

Somehow, that disappointed Hayley. She thought she would make a super mommy. She wanted babies in her body so bad.

Tears filled her eyes as she took his cock into her mouth. He was hard already. Hayley knew he could cum whenever he wanted. He must have enjoyed feeling her tears slide down around his crotch—they were tears of joy at being listened to, tears of happiness that he still wanted to use her in the way that she was intended.

Her lips, so thick and plump, were the perfect cocksucking devices. She slobbered up and down his cock, making him as wet as he was hard. Simon was so strong that he could just ram her up and down as quick as he liked. It was almost like he was just masturbating, using her head as his hand.

“I’m going to honor you, now, Hayley,” he said, breathing fast. “Are you ready? Are you ready for your Man’s glory?”

She moaned an affirmative. She had been born ready to take her Man's cum.

Groaning, he shot into her mouth, spraying his brilliant warm 
spray all down her throat. She swallowed every last bit of it, orgasming all the way. She couldn't stop
 orgasming when it came to Simon's cum. Seeing it, smelling it, hearing about it from Fiona. All of it made Hayley cum like the hot bimbo babe she had become.

And so she came, and came again, clinging hard to Simon’s body as he pulsed load after load down her throat. She continued to hold him as she drifted into sleep.

When she woke from her cum-filled daze, she saw that she had been hugging a pillow, not Simon. He must have walked away, as she could hear him and Fiona down the hall, cooing and fucking wildly. God, her man was such a stud, able to get hard so
 quickly.

The next day, he and Fiona went out on the town, leaving Hayley in the house to clean. They bought the dark-haired beauty a brand new wardrobe. Not a piece of it—not even the barely-there lace lingerie—cost less than five hundred dollars.
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HAYLEY WALKED THROUGH
 the house, holding a feather duster. She giggled as it slid over the surfaces, gathering up the dust. It was like some sort of dust magnet, sucking up all the dirtiness that it touched. That was like, super
 neat. It was so cool what devices men could invent for women to do for them. Fiona had bought it for her a few days ago, saying that she wasn't doing a very good job with the rags and spray.

She wished she
 could go out and buy something for herself, but that was impossible. Leaving the house was impossible. Good maids stayed in the house at all times, cleaning and cooking and obeying. And that's what Hayley was—a very, very good maid.

Certainly, she was dressed like one. She wore nothing but tiny white lingerie, her enormous breasts just barely contained by the thin fabric. Little white gloves were tied to her wrists with pink ribbons. Her hair, fabulously long and thick, fluttered down past her ass like a golden blanket.

She teetered on her heels as she sauntered on down the expensively decorated, wood-floored hall. She was incredibly top-heavy. It was sometimes hard for her to keep her balance.

Earlier this morning, for instance, she had broken her inhaler from a fall. It was a stupid, silly, very Hayley-like thing to do. But, that was okay. Her asthma hadn't really seemed to act up in ages, now. She mostly used the inhaler because it made her feel so funny and nice.

Still cleaning, Hayley stepped into Simon’s study area. He wasn't in there. He was in the backyard, working out. He liked to lift weights in the sun where the neighbors could watch. Hayley had caught a few nearby housewives eyeing him from their windows, slowly fingering their bodies in their skimpy night robes.

In the study, Fiona lay supine on the couch, one leg casually lifted up over the back. Her body was bare but for the lacy trails of ludicrously expensive lingerie around her privates. Her terrifically large breasts seemed held up entirely by the force of her will. A thick, black sable coat covered her  incredible body. Her smile was serene, sultry. She held a glass of brandy in one perfectly manicured hand, swirling gently. With her other hand, she was letting milk drip from her tits into a large coffee cup.

“Hello, dolly,” she said, venom dripping from her voice. “I was just making a drink for Daddy. He’s supposed to come and fuck me full of his babies, soon. Would you like to help?”

“Drink? But that’s...you have...milk? Babies?”

Hayley’s thoughts spun.

“H-how long...have you been able to do that?” she asked.

“What? Milk?” Fiona shrugged. “I've been doing it this whole time. You've even caught me before, from time to time. And then we just gave you a little tug on your happy breath, and you were good to go.”

Hayley's world felt crumbly all of a sudden. In the bimbofied ozone of her thoughts, small connections started to get made. If...if Fiona had milk
, that meant that they could have been sneaking into any of their food! Into Simon! Into Hayley! They could have been doing any old thing at all! What else were they lying about?

Fiona sat up, a little concerned. “Where is
 your inhaler, dolly?”

“I broke it.”

“You broke it?”

“Yes, okay! I don't have it anymore. Just...just b-be quiet!”

She held her hands to her head, fingers trailing through the thick blonde hair there. God, was that
 supposed to be there? Had her hair always
 been blonde like this?

“You look like you’re having an attack,” said Fiona, a little concerned. “You should have a little milk. It will calm you down.”

She set down her brandy and approached Hayley calmly, the cup of milk outstretched.

“I’m not...n-not having an attack
. I’m thinking!
 Don't you get it? I'm thinking, for once!”


She pushed Fiona back onto the couch. Her cup went flying, and she was covered in her own thick milk. She giggled, somewhat delighted, immediately scooping up the thick substance and sucking it down through heavy, thick lips.

Hayley rushed behind the large desk at the end of the room. Simon kept files. Everything
 was filed. She found “C” for “Castle.”

Words were so, so
 hard for a silly little girl like her, and they kept wanting to mush around, but if she squinted her eyes and focused, they started to come together. Forming sentences and lines that she could recognize.

There. It was all there in the receipt. Her sparkling blue eyes grew wider and wider. Simon had bought the Homewrecking Hottie with Hayley's money. He had let himself
 forget that he'd done it. He'd made Hayley
 forget that he'd done it.

“You’re...” Hayley shook her head in disbelief, staring at Fiona. “You’re a Homewrecking Hottie!”

“And proud of it,” said Fiona, tossing her hair back. Her milk was already sliding right off it, as if it couldn't bear to mar such beauty. “And, might I add, doing a terrific job.”

“B-but...we wanted a maid...”

“Perhaps you
 did. But from what I understand, Simon wasn’t entirely sold on that...and then you made Miss Svetlana angry. That was a mistake.” Fiona giggled. “Or, maybe not. You’re completely hot, now.”

Fiona approached her, smiling seductively. Hayley had seen this before—it was how Fiona always convinced Simon to do something he was unsure of. The receipt fell from Hayley's hands, fluttering to the ground.

“But I just...I said...I thought...um...”

It was so hard to focus on anything when Fiona was right there, and so, so very pretty...

“Don’t you enjoy being a maid?”

Hayley whimpered. She did. But...b-but, no! She had to fight!

“You might have Simon fooled, you might have him entranced
 and hypnotized
 with your wiles, but you haven’t got me, all right? Do you understand? I-I’m in charge of you. I'm the boss!”

“You are very tiresome,” Fiona purred. She slipped her gentle arms around Hayley’s neck. Hayley didn’t understand what was happening. “Come here.”

She kissed Hayley, long and slow. Fiona's tongue tasted like warm, rich chocolate. The pink cloud was back in Hayley's mind, and stronger than ever. Her pussy felt suddenly soaked.

“Here, love,” she purred. “Have some of your medicine.”

She tugged her bra all the way down. Her tits leaked out hot, aromatic milk. It looked delicious.

Drool slowly dribbled down her chin. Oh god. She wanted to taste
 another woman’s milk!

“You...no milk. Not...not supposed to have.”

“Don’t be silly, dolly. You're supposed to have whatever I say. It's about time you had a proper taste of me.”

Fiona slid her hand through Hayley’s thick, hot hair, attaching her mouth to the leaking nipple below. Hayley sucked obediently, greedily, taking in the happy thoughts it provided. All struggle gone, all fighting gone. Her mind drifted away to another place. Fiona’s fingers were on her moist cunt, and she couldn’t help but spread her legs and let her in. She was sooo pretty.

“This is much more pure than what you’re used to,” said Fiona. “The inhaler is rather indirect. It takes so much longer. To tell you the truth, I think Simon and I have been enjoying it. We make fun of you constantly. All that fumbling about and trying to get your way. Your wits were rather crude, even before all of this.”

All Hayley could think was that Fiona was like, the most gorgeous woman Hayley had ever seen in her entire life. It was so nice to be talked about by her.

Thumping sounds indicated the massive Simon's arrival. Lips still 
attached to Fiona's tit, Hayley felt love and adoration for her Man fill her body, her mind, her soul. Her everything. That’s what he was. Everything.

Fiona slipped upward, greeting Simon with a long, loving kiss. They were made for each other. The one so buff and strong, and the other so very feminine and perfect. It was a perfect match. Hayley felt happy just to witness it.

Fiona cast a cold, raised eyebrow back toward Hayley. “Really, love, I think you should stop stringing her along now. I don’t think we can wipe this incident from her mind. We've already used the device on her so many times, and her inhaler’s broken.”

Simon sighed. “Oh, very well. It was just fun, watching her try to be normal still.”

Fiona, very quickly, had removed Simon's workout pants. His entire body was naked now. He was built like a brick house, every portion defined and massive.

Fiona's hand slid up and down Simon’s huge cock, slow, deliberate, getting him hard. Her milk slid down his thick abs, quickly lubricating her strokes, along with his precum.

“Tell me you don’t want her to be your wife? Will you please tell me that, at least?”

“Fuck...Fiona.”

To his credit, Simon looked somewhat regretful.

“You don’t
 want her as your wife, do you? Truly, you don’t.”

“No,” he said, nodding.

“You don’t want her in this house
, do you?”

“N-no.”

Fiona's stroking was harder now, harder and harder. Urgent. Needing to hear his answers. Needing to wreck the home apart.

“She doesn’t deserve
 this house. She doesn’t deserve
 you.”

Simon grabbed her, his hands running through Fiona's thick dark hair.

“You’re right, baby. You’re so fucking right.”

He pushed Fiona down to the ground, easily stripping her panties away. He ripped them off with such ferocity that they practically dissolved in the air. Within seconds he was thrusting inside of her eagerly waiting cunt. Hayley watched, moaning happily and fingering her pussy. It was so, so hot

 to watch her two favorite people fuck!

“Please, sir?” Fiona moaned. “Please, Daddy
? Won’t you be my husband? Won’t you be my one and only? The one who fucks me, who owns me, who breaks me in with his massive fucking studcock? Won’t you please, Daddy?”

Simon thrust into her harder, his hands sliding around Fiona's throat. That was how she liked it. She loved being choked while he fucked her. His hands holding her on one end made it that much easier for him to thrust his massive cock into her on the other. Fiona's tits dripped milk constantly, sliding it all around their bodies. Both of them were covered in the milk, fucking in it.

Hayley knelt before them, knowing exactly what to do and say.

“Yes Sir! Please take her
 as your wife! I don’t deserve you! I don’t
 deserve you! I want Fiona to be your wife! I want her to turn more fucking sluts into bimbos for you, baby! I want her to give you as many babies as you want! Please, Simon! She's so much
 better than I am, please?”

Yelling out wildly, Simon unloaded in Fiona's cunt. Fiona clearly came, announcing her orgasm with shuddering breaths, declaring that it was all for him, all for Simon.

Hayley came at the same time, just like she always did when Simon came. Good maids came when their Masters did. That only made sense.

For once, the orgasm seemed to exhaust Simon. Probably, working out just before hand had tired him some. Hayley fell on top of the pile, and Fiona allowed her to drink at her tits even more. Fiona must have really, really liked Hayley to let that happen.

Just a few minutes after they all lay in an exhausted heap, the doorbell rang.

“Hayley, you’re the maid,” said Simon. “Fix yourself up and go answer it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Hayley. “Of course, Master.”

She was so happy
 to obey. She tugged her lingerie up and wiped the milk off her face, cheerfully skipping downstairs to the cavernous entryway.

The woman at the door, tall and brunette, looked familiar, and it 
took a moment for it to register for Hayley.

“Hayley...is that you?” asked the woman.

Hayley didn’t understand right away.

“It’s me? It’s your sister...? You bought me a ticket to come here?”

Recognition finally hit Hayley.

“Oh! Kendra! Hi!”

Hayley giggled.

“Hayley? What’s...what’s that smell? What’s happened to you?”

Hayley dragged her inside. “I’ll explain everything. Now, you must have traveled a long way. May I get you a drink? Some milk?”

“Milk?” Kendra inhaled deeply. “Yes, that sounds lovely, actually. Thank you. But then you've got to explain everything. You look...you look like some reject bimbo slut
.”

Hayley smiled. Master would be so happy about what this.
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THERE WAS NO TRAFFIC
 around the limo at the intersection. No one was coming. Simon tapped the young man on the shoulder, gesturing for him to keep looking at Hayley in the limo.

“What's your name?”

“D-Darren.”

“All right, Darren. Look at Hayley, there. She's gorgeous, huh?”

“B-beautiful.” Darren sounded awestruck.

“Right! And see, me? I love her. She's great. Cleans, cooks, fucks whenever you want. She even recruited my limo driver, Kendra. The perfect maid, Hayley is. But my wife here, she's sort of programmed not to like her. And, tell you the truth, it sort of turns me on to watch her be so angry at Hayley for just no reason at all.”

Darren looked confused. “Oh.”

“But that's not healthy, right? So...we're selling her.”

“Hayley?”

“Yes. To you.”

“But I...I don't have any cash.”

“How much you have on you?”

Darren checked his wallet.

“Eight dollars.”

“Sold! To the lucky young man in the street.”

He tapped Fiona's head, still happily wrapped around his massive cock. “You hear that, dear? Wish fulfilled.”

Fiona giggled and moaned, her stomach thoroughly full of cum. Hayley watched Darren notice, for the first time, that Fiona was massively pregnant. Triplets, the doctor had said. Hayley was so happy for them. Fiona's ring—sparkling bright with a huge trio of diamonds, accompanied with a number of sapphires and rubies—glittered on her hand, wrapped around the massive base of Simon's cock.

“She's yours now, son,” said Simon. “Go to town. You hear that, Hayley? He owns you now.”

Obediently, Hayley stepped out of the limo and greeted her new Master. Her pussy pulsed with bliss, loving everything about him.

His name was Darren
. That was such a perfect
 name.

The limo skidded away, leaving them alone on the street together. The wind picked up, blowing Hayley's tiny dress upward. He could no doubt tell that she wasn't wearing any panties.

Within moments, Hayley was on the street next to Darren, on her knees. She tugged at his jeans, hand sliding around his hardening cock. His smell was so perfect, so amazing.

“Oh, Master
,” Hayley moaned. “I’m so
 glad you bought me.”

“Fuck,” he said dumbly. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I have a girlfriend. She’s gonna freak.”

A girlfriend? Hayley giggled. Somehow, she knew that would be no problem. Her heavy tits leaked out milk, puddling down to the ground. She scooped some up and slipped it into Darren’s mouth.

At first, he tried to protest. But as soon as it came close, he let her fingers in. He slid down to the ground with her, eagerly sucking at Hayley’s milk-giving tit. She arranged herself so that her hand wrapped around his cock through his pants. It got harder all the time with her milk sliding through his body.

An idea struck Hayley, seeming absolutely brilliant.

“Do you think you could get me pregnant?”

He nodded slowly, staring at her with love in his eyes. It was the happiest moment of her life.
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Obeying His Will
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I
sigh, looking wistfully at the love of my life, the conqueror of my cunt’s every orgasm, the dominator of my every fantasy—as he in turn looks wistfully at the woman driving us up the mountain where we’ll begin our dig.

The mountain is tall and the drive is treacherous. We’ve had to step out of the SUV now five or maybe six times to clear rocks from our path and help to push the wheels out of thick piles of syrupy mud in the road. Once, there was a fallen tree across the trail—the mountain is the apex of an immense forest in the middle of this Scandinavian peninsula, called God’s Reach
 in the native tongue, and nearly everything here wants us to leave.

Next to me, as our vehicle bustles and rustles and shakes up the trail, climbing
 the hard path more than it is actually driving up it, Professor Janine Habermann sleeps peacefully. She’s blonde, thirty-eight, and painfully pretty for a woman who hates Professor Slate so much—and by proxy, me, his dutiful and utterly loyal assistant.

It’s weird to have a pretty person just perpetually angry with you; you want to kiss them almost as much as you 
want to slap them across the face. Habermann has a terrible fear of heights and took a few Valium (or their equivalent) at the start of our trip. It’s understandable—looking down the mountain gives me
 a crazy mixture of terror and thrill—but it’s also kind of annoying. She’s on this trip; she should help.

Professor Slate—apple of my eye—continues to look longingly at our guide and driver, Vlada Voladina as we make a treacherous turn around the side of a mountain, the wooden planks nailed into the trail straining beneath our combined weight. It’s not like I can blame him. Heck, if I wasn’t so obsessed with looking at Professor Slate, I’d
 probably be looking at Vlada too. She’s a kind of mercenary type, a real badass. When we met her at the base of the mountain, she was wearing tight skinny jeans, a dark blue Henley sweater, a thick ribbed wool cap, and her gun holster (complete with two heavy, large pistols).

That was it. It’s -10 outside.

She’s sort of my hero?

Plus she’s fucking gorgeous
, ugh. Tall cheek bones. Smooth, smooth fucking skin. Like alabaster smooth, except she's deeply brown.

If I wasn’t so obsessed with jumping Professor Slate’s bones, I might re-indulge in my bisexual side to get a chance to sleep with Vlada.

I’m kind of obsessive, sexually. If that bothers you, well, fuck you. I’m turned on and I’ve been traveling for days with the guy who is like the object of all
 my sexual fantasies, and has been since I was a little girl.

Nolan Slate is my professor—a world-famous archaeologist. You know the kind of guy who uncovers ancient Chinese tombs or discovers Scandinavian mummies, the sort who explores the jungles of the Amazon to find crazy underground pyramids made of quartz?

He’s that guy. He’s tall and rugged and has thick dark hair and bright blue eyes that I just know would make the world align with all the stars in the sky if I just got to see them light up as he emptied his seed inside of my hot virgin body.

I’m a little nuts about him, I know. And I know
 that I shouldn’t be, that he’s recently divorced and he’s still healing, and I don’t want to take advantage of his feelings of vulnerability.

But ugggh
 I want to suck on his cock so bad. I want to live in a puddle of his cum and wrap myself around his feet until he calls me his little fuckslave for life.

This is my stupid fantasy world; welcome to it.

I’ve been following his exploits since my Dad left my Mom and I and she gave me a crate full of National Geographic
 to distract me from how much she was crying and drinking.

Don’t worry; she got over it after like a year.

But, I didn’t get over my crush on Professor Slate, and as soon as I was able, I applied only to the university he worked at, in his program, specifically to get this kind of chance right here.

Yes, I’m an academic. And yes
, it’s massively exciting to search with him for the Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male, a find so rare and extraordinary that even being 
remotely
 attached to its discovery would affix my position as a university professor like, the second I actually graduate with my degree.

I have a genuine interest in archaeology, in discovering the old and making it new again, to helping to inform humanity about where our origins lie and what we’re capable of.

But I’d be lying to you if I told you anything except about how this trip is conceptualized in my mind as a way to slide my mouth around Professor Slate’s cock and feel his cum jetting down my throat. Or, even better, to feel him pump his cock inside my hot young virgin-and-saved-up-just-for-him pussy and make me so fucking pregnant I'll never be able to walk again.

Do you think if I ask really nice he’ll let me call him Daddy?

I wear my issues on my sleeve; I don’t give a fuck. Thinking about that—calling him Daddy, feeling him hold me down, urging him to cum in my fertile cunt so I’ll be tied to him forever—makes me need to shift my body against the car door so that it’s less obvious about how my fingers are sliding up and down against the heated front of my crotch.

On my neck is my pendant, channeling the heat of my body out into the world. It's an old thing from my mother—given to her from her mother, and her mother before her. I've worn it ever since I went to college. My mom didn't make a big deal about it, but she said her
 mom really did, mentioning how it came from some ancient place. Mom 
didn't believe any of that—she almost never wore it—but she thought it was appropriate for my study.

I wear it constantly. It's an odd little thing, interlocking circles and triangles, about the circumference of a quarter, the color of burnished lead. I think it has some weird chemical reaction stuff going on inside the metals. It's always getting warm or cold. Ever since I've come to college, ever since I've been studying under Professor Slate, it's been like, nearly constantly warm, just like my pussy.


Fuck
 but I want to fuck him so bad. He’ll be my first. I’ve been saving myself for him. I think right now he thinks my enthusiasm for following his orders is just blind, happy academic excitement—like I’m some goody two-shoes desperate to please any authority figure in charge of me.

And yeah, okay, I sort of am...
but fuck you, I want to suck his cock.


“Here we are,” says Vlada in that sexy-as-fuck Russian accent. It’s hard not to imagine her purring lips forming soft, sensuous sweet nothings as they tilt into a lover’s ear.

Or sliding onto Professor Slate's cock. Fuck. That's so hot.

We roll onto a flat level on the road and onto a sort of snow-covered plateau. The cabin ahead of us is of average size and looks like it belongs in a winter clothing catalog. There’s a chimney on one end which I feel like should already have smoke streaming out from it, but doesn’t, of course, there’s not been anyone here. Heavy snow, six inches thick, sits on top of the shingles of the roof and the windows are covered with inches of frost.

“Well,” says Professor Slate, stepping out of the SUV. “Here we are then. A bit of a fixer-upper, eh? Good. How far did you say we were to the dig site?”

“From the map you have given me,” says Vlada, pulling her bag out from the back of the vehicle, “I would say about a two mile hike. About an hour away in good weather.”

She looks up then, beautiful face peering up at the clouds. Her eyes are green, like mine, but more vividly so. I cannot help but feel inadequate when I’m near her, but it also kind of excites me how much prettier she is than me. It makes me want to be told that I should lick her boots. Maybe if Professor Slate said so...his cock driving into my cunt from behind as he lets me know that’s what he wants...

I realize I’m staring at Vlada, and she catches me, smiling slyly. She’s clearly used to this sort of attention, even from pretty young academics.

I’m not like, gorgeous like Vlada or anything, or even severely classically beautiful
 like Janine is, but I think I’m pretty good. I’ve kept myself in shape for years with weight lifting and rock climbing, knowing that on-site archaeology requires you to be pretty fit.

My hair is light, dirty blond, and kept most of the time in a thick, messy, low-pony tail. My features are nice; I’ve got bright eyes and pouty lips, a cute nose, a defined jawline and chin, and I’ve practiced making faces in the mirror for years to let Professor Slate know how badly I need him to stick his cock in me right away
, and I think I’ve got it down to a science.

I’m making that sort of face at his back, now, practicing, 
building up my will. As he turns, I change back to a smile—happy and open.

Anything, I’m hoping to advertise—just anything
 you say, Sir.

“Alice, can you grab the cooler and the knapsacks? I’ll try to wake Professor Habermann.”

“Absolutely, Sir,” I say, capitalizing the “Sir” all on my own, a special inclusion just for me. “Do you want me to give you the bomb suit?”

“We didn’t pack a bomb suit,” he says absently, opening the side door where Janine is slumbering. “Oh, you mean because she hates me.” He smirks. “Funny.”

My heart thumps wildly at the soft praise.

While Professor Slate deals with Professor Habermann, Vlada and I deal with unpacking the car and setting up the fireplace.

“There should be logs in container outside,” says Vlada. “Dry and thick. Fetch them, yes?”

I hop to do as she says, heart fluttering still a bit from the sexy way her accent wraps around every syllable that struts out of her mouth. As I walk back in, I’m distracted a bit, watching Professor Slate help Habermann to her feet.

It’s not easy for me, watching him be next to her. I know that once, a long time ago, they had been lovers. Since then, they’ve both been married—and divorced—to other people, and I’m a bit concerned about what might happen if a bottle of brandy breaks out and they’re reminiscing about old times.

Thinking about him wanting to fuck Vlada is fine—Vlada is hot

, and obviously wouldn’t be stuck with Professor Slate for longer than a hot fling. She can take of herself. And more importantly, there’s no emotional
 history there.

Janine Habermann had her chance with him and fucking blew it. Anyone who’s too big of an idiot to fuck a living hero like Professor Slate and not suck his cock forever
 to make him stay doesn’t deserve to have him again, and can just fuck off forever.

My therapist would say I’m displacing my emotions. She can fuck off, too.

“In my country,” Vlada says to me in the cabin as I toss the logs down next to the fireplace, “when a woman wants a man, even a young woman, she lets him know right away. There is no ‘will she, won’t she’ bullshit. Just aggressive, hot, immediate sex. Before anyone else gets an idea.”

I gulp, staring back at her. It’s hard to hear her talk about sex like that and not feel a trembling of lust.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, voice a little tremulous.

“Please.” She kneels down next to me and helps me load the firewood into the fireplace. Our breaths condense quickly in the cold air; I’m surprised they don’t crystallize. “Your attraction to him is as clear as the nose on your face. You are adult, yes? You are alone with him. The night is cold and lonely. If this Professor does not see how badly you want him, you should not let him remain in ignorance. Sneak into his room at night, and—”

At the front of the cabin, Professor Slate elaborately cleared his throat, letting Vlada know that he could hear 
every word that she had been saying. Next to him, fully awake now, was Professor Habermann, smiling with ill humor at the sudden awkwardness of the situation.

Vlada gave me an apologetic pat on my shoulder, sliding her majestic ass up and standing up at her full tall height, fully confident in herself. She saw no shame in the situation, which was true for her
, as her biggest life’s aspiration wasn’t just tossed on top of the subject
 of that aspiration like a fucking jar of pickles spilled out onto the pantry floor.

I can’t fight the tears that start streaming from my eyes; I storm past the professors at the front door and run to the car. “I’ll make sure the tires are okay,” I say, not caring for the first time all day how cold it is out there.
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TOTALLY.

Fucking.

Ruined.

I can’t fucking believe it. I can’t fucking believe Vlada. I’m so fucking angry I could scream—and I do scream a little, with the wind picking up higher and higher, tearing into my face and flinging my tears across the Scandinavian wilderness. They become ice almost instantly, floating in the wind just for seconds before being ripped apart.

This place really fucking hates humans.

It’s like, I know she was just trying to help
. I know she saw me horny as fuck and wanted to offer some encouragement—and you know what? Good on her, man.

I’ve been so fucking horny for Professor Slate that just 
having someone else know it, and to encourage it, felt like crack fucking cocaine as she was talking to me. Plus she’s fucking hot, and clearly
 has had sex like, eighteen billion times, so it’s easy to take her seriously when she gives advice about attracting men.

It was, no joke, the most camaraderie I’ve felt with other women for years
.

And then it was fucking ruined
 because Miss Mercenary apparently has the situational awareness of a blind-deaf turtle and now Professor Slate knows
 and that means I’ll never get to suck his beautiful cock, never get to surprise him with how much I adore him, never get to help him realize how easily I can be the one to repair his beautiful heart and let him know that he’s so important and wonderful and handsome...

“Shit!” I scream into the wind, banging the tire iron against the side of the wheels. “Shit, shit, shit!”

And it’s like, that I know
 Vlada was only trying to help and actually was
 being helpful only makes it all worse because that means I can’t
 be mad at her, which is what I really
 want to do right now.

Fuck!

The wind stopped; I had to stop screaming. I hit the wheels with the tire iron again in frustration, wishing I could take the last two minutes back.

“That must be some new form of auto maintenance I’m not aware of,” says Professor Slate, coming up behind me. “Maybe you could teach me about it?”

I wipe my face, hoping to god I’m not some raccoon-eyed 
mess. I do a quick check in the car window, pulling my cap down farther around my ears—I look fine. Red-faced but fine. Maybe it’s even attractive—rosy cheeks and all that.

It’s so cold and windy out here that all my tears have been freeze-dried before they got a chance to do any damage to my make up, which was minimal anyway. I mean I had to put on something
, I’m stuck in a cabin for a month with the crush of my life, but I’m also not stupid
, we were climbing a mountain today, god.

I turn to look at him, arms crossed, struggling not to start bawling. Fuck, he’s handsome. All I want to do, still, is jump his bones.

“You know,” he says, “it was a little ambiguous who was talking about who until you ran out of there.”

He’s smiling, like this is a joke. Like my own personal horror show is just fun
 for him. I feel a flare of anger building, not really sure where to place it.

“Listen, Alice...”

“Oh, god,” I press my fingers into my nose, hating myself. “Please, don’t do that right now.”

“Don’t do what?”

“The pity thing. The ‘you’re a great girl,’ thing. 'I really appreciate your hard work and ethics.' All of that. Like, if you value my self-esteem at all, please don’t tell me how great you think I am and then proceed not to sleep with me.”

“What makes you think I was going to say that?”

“Weren’t you?”

He laughs. “You’ve got a lot of fire, don’t you? I don’t 
think you’ve said this much to me since...ever.”

“We talked for like three hours after my interview. About the architecture in ancient Mayan cultures.”

He shakes his head. “No, I
 talked for three hours. You listened raptly, attentively, and nodded where appropriate and smiled the whole time like I was some rock star.”

I bite my lip. “What are people supposed to do? You’re interesting.”

“I am boring
.” He laughed. “Especially talking about architecture.”

“Boring? But you—you’re...you explore unexplored places! You rock climb into untouched worlds! Cave dive into forgotten civilizations!”

“You can keep going, it’s all working for me.”

My heart is hammering so fucking hard. “What?”

“I’m attracted to you, Alice. I really am. You’re a gorgeous teenager with a, frankly, amazing
 body, who’s made it painfully obvious how much you hero worship me.” I’m blushing so fucking hard; my cunt is practically gushing. “I’m a professional, Alice, but no man is that
 professional. I was really lucky you’re so well-qualified for this job, or else I would have felt like a real dick for hiring you as my assistant.”

“What do you mean?”

Everything is so hard to process. His beard is so fucking sexy. I want to live in it.

“I mean you’re really good at this. You have the grades and you topped the classes for the exhibitions the university held for two semesters straight. You’ve put in time at 
internships at digs all over the country—you know, at home—and wrote essays, three of them, actually, about the how to properly clean ancient bones for identification when no traditional tools are available. It eases my conscience, is all.” His hand takes a hold of mine. “Because if you had been bad
 at this, and I hired you anyway, then it would have been painfully obvious how much I want to get to know you better.”

He’s being sweet: “get to know you better.” I know he was being sweet and it was sweet
 that he was being sweet, but I translated all my lust into my face right then and asked, “What exactly do you mean by ‘get to know me better,’ Professor Slate?”

“Call me Nolan.” He smiles now. “And for starters—”

“Trespassers!
”

We both turn, startled by the sudden rough voice carried across the wind. What we see is a strange, completely unexpected sight—a bent-over crone dressed all in rags, her skin mottled and gray, fingernails like claws. She looks like something out of a cartoon, except she’s real, which only makes her all the more terrifying. One big, black eye staring at us, the other stitched shut; teeth mostly gone from the front of her mouth; nose upturned like a pig’s.

“Trespassers!” she calls again. “Be gone from here! Be gone from this place! You do not belong. Get out of here before it is too late.”

Professor Slate—Nolan? Mmph
—steps forward, smiling friendly, holding his hands up.

“I’m really sorry if we’ve disturbed you somehow, 
ma’am,” he says. “But we have a permit to rent here for thirty days, straight from the owner. If you’d like, I can show you the paperwork—”

“There is no paperwork with authority high enough to allow the desecration of holy ground!” the witch roars. Her voice is about three times as big as she is. “You must leave here and never look back! It is unsafe. It is unseemly
. The gods are watching even now, and they do not approve; they do not want
 you here. Turn back, turn away, before—”

A gunshot fires across the mountain. Nolan ducks and pulls me down into the snow with him, on top of me—so protective, I could just fucking die
 in his arms—and we turn again to see Vlada walking toward us, gun raised high in the air with smoke floating out from the barrel. I take a long moment to inhale his deeply sexy scent. Masculine and earthy, like cedar.

“Stupid old bat,” she says. “We have had issues with her in the past. Always this superstitious bullshit. Pay her no mind.”

Nolan stands back up, dusting himself off, and then helps me up.

“Thank you for the, er...assist, Vlada, but, really, I’d prefer to talk this out with this...lovely woman...”

We turn back toward the crone, but she is gone, utterly disappeared. There are no tracks in the frozen snow—none to say where she has gone, and none either to track where she had come from.
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THE REST OF THE NIGHT

 passes rather quickly; darkness comes quick in this place and all of us are tired from the day’s events. The cabin is not huge, but not small either. Nolan has his own room in the far corner, and next to his is Professor Habermann’s, who I’ve hardly spoken to at all this entire trip.

Nolan. I can call him fucking Nolan
.

Mmmph. Fuck. I'll probably still beg to call him Daddy, though.

After we unpack, we eat a short, quiet dinner, with Nolan and Vlada going over the map and comparing their notes, making sure they had all their coordinates synchronized. We go over the plans in case anything went wrong—what to do if there was a fire, a black out, a thunderstorm, an avalanche, a bear. Vlada goes over everything in detail.

My foot slides against Nolan’s the whole time, staring dreamily at his big, strong hands. I want to know what they’ll feel like when he’s holding me down—maybe I can tell him “no” the first time; maybe he’ll be into that? Maybe it’ll be hotter if he thinks I don’t want it...if he has to force me, take me, make me his...

But he pulls his feet back, knowing what's happening with me. He moves his eyebrows deliberately at Vlada, wanting me to listen; so, of course, knowing what he wants, I do it. It’s important—Vlada knows this mountain like the back of her hand and the explicitness with which she describes how to kill wolves or lions is both scary and basically the coolest thing I’ve ever heard. It’s a wonder she doesn’t just walk around in animal skins all time.

Fucking badass, she is.

Habermann acts like it’s all beneath her and honestly you can’t blame her too much. She’ll only have to remember all of this if the rest of us don’t, and in that case, probably she’d be dead anyway. She’s a theoretical
 archaeologist; she’s the kind of person who takes the information gathered in the field and puts it all together from the safety of an office inside some limber-dick liberal city with seventeen hundred coffee houses per square mile.

With her platinum hair all gathered up in a bun and her big poofy white jacket, she looks like she’s some agent from Heaven sent to cast judgment on the rest of us. She’s very quiet the whole time, casting disbelieving looks at Nolan and Vlada.

When Nolan gets up to use the bathroom—it's outside, an outhouse, ick—she turns to Vlada and shakes her head.

“I can’t believe you’re just allowing him to exploit your talents like this.”

Vlada smiles, always in control. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that he’s full of shit, and the only reason I’m here is because the university is promising me twice the paid sabbatical time afterward if I go along with this crazy bullshit. He’s lucky he’s got a friend in the dean’s office. But you
...” Habermann shakes her head. “You’re obviously a professional. No one is doubting that. I have every confidence you’ll keep us safe out here, so this isn’t about anything about your capabilities. But good lord, the 'Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male?' You have to be kidding.”

Vlada shrugged slowly and elaborately; it’s like watching 
a panther prowl across the room. Fuck, she’s sexy. “I do not know that I agree with him about the nature of this temple, no. You are correct in that. But there is something
 there. I have seen many pieces of it, fragments, remnants, in my time in these mountains. If you believe in my capabilities as you say, then trust me, at least for tomorrow. We will find something. Be sure of this.”

Shortly after, we break for bed. My heart burns with the need to talk more to Professor Slate—Nolan—
to learn more about his “obvious” attraction for me and to question him endlessly about when he was first turned on by my body, whether he had enjoyed all the tiny skirts I had been wearing for his benefit, were my high heels high enough to garner his favor, were their any demands I needed to satisfy for him right that instant—but when I corner him in the kitchen, out of sight of Vlada, he pushes me softly and encouragingly away with a gentle smile.

“We have a whole lot to talk about. But you and I are both tired and...” he nods at Janine, outside, “our space here isn’t exactly our own. We’ll have the time, soon, during this trip I mean, to talk...and more.”

His hand passes over my palm, and I have to fight so hard from cumming that it’s unbelievable to me. I know I have a short trigger, but fuck
. Fingertips over a palm? Are you serious? That’s what’s getting me off?

I mean apparently
. I guess having the object of my lifelong attraction more-or-less saying that as soon as we can be sure Janine is super passed out that he’ll stuff his cock in my virgin pussy until I’m begging to call him Daddy turns me on a little bit

, okay?

I am so fucking excited, holy shit!

“Sure, of course,” I say, smiling, trying to play off how badly I want to stuff every syllable I’m saying with the hard pounding of his cock down my throat. “Of course, Nolan.” I feel so adult when I say his name; he’s old enough to be my father. That is, obvi, kind of the point. “Whatever you think is best.”

I say it a good
 way, a nice way, letting him know how much I trust him to lead and guide. I am, you may have noticed, one hell of a submissive. The thought of trying to lead him down some path is anathema to me, even though there are a ton
 of paths I want to lead him down and a ton
 of things I want him to show my innocent virgin little cunt.

But I need him to know what they are—need him to be in charge, to order me around, need to do what he says and follow his every direct command completely so I can show him what a good little girl I can be for him.

Nolan and Habermann retreat to their rooms; Vlada and I stay in the living room. Right away, Vlada claims the couch. I’m not really one to argue in the first place, and I’m certainly not going to argue with her
. If she wants the couch, she can take it. She’s the one keeping us alive, after all. I fluff out my sleeping bag and take up residence on the rug in front of the fireplace, taking care that the guard in front of the fireplace is sturdy.

I’ve heard horror stories about slumbering folks tossing and turning themselves right into a blazing mess. I have really hot dreams where my fingers can't help but slide right into my hot teenage cunt and I roll around a lot

 to satisfy myself, waking up still half-dreaming and coaxing myself to at least three orgasms a night.

I'm fucking horny
, okay? Like, definitionally. If you had to define me, you would say: Teenager; Archaeology Student; Attractive; Horny as Fuck
.

It’s not too long after that that I slide down onto the floor in my sleeping bag to go to sleep.

Vlada flashes me a quick smile before I shut my eyes. “You see? When a man knows, he acts.”

I smile back at her, blushing furiously. “Thank you.”

“Is nothing,” she says. “I apologize for...what is word. Impropriety?”

That actually really means a lot. That bond I felt earlier with her strengthens immediately. My smile grows.

“It’s all right. Good night, Vlada.”

“Sweet dreams, little one.”


That
 sends a shiver down my spine.

I suppose it shouldn’t exactly surprise you that all my fucked up Daddy issues and my latent bisexuality have led in turn to a dalliance from time to time with Mommy issues, too? That thought that it wouldn’t be so fucking bad if Nolan was into Vlada...if only he could let me join in...if he ordered me to lick her out while he fucked me from behind...

Mmmph. Fuck. Too bad that's impossible. I mean, I like to aim big, but that's a little too
 big. I can be content—incredibly so—
with “only” Nolan.

But still, it's that fantasy that keeps me silently, quietly, carefully urging my fingers against my clit as I drift off into 
dreams.

And my dreams start hard
. I mean usually there’s this period of darkness when you sleep, right? And even when you know you’re dreaming, you’re kind of aware that there’s been this period where you were asleep and not yet dreaming yet, right? Like the darkness that happens before a movie, and then the movie starts, only you forget
 that it’s a movie, and that’s the dream?

This is different.

This is like—like a screen wipe. One second my eyes were closed and I was drifting. The next, I’m fucking standing in the middle of some great edifice, an enormous altar in front of me. Janine and Vlada are there, and they’re smiling, their faces sort of mad. But not angry
 mad, like, insane mad.

Like, manic
 mad—their smiles are wide and fearsomely happy, like they’re about to split apart from the amount of bliss they’re feeling.

And I can tell that they are in this dream
 with me; it’s not just me dreaming about them. This is a dream that I’m having with
 them at the same time.

I’ve only fucking read
 about that sort of thing, and it's supposed to be fucking fake
.

But this is real. I know it is. I can feel it.

They’re dressed in these shimmering, sheer white gowns. Tall slits up their gorgeous legs, all the way up to their hips. They're both so fit, I can see their pelvic bones, ugh.

Their nipples are hard as fuck and their cunts are 
drooling hot wetness. Both of them are standing next to this altar in the shape of an immense hard cock and huge balls. Like, the altar itself is the balls, resting happily on the ground, and towering above us is the hard, turgid cock of some stone god. The veins are as thick as my forearms.

I’ve never been so turned on in my life, and Nolan fucking Slate just told me he was attracted to me—so do with that
 information what you will.

I look down and see that I’m dressed the same way as Vlada and Janine, my virgin body all clad in a sheer white clingy gown. It plunges in a deep v-neck, showing off my cleavage, and I feel vulnerable and afraid, but in a nice way. A sexy
 way. There are sleeves that go all the way down to my wrists, but they're so sheer, like the rest of the gown, it's like they're not even there.

“We’ve been waiting for you so long, little darling,” say Janine and Vlada in unison. “So very long. Won’t you come adore Him with us?”

They drop to their knees and start licking at the heavy balls of the altar. I can see that it’s made of stone, but the ease with which their tongues slide up and down it make it clear that they’re not tasting stone at all. They're tasting Male
.

I can see the thick cock pulsing and trembling, the veins surging to life. Thick, heavy precum starts to slide down the cockhead, so tall above my head, and I drop to my knees, desperate to join in this worship. I know that I must. I know I haven’t any choice. I know it’s what I was destined
 to do.

Crawling up to the massive altar, the precum and cum 
begins to leak down the heavy shaft, resting on the balls. The three of us together slide our faces in it, kissing and adoring one another as we slurp up heavy gobs of the delicious nectar. Everything happening is so sweet, so hot, so right. I’ve never felt anything so perfect. Their mouths slide over mine, licking the thick cum from my face, and I lick and kiss theirs in turn.

“Don’t you just love him?” Vlada asks me.

“Don’t you simply adore him?

“Yes!” I moan, my mouth half-full of his delicious, sticky cum. “Yes!”

“Yes!” They moan in turn, like I had asked them the same question. “God, yes!”

I need to cum so bad. We all
 do. Together, as one, we slide our bodies forward on the heaping, huge balls, rubbing our bodies up and down on them. My fingers slide down my body, but I don’t need to touch my cunt—the thick altar provides pressure enough, pulsing beneath me so beautifully.

“Yes,” I moan, in unison with Janine and Vlada. “Yes. Yes!”

Bright, white light fills my vision, my entire world. There’s nothing left for me but to submit, to give in, to let it all take over.

“Yes!” I shout, cumming madly, bucking wildly in my sleeping bag.

Awake, in the world again, the temple utterly gone. Trembling and spasming, the pleasure so intense
, and from the light of the dying fire I can see Vlada is in her couch, 
bucking and moaning and crying out “Yes!” as well.

We both can hear Janine, in her room, screaming in orgasmic pleasure.

The fire is almost out entirely. Sitting up, my bones and muscles still loose from all that pleasure, I add another few logs and check the time. I’ve been asleep for more than six hours.

The dream felt only like it lasted for maybe ten minutes.

I look over at Vlada. She’s dripping with sweat, just like me, her tongue slowly sliding around her lips. The way she’s looking at me, I feel more like a meal than a person; I kind of like it.

“This mountain has...many secrets,” she says, green eyes glimmering. “I have lived here for more than twenty years. Even I still do not know them all.”

[image: ]



AS VLADA HAD PROMISED
, it doesn’t take more than an hour to walk to the site the next morning. Looking around, it’s hard to know just exactly why she thought this was the place that Nolan was so insistent on finding.

I mean, it’s creepy, right? Totally creepy. It’s the kind of place where if someone showed you a list of pictures, with the subject being, “Place you would most likely die horribly in a horror movie,” this would easily be your number one pick.

There’s this massive cave entrance, only it’s not
 an entrance because there’s a huge stone wall in the mouth of it. Just outside of that is an alcove of trees and a small 
clearing, but the trees are all dead for some weird reason, and their branches are hanging over the clearing like interlaced skeleton fingers, blocking the sunlight except for a few stray shafts. It’s warmer than it was yesterday—in the positive single digits, with a high of +10!

But it’s still crazy cold and I’m glad I’ve got my multiple layers to keep me warm. Jacket on top of hoodie on top of sweater on top of thermal underwear, etc. Vlada has, naturally, worn even less
 somehow, rolling the sleeves of her tight red sweater and keeping the top unbuttoned. Her cleavage is insane and all I can think about is falling into it while I jerk on Nolan’s cock and beg him to cum on us both.

We haven’t had a chance to talk about our dream last night. We definitely
 didn’t talk it over with Janine, who clearly (by which I mean, audibly) had the same dream as us. But I can see from the looks she keeps shooting over at us that she’s wondering about us. Thinking about scantily-clad, essentially-nude young bodies pressing against hers, the three of us all kneeling together and worshiping at the altar of some ancient masculine god...

Do I think something mystical is happening? Something supernatural? I don’t know. How do you know such a thing? I don’t have like a range of experiences to judge it against—something in my past that I can connect it to and say, “Yup, this is what that is!”

It was just a weird thing. A weird, very arousing thing, so much so that I—not gonna lie—am actually looking forward to sleeping again tonight to see if it happens again. Maybe this time I can slide my fingers into Vlada’s cunt. She 
seemed so open to it last night, her mouth pressing so urgently on mine, full of our God’s cum...


Our God
. Listen to me.

This is all fucked up.

Above us, Vlada is walking over the snow on top of the cave, digging with a shovel through the gathered ice and frost and clearing away some of the excess. Watching her muscles move is pure arousal in motion; she is toned
 in those tight, tight pants.

“Well,” says Nolan, tearing his eyes away from the Russian beauty somehow, “these are the coordinates. Everyone look around. We’re hoping for some kind of opening somewhere. Something that leads us underground.”

“Why not above ground?” Janine asked, mostly sarcastic. “Why not in the trees somewhere?”

Nolan either didn’t notice or ignored her sarcasm, peering around a collection of rocks. “All the myths about the Ancient Male describe him as coming from the earth itself. A being of pure matter to impregnate the female cosmos, to spread his seed wherever he wished.”

I feel my cunt spasming slightly at that explanation. Mmph. Thinking about Nolan
 as that God...oh fuck...

“All this patriarchal tripe is bullshit, you know that, right?” says Janine. “Even if there were
 such legends—and that’s circumspect—it was only to reinforce the notion that women should serve men as their Masters and exist only for breeding.”

“Of course,” says Nolan, smiling at Janine. “What, did you think I wanted to find some actual
 mystical being, 
Janine? This is about science. Archaeology. You know, finding out what makes ancient civilizations tick?”

They keep bickering, but I am drawn to a collection of rocks not too far from the entrance, placed directly across from the opening, placed inside a thick plot of brush. I take a few minutes and clear away the brush, pulling and tugging the dead branches out. The ovaloid stones are bright and white and shaped like teardrops, though they’re all very large.

It’s the kind of thing you see often in ancient civilizations, the stacking of like rocks to signify something. An entrance, sometimes, or just a marker that those who pass this point put their lives at risk.

Something about them...calls me to them. The pendant on my neck vibrates, its surface heating along my skin.

I place the pendant on the rocks, couldn’t tell you why. Like I'm moving in a dream, like my actions were already thought-out beforehand. As I’m doing it, Nolan is leaning against the cave wall, knocking it, searching for hollow portions, maybe, as if he could break through. The second my pendant touches the rocks, there’s a deep rumble—and the cave wall begins to descend into the ground.

“Oh my god,” says Nolan. “I did it!”

I have to resist from giggling—he obviously didn’t, but I don’t want to ruin his moment. It’s not like he’s actively taking credit; he just thought he had hit some hidden switch.

Vlada drops down from on top of the cave entrance and the two of them immediately begin unpacking their packs, putting their materials together. They adorn themselves 
with ropes and other climbing gear, flashlights on their heads.

“We need the two of you to stay out here,” says Nolan, after they're ready.

“That’s fine by me,” says Janine, crossing her arms. She’s doing her best to not look impressed from the moving rock.

“But I—” I’m a little shocked. I want
 to go. “I mean, I can help!”

“Of course you can,” says Nolan. “I know you can. But it’s dangerous at first, and if anything happens, we need
 people out here to get help.”

“We’re a hundred miles from the nearest town,” says Janine. “I mean, if it’s help you wanted—”

“Our phones are hooked up to the satellite. Reception is perfect, I just checked. I need you out here to call if we need help. If there’s a cave-in or anything else weird, having half our team on the outside is the smartest thing. Okay?”

He’s making perfect sense, but I still don’t like it. I mean, I
 opened the cave, and I
 believed in him this whole time, and I should be the one to inaugurate it with him, not Vlada.

He comes close to me and whispers in my ear.

“I know this is important to you. We’ll explore it up and down together once I know it’s safe. You ever wanted to fuck in an ancient temple?”

He squeezes my hip, and I melt completely. He’s being so open
 about it, so sure and masculine, and I can’t help but nod, my eyes wide.

“Yes, Sir.” I make my voice very small. Like a little girl’s. 
“Anything you say.”

I can see this has an effect on him—both of us have fucking on the mind. But, work first.

Janine and I stay outside, then, and watch them enter the cave. My eyes are locked on both
 their asses—the sultry, toned orbs of Vlada, sculpted by years of mountain climbing, and the thick, muscular behind of Nolan.

“He’s going to use you, you know,” says Janine, after they’re quite gone.

“What?”

“That’s what he does. He uses people until he doesn’t have a use for them anymore. He used me. I’m not trying to ruin your...” she sighs. “Look, I know he’s exciting. And dangerous. And handsome. But once he tires of you, he’ll replace you with some younger, hotter version. It’s just what he does.”

A million things go through my mind, but the number one thing is anger.

“You’re just jealous,” I say. “You’re jealous because I’m—I’m prettier than you, and younger than you, and he wants to fuck
 me and not you. You’re jealous and that’s all. He’s a great man.”

Janine looks at me. She’s a little sad; the most emotion I’ve ever seen on her ice queen face. She shakes her head, rubbing herself as a stiff wind blows in.

“You know what?” she says, smiling briefly. “You’re actually kind of right. I am jealous of how young you are. All your life ahead of you. And he is
 a great man. But not a good one. There’s a difference.”

“Whatever,” I say, flipping my hair back.

We sit in silence for ten minutes more. I’m seething with rage; all I want to do is tell her off. Why does she have to be such a bitch? Why does she want to ruin this perfect fucking blossoming thing for me? Isn’t life hard enough already? Isn’t it obvious
 how much it all means to me?

There’s a sharp crack—like a bolt of lightning—from inside the cave, and a scream. An agonizing, seemingly-endless scream, filling the air. Janine and I stand up, rushing toward the mouth of the cave. I call for Nolan, for Vlada, but the scream is so loud that nothing can be heard over its immense sound.

Over time, the scream begins to make sense. It’s several
 screams, several
 voices, all of them female. Desperate, needy, aching, and horny. I can tell by their cries.

I can tell by how similar they are to the way Janine and Vlada and I sounded last night.

Slowly, the screams taper off. Janine and I are holding hands. We realize it, sneer at each other, and quickly toss the other’s hand aside.

“Nolan!” I cry again, audible now. “Vlada! Are you all right? What’s happened? Should we call for help?”

“You haven’t already?” Janine shook her head. “You useless little bimbo. That would have been the first
 thing to do. Give me the phone.”

I swallow my resentment and present the satellite phone, knowing she’s right. But just as I give it to her, I see shadows in the cave moving forward. My heart leaps—they’re all right.

Only...they’re not entirely. Vlada has Nolan on her shoulder, carrying him with a surprising ease, just one arm holding all of his bulk, and strides easily out of the cave. When she enters the ankle deep snow, her stride does not slow in the slightest. Something is different about her. Her poise. Her...energy. The vibe is all different.

She raises her head to the sky, sniffing deeply.

“He has found the source, as it has been foretold. All is well. All will be well. Rejoice,” she says, eyeing us hungrily, “for you shall number among the first of His followers.”

“The fuck?” Janine says, stepping forward. “Look, I think you’ve had a concussion, and I don’t know what’s
 wrong with Nolan, but we have to call—”

Moving lightning fast—even more impressive carrying a two-hundred pound man on one shoulder—Vlada snatches the phone from Janine’s hands and crushes it. I watch, swallowing deep, inexplicably feeling my cunt warm and moisten, as the phone smashes into dust inside of her grip.

Janine looks at her with surprise and horror, seeming about to unwind with a rant, and in one smooth motion, Vlada backhands her and then slaps her, knocking her completely unconscious. Janine falls to the snow, motionless.

“Wh-what?” I say, stunned. “What? Wh-what? What?”

Satisfied, Vlada picks up Janine’s lifeless body, and begins to walk back toward the cabin. She ignores me totally—I keep crying after her, asking her what happened—but there’s no response.

I don’t have a choice but to follow. Something has happened
 to Vlada, maybe to Nolan too, or maybe Vlada
 
happened to Nolan. But no matter what, I have to follow them. It’s not like I can survive out here in the cold by myself.

Above us, the dead trees? The ones that were so creepy before?

They’re covered in green leaves now. The limbs bright and strong. Flooded over with virile life.
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WE RETURN INSIDE THE
 cabin, Vlada still barely speaking. She drops the still-unconscious Janine next to the door like a sack of groceries, and then moves Nolan into his room, carefully laying him out on the bed. Slowly, she begins to strip. I can’t believe what I’m seeing.

“What are you...what are you doing, Vlada?”

She looks up at me—and I see for the first time how different her eyes are. They were green before, but they’re shining
 now, filled with a light that I couldn’t ever possibly trace the origins of.

“You know exactly what I am doing, child.” She smiles. “I am taking care of our Lord.”

“L-lord?”

“He is our Lord and Savior. Our Holy Monument to All That is Right and True. I must attend to Him. He requires rest.” She smiles deeply. “And adoration, so that He may regain His Power.”

Her accent remains, but there’s something new in her voice. A kind of warmth I’ve never heard before, a deep, delectable confidence that makes me want to slide my 
tongue over her mouth until I figure it out for myself.

Soon, Vlada is naked, and I’m watching, more turned on than I ever have been in my life. Her nipples are erect and large, like little raspberries, and her body is sleek and shiny. She doesn’t even seem to feel
 the cold in the cabin, and I have to tell you, I don't either. It’s like there’s a heat source in here more powerful than any fire. More soothing. More safe.

My pussy is pulsing so fucking hard.

“You may watch, naturally,” says Vlada. “The Master would approve. Your virgin mind must learn how to please him sooner than later.”

“I can...I can watch?” Even I can't tell if I'm scared or excited.

“Yes. But only if you touch yourself. Otherwise, I’ll shut the door.”

I can...I can watch. I can watch Vlada fuck Nolan. Oh fuck.

This is all so weird, so unexpected. My stomach is twisting, my arousal levels off the charts. I never knew how badly I fucking wanted to see those two fucking until she just offered it, but now I know I want it more than anything
. There’s a hot, sweet scent in the air, filling all my thoughts with vicious, brutal rutting, and it’s all I can do to stop myself from falling to my knees right then.

“Vlada,” I say, stepping forward to the doorway. She blocks me—so protective of Nolan. Her naked body is right in front of me, sleek, her pussy dripping wet down her thighs. I feel a hot flash of affection for her; how can I not? 
She’s so fucking pretty, and from every part of her body language, I can tell that all she wants to do in this life is serve
 him.

Serve him like I
 want to serve him.

Like we could be slaves to him. Together. Worshiping at the altar of his enormous cock.

“Vlada,” I say again, stumbling over her beautiful name. “I...I want to understand. But I don’t. I’m s-so worried
 about you, about him, and I want...I just want to...”

She strokes my face, smiling and nodding. “You want to be a good girl for Master.”

A low little mewling moan comes out from my mouth. Fuck. Fuck, that is exactly
 what I want. My knees knock together audibly.

“Vlada, that’s...that’s not fair. I want...I want to make sure—”

“You want to make sure you’re not left out, darling.”

She says it like “dahlink.” My cunt gushes. Panties totally soaked.

“I understand totally,” she continues. “Master has room for all of us. I promise.” She lands a soft little kiss on my lips, and my pussy spasms uncontrollably, bringing me so close to orgasm that I nearly fall down right then and there. “Be a good girl
, now, and stay right there. Watch me while I attend him...and finger your little good girl cunt.”

I have to obey. I have
 to. I have to do what she says. I kick off my pants and then my panties, finger slowly circling around my clit as Vlada climbs on the bed with Nolan. In moments, she has him naked, ripping his clothes off like 
they’re paper.

Then, winking at me one more time with those bright shining green eyes, she slides her mouth over his half-hard cock.

Immediately, I feel a hot, unexpected, outside twinge of arousal. It’s like Nolan’s pleasure is making me hotter, whether I want it or not. Vlada's mouth works beautifully up and down his thick, hardening cock. I can see rivulets of precum sliding out from beyond Vlada's mouth. In moments, he's perfectly hard—and he's huge
.

Like, he's bigger than I ever
 could have imagined him being. Enormous. At least a foot of cock, and thick,
 so thick I don't think my virgin cunt could take
 him.

He's hung like a god.

Vlada continues to moan and worship, whispering soft phrases in a language I don't understand—a language that doesn't even sound Russian, or Scandinavian. It sounds old
, full of tongues and harsh syllables.

Slowly, he begins to stir. His hand rises up and pushes into the thick dark mass of Vlada's hair. She moans girlishly—submissively, utterly pleased—as he groans in approval. His hips begin to buck upward, fucking her mouth even as she forcefully slides herself up and down. Her hand is quick and slick with his precum, jerking up and down the shaft of his immensity while her lips rotate around his enormous cockhead.

Janine stirs from her sleep. I see her out of the corner of my eye, so utterly unwilling to look away from the most perfect thing I’ve ever witnessed—even more perfect than 
my dream last night.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she asks me.

I know she only see me, naked from the waist down, my fingers buried up in my hot virgin cunt. Every part of me so sweaty and hot, my mouth cooing and mewling constant moans of delight. I don’t give a fuck. What’s she going to do about it? I’m witnessing history
. I’m witnessing something important
.

“Stop that,” says Janine. She sniffs, and I know she can smell him in the air. His majesty. His greatness. His masculinity
, his virility. “Stop...stop touching yourself.”

I don’t, continuing to finger my beautiful young pussy as I watch Nolan push Vlada off his cock. She and I both let out a disappointed moan, but only for a moment. He grabs her by the throat and slams her hard
 against the wall—but Vlada just grins, moaning with lust and spreading out her legs wide. He pushes into her easily, like they're machine parts, made for one another, and her legs wrap around his thick muscular waist. He looks different
 than just moments ago. More toned. More muscular. So strong.
 He was holding Vlada against the wall with one hand
 like she weighed as much as a feather.

Quickly his cock slides right inside her dripping wet cunt. She moans, contorting, her face pained for a moment like...like...like somehow she's a fucking virgin
 all of a sudden.

Like something in that temple made her a virgin just so that would be all he fucked.


I'm losing my mind. He's pounding Vlada against the wall. His muscles are so thick

, his back rippling like ropes on water. I want to whisper in his ear how much I’ll obey him until the end of time. I don’t want to leave a single doubt in his head about what a happy, perfect, pretty slave I’ll be for him.

Vlada is cumming constantly, moaning out sweet affirmatives, promising audibly like I am internally that she will worship Nolan forever.

“My God!” she moans again and again. “My God! You are my God! Fill me, my God! Make me pregnant! Breed me, my God, oh please! Please, yes, fill me!”

Janine is annoyed now, but also clearly turned on. I can hear it in her voice.

“I said, stop
—”

She crosses the threshold of the door and sees the incredibly scene beyond.

The force with which Nolan is fucking Vlada makes it obvious that the entire cabin should be shaking—if not completely breaking apart. His muscles, huge and powerful, use all of their force to drive into Vlada's beautifully contorted body. She kisses him madly on the lips, on the neck, all over his face, dedicated her every last breath and heartbeat to him.

“Yes!” she moans. “I worship only You, my God! I Love Only You!”

“You are my slave.” His voice is deep and booming. Hardly recognizable as Nolan's at all—but I know it's him. “You belong to me. You worship me. You are the First. The First of my Followers, and so shall you ever be...” he huffs, 
groaning in pleasure. “...ever be blessed. Eternally. Beautiful and young. Forever.”

“Yes!” Vlada moans. I can see the power flooding into her from all his precum. I can see her eyes glowing and shining ever brighter, her limbs responding in kind to his forceful, endless thrusts. “Please! Cum in me! Breed me! Make me yours! Deliver me your power, my God!”

Roaring like an animal, Nolan unleashes, cumming hard inside Vlada—so much that it floods out from her tight Russian pussy, slipping down their bodies and pooling on the ground. She orgasms audibly, shaking and thrashing in his huge, impossibly strong grip. And as he empties in her, he's still growing, getting visibly stronger and taller, his body overflowing with masculine force.

And Janine and I cum too. Janine isn't even touching
 herself, but she cums, and I cum harder than her, bucking and moaning, leaning into her legs as she struggles to stand against the door frame, our bodies overwhelmed with the seemingly endless thrusts of belly-floating lust being powered outward by this amazing coupling.


Oh Daddy
, I keep thinking, uncontrollably, as the pleasure coursing through me. Oh Mommy. Oh Daddy. Fuck Mommy so good, oh Daddy, oh fuck her please! Fuck her so right! Breed her, yes!


Nolan, finally finishing in Vlada to completion, lets her drop to the ground. Vlada futilely tries to stretch upward, her body totally exhausted by the God above her. I can see his new muscle definition, his growth in his height, the kind of God he’s become.

He's everything any woman could want in a man, and even though I've just cum, I'm soaking in need. Marinating. Every part of me wants him.

“Now then,” he says, smiling at Janine and I, both of us dripping wet with sweat and arousal. “Which one of you would like to be bred next?”
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Risky Threesomes: 2 Women, 1 Man, 0 Rules
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L
ooking 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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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!
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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.
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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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Controlling the Girl Next Door
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J
ared couldn't believe what he had found, cleaning out his grandfather's trunk in his closet.

His parents had assigned him any number of odd jobs to take care of. This was number one hundred and seventeen, and he was getting a little nervous. There were only one hundred and thirty things on the list, and once he stopped taking of them, he was afraid they were going to start charging him rent.

Up until this point, everything in the old trunk had been fairly dull stuff. Old outfits with gross color combinations and wide collars, packets of letters from pen pals in Germany and Australia, dusty old parts of models of trains and small wintery towns, that sort of thing.

Then he came upon a videotape. It was tied with twine to a thick remote the size of a chalkboard eraser and a weird-looking helmet apparatus, gold metal with little violet glass pieces inlaid upon it.

It was all odd to him: the apparatus, the clicker, and especially finding a videotape—his grandfather would have already been quite old by the time VHS had even been invented.

Maybe that was why Jared immediately went downstairs from the attic, into his bedroom, and dusted off his old VCR from his closet.

Jared had gotten the VCR as a birthday present when he was about ten. The very next year, DVD took off, and he had to save up and get a player of his own seven years later, as his parents had been scared off from buying any media-output device from then on.

Now, Jared was twenty-five, still living in his parents home. Five months ago, he had been laid off from his telecommunications job. It was a kind of blessing, as he had never liked it very much, but he did 
miss the regular paycheck.

He also missed the freedom of being on his own and doing whatever he wanted, when he wanted. Living with his parents, now, was humiliating. They didn't charge him rent, and his mother made home-cooked meals every night, and somehow that made it all even worse.

Sitting down in front of his small flat screen television, he popped in the VHS to the old VCR. He was happy to find that both of the old artifacts still worked.

The video flickered on, showing some kind of interview session in a white room. There was a woman sitting on a chair.

A man's voice said, “Is it on?”

The woman said, “Yes. I see the light. It's blinking.”

“Wonderful.”

A face came into view—his grandfather's face! Younger, though. Much younger than Jared had ever seen him. He was wearing the same crown that Jared had in his hands. His grandfather adjusted the camera for a moment, and then moved back behind the camera.

“All right,” his grandfather said. “I have this remote here. We are testing it, yes? Seeing whether it works.”

The woman nodded. She was strikingly good looking—wearing a dark blue pantsuit. Her lovely brown hair was done up in a thick ponytail above her head.

“I want you to tell me how you feel about me,” his grandfather said.

She shrugged. “You're a nice man. You pay me well. You don't ask for unreasonable things.”

“And in a romantic sense?”

She blanched. “Really, Doctor?”

“This is for science, my dear. Please.”

“Fine. I don't really have any romantic feelings toward you. When I first worked here, you asked me out, and I declined. You were very professional about it, which I appreciated then and now.”

“Wonderful,” said the doctor.

Jared heard a clicking sound, and then a deep humming, and then a bright purple light flashed across the screen.

“How do you feel now?” his grandfather asked.

The woman just moaned in response, staring forward blankly.

“You feel wonderful,” said his grandfather.

“Wonderful,” the woman echoed, nodding happily, smiling.

“You always feel wonderful when I'm around.”

“Always wonderful when you're around.” Her smile grew wider, a flush moving up her neck.

“You've adored me for some time now.”

There was a cut in the tape. Static filled the screen for a moment.

Jared found his cock was hard as a rock. Was he holding . . . did he have some kind of mind control device in his hands right now? Was that what the crown and the clicker were?

The picture came back. The woman had her shirt off now, her fingers shoved deep inside her pussy. Her other hand was massaging her tits through her skimpy, lacy bra.

“You are my slave.”

“I am your slave,” said the woman, pouting hotly and pouring herself into the words.

It wasn't blankness on the woman's mind, Jared realized. It was zeal
. She so firmly believed everything she heard that no other thoughts could fill her head.

Jared felt his cock pushing up through his shorts. He kneaded his cock through the thin material, rewinding the tape.

“I am your slave,” the woman breathed.

He rewound it over and over.

“I am your slave,” the woman breathed again. Hotter and hotter each time.

His pants slipped around his ankles. His shaft already slick and hard with precum. How was he supposed to do anything else? He paused the video on her blank face, small bits of drool sliding down from her lips.

His arm pumped furiously as he jacked his hand up and down his cock. Above him, the air-conditioner switched on. His seven-inch shaft was completely slick, and jacking off seemed almost an afterthought to the feeling of the air pressing in so forcefully on his wet, sensitive shaft.

The woman on the screen was so hot. She was so controlled. This was so surreal. He had to come. He had to. He couldn't help it. She 
couldn't help but obey and he couldn't help but come.

Groaning, he spurted out onto his hand, the thick white cum filling up his palm quickly. He struggled to shift around, grabbing a tissue off his nightstand before laying back on his bed. It took him a moment to clean everything, to let his thoughts clear.

Okay.

Okay.

Now he could concentrate. He needed to get himself under control.

Control. That was the word of the day, wasn't it? At the foot of his bed was a device that would allow him to control whoever he wanted, fuck whoever he wanted, whenever he wanted . . .

No. Himself. He needed to stay under control.

He needed, no matter what, not to run wild with this device and put every girl he could find into a deep, everlasting trance that would forever bind her to his cock.

Oh god. He was getting hard again. He sat up on the bed, putting his shorts back on and staring down at the device, at the image of the controlled woman still on his television screen.

He couldn't do anything like that.

That was immoral, to do something like that. To take some hot babe like Mrs. Russell across the street, and fuck up her whole mind into thinking he was her total god, dominating every thought she had for the rest of her life to think only of his greatness and his cock.

Fuck.

Okay.

He needed to get someone else here, that was the solution.

Contemplative, he stepped over to his bedroom window. Outside, he could see Carmen Russell sunbathing her sumptuously hot body in her white, pink-striped bikini. Mrs. Russell's stepdaughter.

He had always really like that outfit. She was flat out gorgeous, just like her stepmother. A cheerleading queen back in high school.

Light brown hair, viciously long legs, wonderful breasts that were just the right size to spill out of a man's hands, and the kind of face that he imagined ancient Valkyries were supposed to have. Severely sexy, with an elegant, regal turn to her nose, full lips, and that delicious kind of distinction to her chin and jaw that models had.

She had modeled, he knew. Little vanity shots for  local businesses. He had jerked off to them more than once. Anybody she talked to knew she had big aspirations of going big time. Probably she could make it, too.

Maybe he could convince her to come and take a look at this tape, give him a second opinion?

Yeah, sure, he told himself. That's all he wanted from her. A second opinion.
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CARMEN WASN'T SURE
 what to make of Jared Harrison, even as he led her over to his house.

It was the first time she even ever really been on his lawn. The Harrisons' house was always a strange one within Meadow Heights. Most of the residences were large estates, with enormous swimming pools and multiple layers of backyard, and a three-floor minimum, like Carmen's house. Her father was an engineer, and made enough to own the house completely, no mortgage at all.

The Harrisons, though, were teachers, or librarians, something like that. Something low-paying.  Their paltry little two-story, fourteen hundred square foot house reflected that. They had moved in long, long before the property values went up. Carmen thought smugly that, even so, they would still be paying the mortgage on it when she was earning her third graduate degree on her father's dime.

It was nice to have some privilege, to enjoy a place in the world. Her forays into modeling were just reflections of that part of her personality—it wasn't about being admired, for her. No, it was about showing off.

Jared Harrison was usually nice enough, she supposed, but it seemed like every time she or her stepmother were outside, he had some reason for being outside as well.

When Carmen was sunbathing, he had to trim the hedges.

When Carmen was washing the car, he had to wash his car, too.

When Monica, Carmen's stepmother, was doing yoga in the gazebo in the backyard, he was watering the backyard lawn.

These little instances added up. She and her stepmother talked 
about it quite often. They were close in age—Carmen only eighteen, and Monica twenty-five.

At first, Carmen had found this proximity in age a little disturbing, and grew distant from her father for a time. But, she found Monica to be a really wonderful person—giving and thoughtful—who was used to all the pressures Carmen had felt at high school as one of the hottest girls around. Monica always had killer advice on what to wear, what to say to guys to turn down dates and let them down easy, and how to know when someone was only talking to her for her looks. Carmen was going to college at the end of the summer, and Monica was full of good thoughts on which classes had the most men in them.

But, today, Jared didn't seem like he was only talking to her for her looks. Even with Carmen wearing nothing but a teensy string bikini, a tiny near-transparent white wrap around her lovely ass serving as a skirt, and a pair of pink platform sandals—he looked her in the eyes with every word he said.

Though, Carmen noted with a certain satisfaction, it did
 seem to be something of a struggle for him.

“It's just, really important. I think it could be important, you know? Like really important.”

“You mean it's like, important?” Carmen teased.

He didn't seem to catch on. “Yeah, exactly! Like, for science!”

She rolled her eyes as he turned around and stepped inside the house. She followed him in, and immediately crinkled her nose. The smell of cat urine was permeating through everything.

“Do you have cats, here?”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “Tom and Jerry.”

“Jerry was a mouse.”

“Well,” he shrugged. “Not in this house.”

“Look,” she said, striking her hands through the air. “No offense, but this place stinks, and I really don't like cats. So, whatever it is you need to show me, let's do it outside.”

His face changed then, though he still smiled. The smile went from wide, open, and excited, kind of like a boy's smile, to something cold. Something more knowing and mature.

“Okay, Carmen,” he said. “You're the boss. Wait here, okay? I'll be 
right back.”

She did wait, taking a look around. Every floor was covered in gross carpet. There were pictures of people everywhere. Family, she supposed. The walls were covered in bad paint and worse flowery wallpaper. Where was the art? Where were the plants? Who could live like this?

She heard steps thump down the stairs.

“Carmen, pay attention,” she heard him say, and then there was a bright, violet light.
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CARMEN LOVED THIS HOUSE
. It was such a nice place. She was really glad Jared had brought her here.

“I'm just, so impressed by the décor here,” she said.

They were in his bedroom. This was her favorite room in his house. That was a perfectly natural thing to feel, to really love this bedroom that was so great.

“Thanks,” he said.

She was on his bed. She was sitting next to him on his bed. She would have been uncomfortable—he was so much older than her, after all, but she liked this room so much that it was okay just to sit there.

And the smell of the place! She inhaled deeply. It was heavenly.

“So what did you want to show me? Besides this ultra-cool room, I mean.”

It was
 an ultra-cool room. He had posters of half-naked women everywhere, interspersed with tall decals of skull-clad video game heroes and sports teams she hadn't heard of. It was a totally great room to be inside of, at any time.

“It's this videotape,” he said. “I want you to watch some of it with me.”

He pressed the remote.

“VHS?” she asked. “That's really . . . old.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It's okay, though.”

Sure, right. It was okay. Keep an open mind, Carmen. New experiences can be really fun. She believed that totally.

The video started playing. There was an old man for an instant, and then a young woman answering questions. Soon she was repeating everything she heard. The video skipped around, and then the woman was masturbating.

“Jesus, Jared!” Carmen stood up. “Is this a porno? Is that why you brought me here?”

“No!” he said, protesting. He paused the video. The woman's face was lolled to one side, her face in ecstasy. “Look! It's real life. This actually happened.”

“Pornos actually happen all the time.”

“But . . . no, I mean he really controlled her. He used this stuff.”

He pointed behind her on the bed. There was a clicker and a crown-looking thingy.

“You can't be serious.”

“I really am.”

Carmen looked down at him. Her eyes trailed down to his crotch—he was getting a boner! Oh, gross! He looked panicked, suddenly, like he saw what she had seen.

Enough was enough. She didn't care how
 great of a room this was, she had to leave right now.

“Look,” she said. “Clearly you're, um, really excited by all of this, but I'm not. So I'm leaving.”

She walked to the door. She heard some shuffling behind her, the bed springs groaning. Her hand was around the knob when he said her name. There was a flash of violet.
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GOD, JARED WAS SUPER
 cute. Did he have a girlfriend? She hoped not. She wanted to fuck him.

She wanted him to be the one to fuck her. Her first.
 The thought bounced around her mind happily.

They were on his bed. Her hands were on his thighs, happily stroking him through the fabric of his shorts. His bulge, quite visible, quite delicious-looking, was just beyond where her fingers stroked.

Not for long, though.

“So, this device, I think it's not really total mind control. I think it 
just encourages people to believe whatever they hear. Really, really encourages them. I guess my grandpa kept it secret, somehow. Or maybe he just never used it after the first time.”

“Uh huh.” she said, sliding her hand up around his thick bulge. It was so warm. “Did you know I'm a virgin?”

“I wonder—ooooh kaay.” Jared shuddered, leaning back. “I did . . . didn't tell you to say . . . no, I didn't know that.”

Carmen giggled. “You're really fucking cute, did you know that?”

“Oh yeah?” he leaned back into his bed and the pillows there.

She leaned in, getting on her knees on top of the bed, crawling toward him. With a deep yawn, Jared leaned back even more, and smiled at her confidently

“Oh
 yeah. Super cute. You're probably the cutest guy in the whole town, I think. I would be, like, really lucky to be able to hang out with you whenever you wanted.”

“Is that so?”

She nodded, leaning forward. Her lips perilously close to his.

“I don't know how I can help myself around you. You're so cute. You're probably the cutest guy in town. Can we hang out? I would feel really lucky if we did that”

She shook her head a bit, staring at the ground. Had she just said that?

Her eyes found Jared again. Who cares what she said? He was so cute.

He brought up a hand to her face, cradling it slightly. His breath on her lips. She moaned and slid forward, melting her mouth to his. Her hands stroking on his bulge even harder.

She brought one hand forward on the bed to steady herself, and hit something hard.

“Ow,” she said, picking up the gold crown from before. It fascinated her, for some reason. “Hey, what is this, anyway? Weren't you going to tell me?”

He smiled. “I've shown you already.”

“Shut up!” She said, laughing. He was such a tease. “No, you didn't.”

“I did. Remember? I explained how it protects the wearer from the effects of the remote. I figured it out by watching the video a few 
times.”

“The remote?”

“The one that makes people believe that whatever they're told. And then when the effect has worn off, they don't remember.”

“Wait a minute,” said Carmen, shaking her head. She stood up and looked at the screen of his television. The woman there, her face so open and . . . turned on. So full of pleasure.

“Hold up. That woman didn't remember any of the commands she was given?”

“Nope,” he grinned.

“Why are you grinning like that? That's disgusting! I mean, could you imagine if you gave me some command, and . . .”

His grin only widened. He started stroking his cock through his shorts, just like she had been. God, but she really, really wanted to get back to doing that. But this was...this was important! Things started to click together in her head

“Oh god, Jared, is that why you're grinning?”

He nodded, openly staring down her cleavage. On instinct, she propped her body forward a bit to give him a better view. Then she backed away, tripping over her big heels a bit. She kicked them off.

“What the fuck, Jared? I wish I could hit you right now.”

“But you can't.”

“No, I can't.” She smiled at him, so happy. It was so nice to say something she believed in. “I couldn't imagine ever hurting you.”

Wait, but, no. No, that wasn't right at all. She shook her pretty head, not catching on. How could she be so mad at him when he was so fucking cute? She just wanted to kiss him and have him hold her and say everything was all right.

“I'm sorry, Carmen. I just wanted to see if really worked.”

“And it does?”

“You find me attractive, right?”

“Uh, yeah. You're a stud. Like, every girl I know daydreams about your cock filling her up. You're probably the cutest guy in town ohmygod
.”

She couldn't stop shuddering, moving back to the door, shaking her head. Her big, blue eyes were wide open.

He sat up on the bed, moving forward some. “What's the matter? 
You were enjoying yourself.”

“Jared, that's not the problem though. I really believe that
 about you.” She put her hands to her head. “You are super
 cute. I want to make out with you right now, even though I know already that you've done this to me! You could make me do more, and I would want even more! It's wrong!”

It was hard to process, but he was putting the crown on again. She knew that meant . . . that meant something
 was going to happen. Why was her pussy getting so fucking wet?

“Say,” he unzipped his pants, “making you want more. Now, that gives me an idea . . .”

“N-no! Don't, Jared! Please!”

He brought the clicker up again. In a flurry of motion, she knocked it out of his hands, and ran out the door.

Oh god, he was going to show her his cock
. It was probably beautiful
. How was she running away from his wonderful, super hot cock? She slowed when she got down to the bottom of the stairs. Was this going to be something she was going to regret this for the rest of her life?

She heard him tumbling after her, shouting her name. She whimpered. He was so
 cute. No one that cute could all bad, could they?

No! Mind control, Carmen! Get it together! He gave you those thoughts! They're not real!

She ran out of the house, across the street to her own. She saw her stepmother's car in the driveway. Good. The two of them could fight together. And then she could tell her all about this incredibly cute boy that she just had this immense crush—no!

No.

She flew inside the door.

“Hey, cool lady!” Monica chirped. “Where are you—wow, what's the rush?”

Her stepmother was a svelte, hot young woman. She kept in perfect shape from swimming one hundred laps every day in their expansive backyard's Olympic sized swimming pool. In the past, they had both seen Jared watching her from his bedroom window.

Today, Monica wore a slim crimson sundress, with dark leather 
heels. Her long dark blond hair was perfectly coiffed to one side.

“Don't answer the door!” shouted Carmen.

The beautiful teen rushed upstairs rushed into her room, her little translucent cover falling away. She only had her bikini on now.

She panicked for a moment. What could she do? How was she going to avoid his super wonderful cock forever when he was such a fucking cute hot guy that she wanted to lose her virginity to?

Maybe it wore off? That was her only hope. She cranked up the stereo so she couldn't hear him, and then sat down in the corner of her room, hands pressed up against her ears. As she closed her eyes, all she could think about was her big fucking crush on Jared. God, would he still go out with her when this was all over? That would be super nice of him.

Suddenly, her stereo turned all the way down. Hands were on her wrists. She didn't know what to do! She refused to open her eyes, squirming, backing away.

“It's okay, Carmen. It's all right.”

It was Monica. Oh, thank goodness. She opened her eyes.

“It's all right, dear.” Her stepmother's smile was pure comfort. “It's really all right.”

Carmen breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, Mom! Is he gone? I was so
 worried. I felt sure
 his stupid device could work through doors, and . . .”

She started looking at Monica—really
 looking. The older woman was staring at her with a fixed, almost euphoric smile. Her eyes sort of blank. The grip on Carmen's hands only got tighter and tighter.

“He found a window, actually. But it's all for the best. Obedience is pleasure, Carmen,” she sighed happily. “And I've found the perfect boy for you to obey.”

Carmen heard Jared's footsteps. She knew there was no running, no fighting, now. She stared up at him, the crown on his head. She moaned a bit, biting her lower lip.

At least he was cute.
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CARMEN WAS HAPPILY
 giving Jared a handjob, staring adoringly in 
his face as he watched TV. He was naked. Carmen was seriously happy about that, staring at his body however much she wanted. There was some recording of models walking down runways. He said it was giving him inspiration for his new career.

So much of what he said went straight over her pretty little head. That was okay, though. He was so handsome and smart. He was the most handsome man she had ever seen. For a moment, he just stroked her hair.

She had amazing hair, she knew. It was thick and told the whole world how badly she needed Jared to fuck her at every second. It matched her perfectly hot fuck-me-while-I'm-making-you-dinner body. At every moment of his delectable handjob, she made sure to tilt her back perfectly, so he could see straight down her cleavage in her tiny bikini.

He looked her in the eyes. Carmen swooned helplessly. She couldn't even describe
 what made him so handsome. He just was
. It was the same way the sky was blue, or up was up and down was down.

“I've changed you, Carmen. I made you this turned on to me.”

“Oh fuck,” she cooed, stroking him harder. “Really? That's super
 cool.”

His cock twitched in her hands. Little spurts of precum ran down it. It just made her strokes even slicker.

“I made you enjoy the fact that I've changed you, too.”

She felt her pussy tighten up. “Oh wow
. You really did. Gosh, Jared you're the best boyfriend ever
.”

“I really am,” he smiled. “You don't pass five minutes without an orgasm, did you know that? It turns out I can even make your body believe things outside of your control.”

As if on cue, an orgasm spiraled through her body. Hot torrents of pleasure shot up and down her pussy, her torso, her hot erect nipples, creeping up her face. She stroked him ever harder. Fuck, but she needed him to cum.


She moaned appreciatively. “Do you think . . . wow, do you think you could change me even more
?”

His smile widened. Her heart skipped several beats.

“What did you have in mind?”

“What if I loved you even more? What if . . . what if I came just from touching you?”

He pulled out his thick clicker again, putting his crown on with the other hand. “Let's find out.”

“Masterrr,” came Monica's voice. “What do you think?”

She walked in the room carrying trays of small sandwiches, decked out in peach-colored lingerie. Stockings and frilly garters decorated her legs. A tiny lace bra somehow held up the delectable mass of her gorgeous tits. Small silk gloves with diamond bracelets adorned her hands.

“Is it hot enough for you, Master?”

Carmen felt Master's cock twitch even harder.

“Fuck,” he said.

He snapped his fingers. “Mouth. On me. Now.”

As if she were nothing, he pushed Carmen aside. Her stepmother gingerly set down the sandwich tray and eagerly took Carmen's place, sucking down Master's rod like she was starving. Every solitary inch of him seemed to drive Monica into new heights of pleasure, her thick luscious lips shiny with precum almost immediately.

Carmen slid back up on to the couch, pouting. Master was j-just about to ch-change her! This was so unfair. And, watching him fuck Monica was . . . weird.

“B-but Masterrr . . . you can't dooo that. That's my step mommy . . . this is . . . this is . . .”

He frowned at her and pressed his button.

When Carmen came back online, she saw her sisterslave Monica sucking off the man of her dreams. That was hot. That was really, really hot.

Jared was better than a boyfriend. He was Master
. That was so
 great. He deserved lots
 of women serving him. As many as he could possibly dream up.

“Fuck, she's sucking you so well, Master,” Carmen cooed. “You really deserve that. You deserve her hot mouth on you like that.”

“Mmmphmmm!” Monica moaned out.

“I hope you cum in her mouth, Master,” Carmen moaned.

She put her hand down on Monica's head, stroking the hair there. 
Pushing her down on Master's cock just a little harder. She layered kisses on Master's face and neck.

Hot little mews poured out of her mouth as she looked up at her Master with big, blue eyes.

“Cum in her mouth, Please? Please do it. I need to see you cum so bad. Oh please
, Master.”

He convulsed hard, wrapping his legs around Monica's waist, pulling her tighter into the couch.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”

“Thank you
, Master,” Carmen whispered fervently. “Thank you
.”

It was so wonderful, seeing him cum. A holy experience. She would speak of it to everyone she knew. It would be the first thing out of her mouth in every conversation she had for the rest of her life.

For several moments, he continued to shudder and Monica continued to slurp him down, moaning enthusiastically. Finally, his momentum seemed to taper off, and Monica started cleaning him. Licking his shaft up and down like an obedient sexkitten. Carmen was envious.

“Shall I make you hard again, Master?” Monica asked between licks. “I'm sure I can do it. And I know Carmen wants you to take her hot virgin cunt. It belongs to you, after all. That slumber party with all her friends,” she giggled, “well, all her hot friends, anyway, isn't due to start for another two hours. That's plenty of time for you to totally dominate my stepdaughter's pussy, isn't it?”

Carmen moaned into her Master's neck. Oh please, please, please. She could only whimper out her need, desperately wanting him to make it so.

Already, he was twitching, his re-hardening cock slapping against Monica's cheek. Her skin there all smeared with his perfect cum.

“Take off that swimsuit,” he said to Carmen.

She whimpered affirmatively, so excited. He was going to take her. He was going to be her first, her only man ever! This was so wonderful. She ripped off the suit, unveiling the entirety of her perfect eighteen year-old tits, made only for him.

Monica's face beamed as she licked and kissed her Master's cock, lit up with equal parts hope and pride.

Carmen displayed herself on the couch before him, spreading her thighs wide, but holding her shins. All bunched up like that, he could see just how perfect her abs were, how trim she kept her blond pussy.

It did not take long at all for Master to get hard at the sight of her like that, especially with Monica adoring his cock.

He crawled forward, shoving his bare member inside her easily. His cock was already well-lubricated, and Carmen had been wet since the moment she had first met her beautiful, perfect Master. There was one sharp moment of cleansing, hot pain, and then only building pleasure from then on.

His cock was enormous inside of her pussy. She had never felt anything so big and filling. She felt so womanly, so fertile and feminine.

“Fuck her, Master,” Monica cooed in his ear. “Fuck my stepdaughter, please! Fill her full of your hot cum. She needs
 it.”

Carmen nodded as he drilled inside of her, his thick shaft pushing aside her tight folds like they were nothing.

“I need
 it, Master!”

Huffing as he fucked Carmen, he grabbed her tits for leverage to enter even deeper.

“Cum in her, cum in her, cum in her please
!” Monica's eyes were growing maniacal with her pleas.

“Cum in me, cum in me, cum in me please!”


The two traded off chants like this for their Master, needing him to hear their endless devotion. There were several perfect instances when he just stared into Carmen's eyes, grunting out his sweet passion for her.

His vigorous pumping increased, and Carmen knew instinctively he was getting close. His face contorting wonderfully with unstoppable bliss. Her own orgasm approached with his. She knew totally that when he came, she had to cum, too. That was wired in her now.

He came at last, and Carmen knew completion, screaming out her own hot orgasm with him. His thick, hot ropes of cum filled her body like nothing else had. Euphoria washed through her body. She felt warm and glowing, her body vibrating with this warm liquid purpose 
that now possessed her. Carmen knew, finally, that she had found her place in this world.

This was what she needed to be doing for the rest of her life—serving and pleasing her wonderful Master, and trying to get others to do the same. Her house was his house, now.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


What's next?
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:


Bimbo Genie – Final Wishes


Sexy airhead genie Zanthia meets the Ultimate Master—a mind-controlling hunk who is hellbent on claiming her godlike powers for himself. The thought makes Zanthia 
dripping wet, but she still can't touch any man...or does this new Master have a clever way around her rules?
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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BIMBO OFFICE – NEW
 Girl


Delilah's role as top girl for her Master's Office Harem is complicated when a new beauty arrives on the scene—one who puts even Delilah's considerable charms to shame. She could roll with the punches and give her Master the slave he deserves...or she could try her new mind control powers on his ex-girlfriend to show him what a perfect slavewife she'll be for him!
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BIMBO GENIE – FERTILE
 Wishes


Zanthia’s a sexy airhead genie obsessed with making men happy in EVERY erotic way, and has endless power to change reality to make her owner happy. Soon, all the fertile babes will moan her Master's name and beg for his virile seed while leaking from beautiful overflowing cups, just like he deserves. Bimbo genie Zanthia makes every part of his life sweet and full of nonstop, erotic action.
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:


Hard & Rough Fantasies


TWENTY sexy stories of men and women having the roughest, sexiest, hardest ruts possible with no protection and NO limits!


Mesmerized Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!


Bad Boy Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of bad boy alpha males claiming hot young tight pussies like they deserve in all sorts of scandalous ways.


Office Fantasies – A Bundle


Sex, sex, and more sex—it's all we think about at the office. We're supposed to be working, but we want to be 
BANGING. In this twenty-story bundle, each tantalizing tale focuses on hot, sweaty, eager ruts on desks, in cubicles, and with hot secretaries who can't say no.


Bimbo Fantasies – A Bundle


The twenty stories in this MASSIVE bundle feature beautiful women becoming the bimbo goddesses they were born to be. And all the time they’re serving lucky men, usually huge-membered, hard-bodied, virile studs who can keep up with the nymphomaniac needs of their new gorgeous pets, often taking several at a time and creating harems of gorgeous beauties created just for their service!


Filthy Taboo Fantasies – A Bundle


The Men of the House. The forbidden fruit. The hot taboo thoughts that race through the minds of the deviant and ultra-kinky. There’s no delight like forbidden delights, delights that can NEVER be. But in these TWENTY hot stories, those taboo fantasies come to life. Hot, hung alpha studs with bodies forged from hard steel never take “no” for an answer from the gorgeous babes they’ve known all their life.
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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 and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That 
means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Naughty Fantasies - A Bundle

? Then you should read Hypno Headphones - The Bad Girl
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Hypno Headphones - The Bad Girl]


Ultra-hottie Chanel has always been a bad girl and has always been good at hiding it. But with the new mind-controlling teacher, she doesn't have to hide a thing...and she loves it and him!

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for 
news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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