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ELIANA SUCKED COCK. 

It took her a moment to realize this was happening. Realization—most thinking, really—felt supremely distant to her. 

Something else she slowly realized was that she had just cum. Hard. She could still feel the after-effects tingling and spasming down her legs and in her lower back. It had been terrific. She had cum just from sucking cock. That was something about herself that she now knew.

She could cum hard. She could do it from sucking cock. And it made the way she sucked cock really sloppy and wet and needy.

That would explain why it was so hard to think. A good girl like her wasn’t used to thinking when she was sucking cock in the first place, and definitely not when she had just cum. 

And she was a good girl. She didn’t know much at the present, besides the deep, thick, long bulge stretching out her throat and filling her up from mouth to esophagus and then some—but she knew that. 

She was a good girl. 

“Good girl,” said the man. “That’s so fucking good. Keep it up.”

There wasn’t much for her to keep up. In fact—way more than she sucked cock, the cock fucked her. Fucking her throat. Her esophagus tightened. Suckling all up the length inside of her. Her tongue slip-sliding around with heat. 

She was there for a throatfuck. There almost like a fleshlight or some other toy. 

“Good...good girl...”

He was close to cumming now. Eliana felt her excitement rising. She wasn’t even touching herself—her hands were bound behind her back for some reason—and she could feel her own orgasm approaching with his. 

“Fuck. Fuck yes. Fuck. What a good girl...”

He gripped her throat, pretty much stroking himself off using the thin muscle and flesh of her neck. Her man was so strong. His cum splashed against the back of her throat, strong hands gripping her helpless head against his crotch. She breathed in his musk; breathed in what felt like her whole soul. His cum warmed her entire body, a lightning chain of reactions tripping a new orgasm that rocked her body and made her press even tighter against his crotch. 

Strong thighs squeezed her in, holding her tight, while his cock pulsed and emptied out his heavy balls. Finally, slowly, he extricated himself. Eliana could not help but lick and kiss after his cock—The Cock! she groaned to herself—and felt her cheeks warm as he chuckled. 

“L-love it,” she whimpered. Her voice had an accent to it that she knew innately men found erotic and romantic both. “I love Your Cock. Love Your Cock...”

He pushed his hands through her hair, gently guiding her away from his still-twitching shaft. Looking at her and sighing. He was impressed. Spikes of pride filled Eliana’s heart. 

“There you are. I was wondering how long you’d be tranced for. You took a lot more than usual, you know?”

She just smiled. It was empty and pretty, like her. She didn’t know. 

“Okay,” he said, slowly guiding her off him.

They were in a bedroom. There was a mirror nearby with the reflection of a gorgeous woman decked out in pale green lingerie and matte leather high-heeled ankle boots. Her hands were tied behind her back. Thick dark hair, like a model’s hair, shoved gorgeously to one side in thick waves. After a moment, Eliana realized it was her. Her cunt twitched at the reflection, at recognizing it. Even so soon after her last earth-shattering orgasm, she already wanted to have another, and just from the glimpse of herself in the mirror. 

What was going on?

She thought—briefly, which was the only way she could think—if she even cared what was going on, given how good it felt. 

All of this felt inordinately good. Warm. Deserved.

“Okay,” the man said again. “I’ve got to go to work. All right? You’re going to go to the grocery store. Dress nice. Look good. You’re representing me out there, okay?”

Her response was automatic. The bestest, most prettiest smile she can muster, and then in a sing-songy voice: “Yes, Darling!”

“Good girl. I want dinner ready at 5:30. You got that?”

She nodded. “Yes, Darling.”

Her voice got smokier with that. She knew what dinner meant. It meant her dinner, which meant his Cock again. 

But how did she know that?

She couldn’t say. As well, why she answered like this was unknown to her. Eliana wasn’t even sure she knew how to cook. 

“Good. And...what else?” He looked around and then down at her back. “Oh. Right.”

He leaned over and undid the bindings behind her back, releasing her hands. They had been comfortable; Eliana felt a wave of sadness and nostalgia pass through her ample bosom that they were gone. 

“There. Now. Your husband’s got to go keep this family afloat. You’ll make me proud, won’t you, Ms. Trask?”

“Yes, Mr. Trask.”

She watched him get dressed and leave, sighing in appropriate intervals about how handsome he was, and urgently touching his bulge when he kissed her goodbye. 

There was just one problem. 

As best Eliana could remember, her last name was Roja, and she definitely wasn’t married.

* * * * *
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SHE LOOKED AT HERSELF in the mirror for a long time.

She stroked the angles of her jaw and chin. She posed this way and that, putting her legs forward. She couldn’t decide what the best feature was. Her hair—thick and long and dark and grown out nearly to the middle of her back—seemed like it should be unruly, but it did whatever she asked. She flipped her hair to one direction, piled it up, blew herself kisses. 

So fun. So easy. So fun and easy to be a pretty, empty, brainless bimbo wife for her Man. She felt so Lucky.

She admired the toned, flat surface of her belly. The way the muscles and bones there so easily interlaced, creating a delicate weave of flesh that surely must have made her Husband want her more. Her tits—young and perky and firm, like the rest of her—were more than a handful, but they didn’t drag her chest down. Long, slender, firm muscles in her back kept her posture straight. 

Every movement, every pose, every turn was on her toes. She felt naked without having high heels on. She knew without looking that the nearby closet—of course a walk-in—was full of heels she would be able to wear. Judging from the way she was unable to drop her ankle more than an inch or two, she estimated the minimum length of heel would be about four inches. 
At first, this vain examination was just to try and spark some memory of her past. She knew enough to know that she should have memories. But anything prior to sucking her Husband’s Cock this morning—ungh—was just a black hole. 
No. A pink hole. A happy, pink hole of bliss and service and eager helping and happiness and—

And she was touching herself. Again. 

This happened every time. And now instead of trying to spark memories, she lost herself in the vanity—in her beauty, in the arrogant tilt of her jaw, in the massive cosmic sparkling depth of her beautiful eyes. 

Her cunt was tiny, tight, pristine. Completely waxed, like her legs, like what felt like the rest of her. Her skin was shiny and sleek, like it had been buffed by a fur glove and some luxury-grade moisturizer. 

And her face! Her face. The face she didn’t recognize when she looked in the mirror. 

Her face was gorgeous. Pouty, full lips. A pronounced but shapely nose, drawing in high cheekbones and deep, dark eyes. She loved her face.

Of everything going on right now—and it was all rather strange, if pleasant—that was what felt the most real. Her face. Loving her face. 

Loving her beauty. 

Eliana was really something. She was a stunner. She was a beauty. She was a trophy. 

She liked that a lot. She smiled because she liked it so much—and her heart wrenched with need and desire. She Loved her smile. 

The doorbell rang and, unthinking, she strutted through the house to answer it. Her hips moved with an instinctual Brenda and gait. One foot right in front of the other, like a model’s walk down a runway. It was only when opening the door when she realized—with not too much concern—that she was still naked. 

Oh, well.

The woman at the door was busty and brunette and quite pretty. She wore a fun, frilly sundress, completing the look with tall pale pink heels, wrist-length gloves, and a wide-brimmed sunhat. She giggled, looking Eliana up and down. 

“Oh. You’re...gosh. Wow.”

She licked her lips, eyes clambering over every inch of Eliana’s naked body. 

Let her, said a voice in Eliana’s head. Drink it in, girl. 

“I’m...I’m Brenda,” said the brunette. “I’m here to help get you acclimated. Today’s your first day, right?”

“I don’t know.”

Brenda nodded and smiled. “That means it’s your first day. You have to go to the grocery store still, don’t you? That’s big. Let’s get you dressed, okay?”

* * * * *
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THE OUTFIT THEY CHOSE for Eliana came close to matching Brenda’s own. 

“We’re such good friends!” Brenda clapped her hands, smiling brilliantly. “Everyone will know!”

The sundress was tight and nearly sheer. In the mirror, Eliana could easily see the outlines of her ample breasts without quite seeing the skin underneath, or her nipples. The gorgeous lines and angles of her neck—shiny and buffed like the rest of her—were shown off considerably in the wide boat neckline of the piece. The dress ended well above the knee. All she had to do was shift her legs and arms just so and her Husband would be able to see how wet she was for him. 

Ungh. 

Her Husband. She didn’t even know his name. But she knew she loved the way he fucked her throat. 

Eliana noticed with satisfaction that her heels were higher than Brenda’s, with sexy straps that wrapped all the way up her slender ankles. She wore pale blue wrist-length gloves and gathered her hair up in a sexy, loose, please-fuck-my-throat-again-Husband ponytail that draped over the delicate structure of her collarbones. On top of it all, she put on a sunhat. The brim was slightly wider than Brenda’s as well. This made Eliana deeply pleased.

It was good, she thought, to remind Brenda of her place.

Eliana wasn’t sure of what that place was. But it wasn’t as if Eliana had woken up in a world where she was serving Brenda, was it?

There was a hierarchy. She would flaunt it. 

It felt good to flaunt it.

“You’re so gorgeous,” said Brenda, walking around her for a good look. “I’m so lucky to be able to help you out today, ma’am.”

Eliana preened. This Brenda girl should feel lucky to help her out today

“Yes.” She said it almost automatically. “That's right.”

She knows her place.

The thought came unbidden to her head—like many of her thoughts so far today. But like many of those thoughts also, it felt completely natural in her beautiful head. Eliana was gorgeous; so, to be around her made someone like Brenda quite lucky. 

Eliana looked at Brenda for a moment. It was—perhaps—strange to be thinking with such superiority of another human being. Another woman. Brenda was completely lovely. Just outside the bounds of Eliana’s imagination was the knowledge that if Brenda were to walk into a party or restaurant, all male and female eyes would stop entirely just to rest on her and enjoy the show. She was absurdly pretty.

Eliana was simply...better, that was all. And she knew it the same way she knew her name.

“My name is Eliana.”

She cast herself a smile, her lovely smile, turning this way and that and staring at herself in the mirror. 

“My name is Eliana,” she said again.

But what she meant was, I'm better than you.

“I know, ma’am.” Brenda smiled. “And it’s the loveliest name.”

Once fully dressed, they stepped outside. The neighborhood was happy and sunny. Every house had a big, perfectly manicured yard. There were no fences; no barriers. The roads looked recently paved, shiny and black. 

Their pairs of heels clicked sharply as they stepped onto the sidewalk. Eliana stopped and looked around.

“Where’s the car?” she asked.

There was a garage, but the door was closed. She wondered what was inside. She realized she hadn’t really seen any part of her house except for the mirror and the closet. Everything else had just been drowned out. 

And it was so easy to look in the mirror. She caught her reflection in the window of her house. Gosh. She was so pretty. She loved looking at herself; she had been doing it for most of her day so far. It was a properly, womanly thing to do.

“Oh.” Brenda shook her head. “Only Magnus families get car service.”

“I didn’t mean a car service. I meant...can’t we drive?”

Brenda raised an eyebrow. “Can you drive?”

Eliana thought about it. She had assumed she could. Then she tried to put together how it might happen. First, you had to get inside. Right? But...you needed a man there for that. Someone to hold the door for you. And there was no man here at all. There was no Husband. And there were a Husband here, Eliana wouldn’t drive. She would just do what her Husband said. 

And probably that would be to stroke him or suck him or nuzzle against him. She sighed happily, thinking of how wonderful that would be. 

“No. No, I guess not.”

“Wives don’t drive,” said Brenda. “We don’t need to know how to. We just need to cook, and clean, and suck, and serve, and make our man so happy.”

“Yes,” Eliana nodded. “Cook and clean and suck and serve.”

Brenda grabbed her hand and they began to strut down the perfectly-maintained sidewalk. “Cook and clean and suck and serve. Make our man so hap-py.”

Eliana, after a moment of hesitation, joined in. The little tune Brenda said it with was so catchy.

“Cook and clean and suck and serve. Make our man so hap-py.”

They walked like this for a long time, arm in arm. Their outside arms were positioned at their hips, hands daintily positioned at a ninety-degree angle to the ground.

The town was structured and orderly. Numbered streets bisected alphabet streets. Every corner had a shop. They walked arm in arm, without shame—Brenda’s hips obviously enjoying the grind against Eliana’s—all the way to the grocery store. They walked by other women with bags full of groceries and pushing carts or ferrying along small children. Everyone was smiling. Many of the women looked drastically pregnant. This did not stop them from still wearing tall heels or revealing outfits.

Everyone in the grocery store wore sundresses like them. All of them so gorgeous. Eliana imagined they must also similarly not be wearing panties or bras. And also—from the interior nature of the store, she could smell the enclosed heat and lust building up from all these women all at once. 

All these beautiful women. Brought here somehow. Strutting through the store with perfect posture. Perfect bodies. Perfect pussies without panties. Sopping wet. Their legs shining with juices and need. 

Eliana walked with Brenda and found herself picking up items automatically. Like the list for what foods to get was written somewhere deep in her subconscious without her even needing to think about it. Kind of like how every bottle she picked up reminded her of a cock—her Husband’s Cock—and without trying to her lips wetted and parted and her throat opened slightly. 

They were nearly done—Eliana was just about to go to the checkout line, only she couldn’t see one—when Brenda really started distracting her. 

Brenda had been talking the whole time. Mostly, she had been saying pretty sentences about how beautiful Eliana was. It seemed she had a crush.

“I have such a crush on you, I have to say,” said Brenda. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. You’re so beautiful. All I want to do is sit and kiss your wrists. Or your shoulders. Or your pussy. I really, really want to kiss your pussy. My Husband hired me out to you for the whole day. I’ll do anything you like. If I’m really good, will you let me just sit and touch myself while I look at you? Maybe I could paint you? My Husband let me remember how to paint. He says I used to do it all the time, that people paid for my paintings. Can you believe that? It's so silly and I tell him every time and he seems to like how I don't believe it.”

Eliana was distracted. The H-word, Husband, was still doing a heavy number on her own arousal level.

“Husbands.” She licked her lips. “Husbands have Cocks.”

“Just one you need to worry about. No way he’s selling you around. Nuh uh. I’ve heard things about your Husband too. He’s a rising star for the Company. And no wonder, with a wife like you. Why, I bet even Hannah herself is going to be jealous when she sees you at the ball this Friday, and—”

They slammed into another grocery cart. Brenda, walking backwards and staring at Eliana, was also guiding the cart.

Eliana immediately felt a flash of annoyance at Brenda. It was her fault, and it would have been her fault even if it wasn’t, because that’s what you brought lessers around for—to blame them for things going wrong, and to take their credit when things went right.

The woman holding the other cart was tall—nearly as tall as Eliana—and blonde. Scandinavian or Nordic in origin, with a haughty tilt to her chin and nose and long sweeping blond hair that fell to her ass in healthy, abundant waves. She was beautiful, with glossy pink lips and heavy tits that bounced in her form-fitting sundress as she spoke.

“I’m going to be jealous of what, little Neophyte girl?”

Brenda stepped backward and grabbed her own midsection, like she had been shot in an old western. 

“Oh. O-oh. My god. Hannah. Miss—Misses Hannah. I mean. Madam. I mean—”

Hannah waited, eyeing deliberately at the ground with a raised eyebrow. Brenda, picking up on this immediately, flung herself to the ground and knelt. 

“I-I’m sorry. I meant no offense. It’s that you’re so pretty and she’s so pretty I just thought, what a good comparison, it will make such a good complement for anyone to be compared favorably to y-you, a-and—”

“Shut up.”

Hannah put a platform sandal heel on top of Brenda’s neck, keeping her face squashed against the ground. The placement was delicate but precise, and meant to keep Brenda from moving. It must have been difficult to balance in the precarious heels, so utterly sexy with how tall they were and the way they turned Hannah’s legs and made her tight ass flex, but Hannah seemed to find it quite easy. 

“You’re the new Prime girl, is that right?” Hannah asked Eliana. 

“I’m not sure, really.”

“You are. You know I could make you kneel right now. Put you down right there next to this bottom-feeder. Do you know why that is?”

Eliana found it best to be diplomatic. “I’m sure there’s an excellent reason.”

“Because my husband is in charge of this town. Because I am the only Elysian-class woman here. And you are two ranks below me. That means you’ll do as I say, whether you like it or not. Do you understand?”

Eliana smiled. “You’re so lovely. I think I would adore doing what you say regardless.”

Hannah stared at her up and down with ice cold blue eyes. 

“You think I would be jealous of you, Prime girl?”

“My name is Eliana.” It felt important to affirm that; it was the one thing she knew. “And I couldn’t imagine what you would want to do with your time.”

Hannah’s sneer turned into a snarl. She pushed down harshly on Brenda’s neck, walking toward Eliana, and grabbed Eliana by the neck. Her grip was iron strong. 

“Kneel.”

Eliana did. She didn’t feel like she wanted to—but she did, automatically. Obediently. A flush of heat appeared down her belly and was matched by wetness between her thighs. 

“Do you see? Now tell me again. Tell me some other sarcastic remark, bitch. About what I should do with my time.”

Eliana found it best to be quiet. 

“That’s better. That’s your place. On your knees.”

Hannah stepped closer and pushed Eliana’s head up against her thighs, up near her crotch. It was wet. Warmth pouring out like a fire. 

“And if you do a good job of that, little Prime? Then maybe Mommy will let you lick her pussy once in a while as Master watches. You want that, don’t you?”

The smell of her was intoxicating. “Y-yes.”

“You’d do anything for that, wouldn’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, what?”

The answer felt automatic, just like kneeling. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Hannah dragged Eliana’s face across her crotch for several seconds. Letting her feel the heat. The moisture. The fabric of her dress was so thin that Eliana felt the individual folds of Hannah’s pussy. An orgasm, hot and sudden, struck Eliana’s body from feeling the pussy of this blonde goddess in such a terrifying, sudden way. Eliana understood—even as the bliss shook through her core—that she was cumming because Hannah had forced her to. 

It felt. So. Fucking. Good.

As the pleasure still had her body in shivering aftershocks, Hannah let go of her throat entirely and stepped away. It took a moment for Eliana’s fuzzy vision to come back into clarity. Standing, coughing for air, she heard Hannah happily greeting another gaggle of girls and all of them laughing at Eliana and Brenda.

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, Eliana and Brenda were outside with groceries in hand. 

“I’m so sorry about that, ma’am,” said Brenda.

“My name is Eliana.”

“Yes, ma’am. Of course it is. I’m so sorry.”

Down the street, on their way back home, was a gym. Eliana stopped in front of the window. The groceries she had in one hand were quite heavy, but she felt no strain or ache. Her back muscles were strong, her posture perfect, and her arms taut like coils. She felt like she had energy for days. 

Inside the gym, she saw women in nearly as good a shape as her. They needed visits to the gym like Eliana needed a makeover. All the same, there they were—running on treadmills, lifting weights, performing high-intensity calisthenics on exercise mats. 

And all of them, of course, looking gorgeous. 

They wore lingerie and high heels to a woman. The lingerie tight, bright, sheer. Heavy tits—several of which obviously lactated to add to the sheen on their ultra-fit bodies—bounced happily in their nominal restraints. The treadmills must have been reinforced somehow, or maintained with superb regularity, to stand-up to the spikes of the heels of all those girls. Of course, they weren’t hitting the tread with a lot of weight, either. 

Their hair was done-up in sexy, long ponytails or pigtails. Some of them with big sweeping waves of it, dripping with sweat like they had been bathing in saltwater at a beach. They stared endlessly at the mirrors, blowing themselves kisses, attending to their appearance totally. 

“Did you want to work out?” asked Brenda. “Not that you need to. But every Wife in town has a membership, gratis. And—”

“Shush.”

Brenda gulped, clearly afraid of Eliana. 

Good. That felt good. She liked Brenda well enough, but she was learning she liked Brenda’s fear even more. The way Brenda...knelt at Hannah’s feet. 

That had seemed so natural, so spectacular. Eliana doing it felt more like a mistake, like she and Hannah didn’t truly understand one another yet. 

Inside the gym, leading the calisthenics class, was a heavily built man with a short mohawk and a bunch of tattoos running down his arms. Two young women with flowing, neon-pink and blue hair attended him. One stroked and sucked him while he was standing, slapping his hefty cock against her face. The other had a similar job, but only when he was on the mat. So if he began doing push-ups or burpees, there she was, sliding her mouth around him with every downward thrust. 

The eyes of both looked completely vapid, cock-crazy, cum-crazed. They stared up at him with complete abandon. 

“He’s the owner of the gym,” said Eliana.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“He has multiple wives.”

Brenda nodded. “It’s an important business here. Important men have multiple wives. He’s Prime class.”

“Like me.”

“Yes. Though he has seniority over your Husband.”

“And so the wives do over me?”

“Yes.”

A tall, dark-haired woman—nearly as tall as Hannah—strutted through the gym alternating between sneers and smiles. The sneers inspired girls to start breaking down, nearly close to tears. The smiles made others work even harder. 

“That’s Margarette,” said Brenda. “She’s kind of new but she fits right in.”

Margarette walked into the calisthenics class and everyone stopped what they were doing to look at her. There was a lot to look at. She actually wasn’t wearing lingerie, but instead ultra-tight hot shorts that displayed the completely sculpted lines of her ass, and a sports-bra with a wide-open v-shape of cleavage. Her hair was brilliantly chestnut-dark and long, and every few moments she tossed it from one side of her head to another. Posing. Sneering. Waiting. 

The gym owner and his wives—as well as the rest of the girls in the calisthenics class—knelt to her in turn and came and bowed their heads at her feet. 

“She’s better than them,” said Eliana. “Superior.”

“Yes. Magnus class. She’s the fifth wife of the second-richest man in town. So. She gets to do basically whatever she wants unless she crosses Hannah. Which I can’t imagine, since they’re like, best friends. I wish...I wish I had a friend like that sometimes. I—”

“And I am...Prime class. That’s what you said?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You’re a Neophyte.”

Brenda’s voice became very small. “I’ve actually been here for longer than even Margarette. But my husband, he’s just not...he’s having a tough time. It’s really getting to him. He’s so stressed he won’t even fuck me, and I was really hoping that your good review of my performance w-would—”

“Shush.”

Eliana considered. Inside, Margarette directed the class back into action. Smiling at them. Her smile meant the world to them. Even outside, dozens of feet away, Eliana felt it work on her. Something chemical. Some kind of response she had. 

She turned to Brenda, smiling. Smiling as brilliantly as she possibly could. The way she’d smile if her Husband told her to come suck his Cock. 

Brenda’s entire body stiffened. Leaning forward. Pupils dilating like she was on a drug. Her own smile in return was sexy, open, and empty.  

“O-oh,” she murmured. “Oh. M-miss...misses...Roja. I-I...oh...”

Slowly, to watch it all go down, Eliana erased her smile. Raised an eyebrow. Curled up a lip into a sneer. Let herself feel contempt for this lowly neophyte trying to waste her fucking time. 

Brenda started falling to the ground. Pure, young, tight muscular control kept her knees of the ground even as she slowly kneeled closer and closer. Tears welled up in her eyes. A great red flush overtook her face and neck. She made choking noises, like Eliana had a hand around her throat. 

“P-please,” said Brenda. “I-I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I don’t know what I did, but I know I did it. I’m s-so sorry...”

Eliana turned away and gestured for Brenda to follow. 

How very interesting. 

She took one long very good look at Margarette. All the eyes in the gym on her. Everyone wanting to be her. Wanting to be owned by her. 

And Eliana knew what she wanted. 

* * * * * 
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AT 5:29 PM, ELIANA had everything perfect. Dinner—a small roasted chicken—had just come out of the oven was placed lovingly on the table. The knives were there to one side, ready to cut. It was a man’s job to cut the meat. Sides had been arranged all around the chicken—salad, some fruit, and a few small rolls that Eliana had whipped together so automatically that she was in the middle of their second-rise before she even noticed consciously that she had made them. 

Her Husband entered the door precisely at 5:30 PM just as advertised. 

Eliana had spent several minutes deciding on how best to present herself. There was a wide array of options. 

First was just the question of where to be. On her knees, with her mouth open and ready for service? She loved the submissive angle of that. But at the same time, she was his wife. She wanted to be viewed as someone seriously in love with him, not just a tool ready to be used and disposed of. 

So then she imagined herself standing right next to the door, jumping on him the second he entered. Certainly a slightly more equitable position, but then she had to consider her audience! He was coming home from a hard day of work. Didn’t he deserve a few moments to just enjoy the fact of his home?

But then Eliana was a fact of his home as well. 

The hall in front of the front door was long and stretched all the way through to the back of the house, opening up to a lovely view of the yard there and the forest beyond. The hallway was marble. Her heels clicked and clacked sharply as she strutted down it. 

So she posted herself at the far end of the hall. Posing with one arm up on the wall, legs out, displaying her length. That was one part of the array. 

The next was her outfit. The sundress was well and good and quite lovely for a trip out into town. But this was her Husband. He was coming Home. Home was important. Husband was doubly important. 

So she needed to make Him feel important.

The second he walked through the door and saw her, he needed to know that he was her entire world. No, he needed to know that he was the fucking Sun, and that she revolved entirely around him. 

Heels first. Taller ones than what she wore out and about that day, with long spikes that stretched from her ankle in thin, centimeter-wide sexy stalactites. Then lingerie. Violet and black. Lacy. Sheer over her crotch. A long silk robe to advertise how comfy it would be just to sit with her and hold her tight for a long time. 

So at 5:30, he walked through the door and shut it behind him. Looking around the house briefly—clearly wondering where Eliana was. 

He looked at her the second she began to strut. The clacking of her heels alerted him. She walked with a model’s confidence. One foot in front of the other. It was so easy for her, like she had done it a thousand times before. Staring him down like he was the only thing in the world. Like he was the perfect, perfect man—the perfect Male—and she had everything a man could possibly want and she had been designed, born, brought here purely to advertise for him in that moment. 

This was the kind of lust she purposefully exuded as she approached. 

And when she came only inches away from him, she stopped, smiled, and posed. Hands on hips, jutting out her hips and ass. Then spinning so he could look her up and down.

She slipped her arms around his neck and stared him deep in the eyes. “Welcome Home, Husband. I missed you so much.”

It was only saying this that she realized how much she had missed him. He was her everything. She needed him home. 

He brought her in with a strong hand, kissing her deeply. Their tongues lashed together for several minutes. His slips slid across hers, down her chin, along her jaw, kissing at her clavicles and shoulders and neck. 

It was only after she started massaging her tits into his wandering kisses that she realized she was whimpering and moaning as he worked. 

Over and over again she whispered, urgent and loving, “Welcome Home. I’m so glad you’re home. I’m so glad you’re home. Welcome Home...”

He lifted her up onto his waist and then into the wall. Somewhere in there he had unbuckled his pants. His cock was hard already. Eliana felt so proud. Her legs wrapped tight around his waist.

His cock. The Cock. Hard already. Because he was Home. Because she had greeted him so well.

It would have been perfectly wonderful if he had just patted her head and asked her where dinner was. She would have been ecstatic if he had kissed her a little while. She would have been over the moon if he had pushed her down onto her knees and throatfucked her again like he had that morning. 

Instead? 

Instead, now, because she had done such a good job as his wife—because she had Welcomed Him Home the way a good wife did—he was taking his beautiful big Cock and shoving it up into her tight, willing, needy, sopping wet pussy. Her heels clacked together as he entered her fully, like a key latching in a lock.

Eliana gasped with the knowledge of his Cock inside her—and also the knowledge that all of a sudden, she was closer to being pregnant than she had ever been. 

Was she a virgin?

How could that be. Wasn’t she married already at the start of today?

But why was she so tight? Her pussy felt too tight. And it felt like there was resistance there, a wall he pushed past with his strong, steel-hard Cock—like he had popped her cherry.

These thoughts drowned out quickly in a torrent of sudden orgasming pleasure. His Cock pushed up inside her, inch by inch, and she felt so beautifully fertile. She was such a woman. She deserved this, deserved his Cock bulging her midsection, deserved him crushing her tits against his chest.  Her glistening wet folds clamped hard on his Cock, urging him deeper inside her as he pounded her against the wall. 

“Oh-oh god!” she moaned. “Oh H-Husband! Husband! Oh fuck, you're so big! You're so fucking big!”

Eliana was tall, her limbs long, but in his arms and against his body she felt like nothing so much as a toy. He was taller, stronger, wider, thicker than her. He was big and she was small and so she had to do what he said and that was the end of the matter. 

“Oh my god,” she groaned. “Oh god. My husband has such a big Cock. Your Cock is so fucking big! I’m so lucky! I’m so lucky! I’m such a lucky lucky lucky wife!”

He just fucked her harder. Plaster shaking from the wall. The whole house felt like it was moving. His mouth moving across hers, her chin, her jaw, her long fucking neck. 

She needed to be a good wife. She needed his cum inside her. She needed to show him that she could carry his babies. She needed his babies so fucking bad! She gripped harder around his neck, holding him tight, begging him desperately. 

“Please cum in me,” she whimpered, her words getting faster and faster. “Please cum in me, please cum in me, pleasecum in me, pleasecum inme, pleasecuminme, pleasecuminmecuminmecuminmememeee!”

She could sense his orgasm lifting up his hips right before the torrent of his seed splashed into her willing, fertile body. As he spurted, ass clenching, he slammed her hard against the wall a final few times. Art fell from nearby shelves. Glass frames shattered and Eliana felt an instant surge of pride at how well she would clean it up for him later. 

“Th-thank you, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “Thank you, Sir.”

He stepped back from and she slumped to the ground, cum-happy and dazed. Wrapping around his leg. She stared up at him languidly, eyes brimming over with love and lust. Casually a hand rose up and stroked him, easy and gentle, occasionally sliding her lips over his Cockhead to gather up and swallow any remaining cum. He was already hardening. What a Man.

“Holy fuck,” he said. “You’re really something else, babe.”

“Thank you, darling.”

From the dining room, they could hear whimpering. In fact, the whimpering had been happening the whole time—but they had been distracted. 

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Oh. That.” 

Eliana giggled. She started to get up, and he grabbed her tight and held her at his side. Right away, her hand drifted to his Cock, stroking him once more. He was still hard. What a man. Her Husband was such a man. 

“That’s Brenda,” she explained. 

“Brenda?”

“Our neighbor’s wife. He hired her out to us?”

“Oh, right. That.”

They walked into the dining room and he took a moment to examine the spread. The food presented. And Brenda, in lingerie. 

“Dinner looks delicious,” he said. “But why is Brenda tied up on her knees in front of my chair?”

Eliana looked at him with big, brown eyes. She gave him her best smoldering look, which was very good indeed. 

“Why do you think, Husband?” She bit a lip. “I want to talk to you and hear all about your day. But someone has to suck you off during dinner. Isn’t that only appropriate?”

Soon they were sitting down. Brenda, hands bound behind her back, knelt between his legs. Her mouth hot-breathing against his already hard-again Cock. Moaning. Urging. Searching with her lips.

“This is kind of forbidden,” said her Husband. “You’re only supposed to fuck someone else’s wife here if you’re sure you can knock them out of the business.”

“And can’t you?” said Eliana, stroking his hair. “You’re so strong. You’re my Husband, after all...and I’m so beautiful.”

“It was really a coup when I got you.” He looked at her admiringly. She preened. “They said it couldn’t be done. That celebrities...well. Anyway.” He looked down at Brenda. “What do you think, doll? You want a new husband?”

Brenda had been staring and whimpering this whole time at his Cock. Pushing her face against it like a dog at an empty bowl. It was hard and streaming precum. 

“C-Cock...” she whimpered. “H-hard Cock...”

Eliana pushed Brenda’s head forward until her lips enveloped his Cockhead. There was no resistance. 

“She wants it. She’s been saying all day about how beautiful she thinks I am and how in love with me she is.” Eliana pushed and pulled Brenda’s head up and down his Cock, like she was a living fleshlight. “And there’s no better way to show me how in love with me she is than by giving you pleasure, Husband.”

His head lolled back. “F-fuck. Fuck-ing. O-kay. Wow.”

Brenda made several appreciative noises from between his legs.

“This is kind of a funny coincidence,” he said. “I had a gift for you too.”

“A gift?” Eliana, in her excitement, picked up the pace with Brenda’s head. “For me? Darling. You shouldn’t have. It’s already the greatest gift in the world just to be your wife.”

He leaned over and kissed her deeply. She could taste the dinner she had made for him on his tongue. She was pleased; it was quite savory.

“You’re a doll.”

She smiled indulgently. “I know.”

“God. That attitude of yours...wow. Anyway.”

“A gift.”

She was interested now. She never would have asked for one—she meant it when she said it was such a gift to be the Wife for such an amazing Husband—but now that she knew he had something for her, she was desperate to find out what it was.

“Right. Well, in fact...well. I wasn’t going to do this yet. I didn’t think you were ready.”

Eliana leaned in, pushing Brenda’s head up further into his crotch. He shuddered. Eliana felt gloriously confident.

“I’m ready. Whatever it is.”

“I just meant it’s funny that you brought me a girl here to take. That’s what we do here. That’s the business. We take girls. We reformat them for others. It’s a very select clientele. It takes a lot of work. And so we have to have a happy home life to keep us satisfied.”

Eliana smiled, still forcefully guiding Brenda up and down. “That’s where I come in.”

It felt so nice, at last, understanding more. Her job. He felt comfortable telling her about his job because she had done such a good job at hers!

“It—fuck, that’s so good—yeah. It is. But also, you could help with the work.”

“Help?”

“That’s what I meant. When I said it was funny you brought me a girl. I actually brought you one too. She’s waiting there. In the workshop.”

Eliana’s heart fluttered. She was being asked—being propositioned. Her Husband was being so intimate right now.

“You want me to assist you, Husband?”

“I do.” He smiled. “And call me by name. It’s Samuel.”

The orgasm was sudden. Instant. There was no warning. A tsunami of pleasure that upended every part of herself that she knew. She ground against him, pushing Brenda up high on his Cock. Once it hit, there was no turning back. She was his wife completely, and not just that—he wanted her to be more than his fuckdoll, more than just his trophy.

Hearing his name, being offered to be his partner...

Eliana came harder than she ever had in her life.

She was such a happy wife. She couldn’t wait to find out what he wanted from her.
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