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Just outside the apartment complex of her destination, Stephanie steeled herself. 

This would be difficult. 

It was cool fall day and the lovely young twenty year-old blonde had dressed for the weather to get worse, a heavy trendy pea coat over her black leather skirt and stylized diamond-pattern tights keeping her warm as well as the over-sized dark orange sweater she wore. 

But the worse part of today wouldn’t be the incoming cold front and all its snow—it would be facing it on her own. 

She had to break up with Gianna; there was just no choice in the matter. 

The problem with their relationship was manifold. Stephanie was deeply studious and serious, hoping for a career in medicine, while Gianna was too laid back and content to just continue to explore her English degree into, according to her, “whatever’s out there, y’know?” Stephanie had a future and she wanted a partner who wanted one too. 

For a while, she had indulged Gianna’s bohemian whims—even enjoyed them. Order a large pizza for the leftovers to eat over the next week? Very well. Skip a study group for a quality necking in the library? Capital! Sleep in until ten am on a Saturday? How titillating!

It didn’t hurt that Gianna was beautiful—brunette and bubbly and bright, in her own way, and ate Stephanie’s pussy like a dream. But somewhere in this madcap chaos of unrestrained id, Stephanie felt her the everlasting comfort of her rigidity and predictability heading sideways. 

This might have all been solvable. Stephanie loved a good problem, and she loved a person to fix. So many people had the wrong idea about so many things, and gosh, didn’t Gianna ever have the wrong idea about so many things, and so it was up to the Stephanies of the world to set them straight and ensure that they made their own little corner of existence tidier for others. You couldn’t leave a mess; that was improper. 

But, there was the much larger and more present problem of Gianna’s roommate, Kyle. 

Kyle was Stephanie’s stepbrother. 

That was how she had met Gianna—on a windy Sunday morning about six months ago, helping Kyle move in to his new place. Stephanie mostly moved light items; she had to look after herself. Cups and plates and a blender, that kind of thing. What was she supposed to do, wrench her back while she shoveled Kyle into yet another budget apartment he’d probably move out of in less than a year? 

Gianna had made fun of her for opening boxes on the moving truck and taking items out of them one at a time, but Gianna had never had to look after a cranky aunt suffering in traction, either. That was a summer that Stephanie would never get back, and she was determined to not have to spend any more time like that either. That was partly what had brought up her interest in medicine—that, and competing with Kyle. 

Stephanie had lived with Kyle for so long, grown up with him for so long, that she considered him her brother in truth. He was a medical student as well, and even though they were the same age, he was a year ahead of her in their undergraduate program thanks to testing credits. He never said anything about being better than her, but Stephanie knew he did. She would think so if she were doing better than him, after all. 

They had always been competitive—or at least, Stephanie had, and it was infuriating that Kyle barely noticed. In their hometown, she had run track, and then he joined as almost a joke and ended up doing better than she ever had. She ran for student body treasurer, planning her road to the office for months,  and he won class president without even campaigning! He was passably handsome—but Stephanie worked her butt off to be attractive on top of her already cute face and amazing body, studying fashion and watching hours of make-up tutorials; nonetheless, he had several more romantic partners than her. 

And any time she did beat him at something—like going nearly twice as fast as him on a hike last summer (she had scouted the trail for the previous three weekends just to be sure), he just took in stride. 

“Great hike,” he would say. “Maybe next time we can talk while we do it?”

So, he had to be a better person, too. 

She couldn’t stand the constant reminder of her inferiority by being in Kyle’s presence. Complicating it further, Stephanie’s own apartment was dismally uncomfortable in every season—too hot in the summer, too cold in the winter, too noisy at all times—and so spending intimate time alone with Gianna was either a major pain at her place or felt entirely too close to her brother’s eyes and ears. 

So it had to be over, and that was that. She wanted to sever from Gianna and in doing so, sever a bit more from Kyle. Hopefully, whenever they reconnected, she would have surpassed him as she knew she was destined to do and he could eat her dust. 

Her brother and Gianna lived in the corner apartment—one of the largest in the complex, which housed more than a dozen units in this building—on the second floor. There was an atrium in the middle of the complex, and the apartments formed a perimeter around it. Sometimes she saw kids playing soccer down there, but not today. Everyone was quiet; the mood was somber. This was appropriate—Stephanie rather liked it when the circumstances of the world lined up with her attitude. 

One final breath. Steel. Steel!

She knocked, and there was no answer. Rang the bell, no answer. She knocked again, harder and more insistent this time, and the door just swung open. Inside, it was an absolute mess. Neon-colored food wrappers everywhere. A box ripped open in the entryway with bright branding that read PASSION PACKS.

The decoration in their apartment was non-existent. A Velcro dartboard set up on one wall with drinking game instructions next to it. A picnic bench littered with beer cans and more food wrappers. More of the “Passion Packs”, whatever those were. Stephanie sniffed. It looked like there had been some wild party or some inelegant debauch. 

Stephanie carefully walked past the picnic bench and then the corner-placed entertainment system with its stacks of video game consoles. The television set was the nicest thing in the entire apartment, a gift from their father the Christmas before. 

“Hello?” she called. “Gianna? Kyle?”

Kyle wandered out of the bathroom, rubbing a hand towel through his hair. Another towel around his waist. Otherwise he was shirtless, letting Stephanie see all of his outstanding musculature and leaving her thoroughly confused. 

Deep, sexual frustration and tension filled her right away at the sight of her shirtless, wet brother. 

She understand intimately that sexuality was a spectrum, and even so had always been so far on the “liking girls” side of that framework that she didn’t even recognize men as sexual creatures most of the time. 

The Kyle she knew was in decent shape, but a bit skinny-fat—he looked like he overate about three times a week, because he did, and his only real workouts were walking through the neighborhood and on campus. His blond hair, even with as young as he was, was already thinning, and whenever he stopped shaving, an embarrassing nest of rice noodles seemed to clamber over his face. 

Only...none of this was true anymore. 

The man she saw in front of her more closely resembled some kind of pornographic lumberjack than the soft, clever intellectual she knew as her brother. Every muscle was large, bulging, and hard. He sported a broad, thickly-defined barrel chest that seemed like the result of decades of competitive weight-lifting. 

A thin sheet of fat covered every inch of his muscle, but only added to the bulk and the overall image of a muscular wall. His hair, now thick and blond, covered his head in a wild mess—and that included the heavy beard that turned reddish toward the bottom under his well-defined jaw. 

She kept staring at his forearms—so heavily defined, and as big around as her thighs almost—and then tearing her eyes from that to his chest and abdomen, where the trail of thick hair led down to the monster of a cock hiding beneath his towel like an elephant behind a window curtain. 

Saliva filled her mouth, slipping over the painted surface of her lips. She had to respond to this ably and intelligently. There was something happening here that she was not prepared for. What she said now would shape this entire experience.

“Gu-guh?”

A noble first attempt. But not quite on the mark. She watched Kyle walk to the small kitchen area across from the bathroom and rip open a Passion Pack package. The little rectangular form inside looked something like an energy bar, but quite wide, like an ice-cream sandwich. A wave of lust, heady and indirect, hit Stephanie. 

What a smell! 

She gripped the nearby wall for support, her mouth suddenly as hungry as it was wet. 

She had to try to speak again, get the information she needed. She was here for a very specific purpose. Something to do with Gianna. Breaking it off, yes, that was right—she had to break up with Gianna. 

“Smelly nice really good,” she whimpered, staring helplessly at the massive muscles that had apparently sprung up overnight on her brother’s shoulders. 

She didn’t know she had such a thing for shoulders. Or forearms. Or abs. Or pectorals... 

Trying to sober herself, she blinked and shook her head. Somehow her jacket at ended up on the floor. Probably because it made her tits easier to massage? Yes. That was it. That was fine to do; Kyle was her brother. He knew she had big juicy tits that could be massaged at any time, and if he didn’t, why not give him a reminder? 

Okay, right. It seemed like some part of her speech and thought pattern was being interrupted. She needed to find out more about what was happening. Somehow she had to communicate this to her insanely handsome, total dreamboat hunk of a brother. 

If she said it well enough, maybe he would let her touch his muscles? That was something a sister could do, right?

He broke the Pack in half and held it out to her. Sharing! With her! Kyle had always tried to share with her and—because she never shared with him—she always took it as an insult. Trying to be bigger than her.

Now he was really bigger than her. He could pin her down at any moment and she wouldn’t be able to say anything about it, and he didn’t look like he would stop for anyone. 

He could just hold her down. Her own brother. Push her onto her knees and do anything with her. Shove himself down her throat. She wouldn’t be able to stop it. And it would be so wrong, because he was forcing himself, and because he was her brother, but then that meant he could never truly abandon her and he was so big she’d probably be so safe forever after...

Stephanie was suddenly, forcibly wet. Her knees shook with her arousal and she was unable to help her hips making soft, urgent gyrating motions in her brother’s direction.

So dripping, hungrily wet, thinking about her own brother forcing himself on her. What was wrong with her?

Slowly, once again, she shook her head. Trying to regain her composure. 

“N-no,” she said. And then more confidently, “No. I don’t want any of that. I want to talk to Gianna. Is she here?”

He held out the bar further, bringing it closer to her nose. Her mouth drooled. Her pussy drooled. It was so hot in here. She tugged at her skirt so hard that it slipped down her legs some.

“Gianna really likes these. You should have some too. You two like the same things. It’s why you’re girlfriends.”

His voice was not the Kyle’s voice she remembered. If there wasn’t something about his face and eyes that retained his original parts, she wouldn’t have recognized him at all as her brother. This voice was deeply masculine, thrumming in her soul, deeply baritone and making her insides melt. It was a voice that made her think once again—and this time more sensually and vividly—about the massive cock he so obviously sported being shoved down her throat or up her pussy. 

Just a good, sisterly sucking of his cock. The kind that siblings were known for. Just dropping to her knees and slobbering all over her brother’s cock until she passed out. In a reasonable way, of course. It wouldn’t be wrong if they didn’t do it in a bed. It would just be some...animal thing.

“Go on,” he said, waving the half-bar. “I want you to.” 

Because his hands were busy with the food, his towel had fallen down completely. It stayed up for a second, held in place by his thick, hard, erection—and then slowly slid off. Stephanie, who had carefully never seen her brother naked, now wanted to see very little else. 

He looked like he could get her pregnant very easily; it looked like he was built for exactly that. 

She didn’t know why she thought that so suddenly and fiercely. If they had hot forceful sex and he knocked her up then she’d have to be with him forever and ever.

Precum dripped from the tip of his cock. If she licked the tip of his cock, he would obviously create more precum, and then maybe even cum. And maybe he could use some of that cum and shove his cock up her cunt and make her pregnant forever and then she’d have to keep sucking his cock so he would take care of their forbidden lovechild and—

“—Come on,” he interrupted her feverish thoughts, putting the half-bar in her hands. “Be a good girl. Do what I want.”

Oh, right. Yes. Do what he wants. That would make her a good girl. 

It wasn’t until after she took a bite, the potent chemicals flooding her neurosensors, that she thought to wonder why she wanted to be a good girl anyway. 

But at that point, the salty, milky, chocolatey texture of the bar sliding over her tongue, its many chemicals flooding her system, the answer came to her immediately—she wanted to be a good girl because that’s what good girls wanted to be for strong, hunky men like Kyle.

* * * * *
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Somehow, Stephanie found herself with her skirt and tights and coat off, sitting with Kyle on the couch while he played videogames naked. 

His erection stood proudly, streaming precum. Every so often he would pause the game and stroke it, looking at Stephanie in her underwear, sweater and heels. Looking between her legs at the wet mess that was her pussy, leaving her dark panties obviously soaked. Looking at her thin legs and how easily, easily, easily he could push them open and drive into her body. 

And then he would stop stroking and look at the game again, playing for maybe another five minutes before repeating the process. 

Gianna was home; Gianna had been home the whole time. Gianna was cumming in the shower and calling Kyle’s name, calling for him to come fuck her again. Stephanie knew this all quite odd but she couldn’t place why. There was a good amount of thinking to do about it; a really nice “howcumthis?” to figure out. 

But it was hard to think.

It was too hot, for one. That was why she had taken off all her clothes. Even with the skirt and tights off, she was still overheating and sweaty and sticky, just like Kyle. She was thinking about ditching the sweater next. Wasn’t that something brother and sister could do? Just sit on a couch almost naked and touching themselves?

She probably would be touching herself except that most of her attention was on the fourth—maybe the fifth?—Passion Pack bar she was slowly slobbering over and swallowing. She sucked and slurped at it like a cock, slowly shaping its thick surface with her lips and tongue until it was cylindrical and then holding it between her puffy, eager lips until it dissolved into a creamy, warm delight down her throat. 

The first one or two, she had just wolfed down. After that, she wasn’t as hungry, but she still craved the taste, so she took to slowly fellating them while she watched Kyle play his games and stroke his cock. 

Her tongue slid up and down the length of the bar—which she couldn’t help but notice wasn’t anywhere near as long as Kyle’s cock—and around its width—which again, was not as thick as Kyle’s cock—and she locked eyes with her brother whenever she could and made it clear that this wasn’t the way she wanted to fill her mouth. 

Something was up, that was for sure. Hadn’t she used to not want to fuck her brother so bad? Hadn’t she had a girlfriend or something stupid like that?

Thoughts like that came to her in waves. Sometimes it was remarkably clear—she was with Gianna! They had been in love! Kind of. Or it was kind of like something that was kind of love. 

...kind of like...how her brother had a big cock, and it was so big, and probably real yummy, just like this yummy-yum bar...

Waves of conscious, sober thought, rolling in and out on an unending tide of lustful desire and satisfaction. Soft pleasure pulses filled her nerves from head-to-toe.

She finished another bar—having reduced it down to more of a cream from all her licking, swallowing the half-solid, salty load with relish—and noticed her phone beeping and buzzing. An alarm was going off, telling her that class had started ten minutes ago.

“Oh,” she said, standing up unsteadily. “I’ve got to go.”

It was quite easy for to stand, normally, but Kyle had told her to put on some of Gianna’s heels. She didn’t normally wear tall heels, and never wore heels with just underwear on, but at the moment it felt super natural and breezy and happy to do. Didn’t make her any better at doing it, though: she slipped and stumbled and had to use the couch arm to hold herself up.

“Where?”

Kyle paused his game and looked at Stephanie, stroking his cock. She forgot where she had to go almost immediately. His cock was so thick and powerful. She felt like her whole body drooled for it; like her mind was drooling all over every thought of his cock that there could or would ever be. When she spoke, it was like all the drool of her mind was slipping out her mouth. 

“Um...” she gulped. “I think, um, like. A school thing.”

“School is stupid,” he grunted. “You don’t need school anymore. I can tell you what to do.”

“Oh.” She nodded, sitting down after a moment. They should talk this out, get to the bottom of this “school” dilemma. It was a puzzler. “R-right. But...”

“Oh my god, hi!”

Gianna finally exited the shower. She looked dynamite. Gianna had always been truly sexy—which was why it was so hard for Stephanie that they never got to enjoy fucking—but now she was something else. Her waist had become ultra-thin and tight. Twenty inches around, maybe. Her tits, bouncy and perky, looked like they had tripled in size to an easy 36E that looked even larger and sexier on her narrow, delicious frame. 

Long, thick dark hair tumbled to one side, effortlessly wavy and sexy despite just being in the humid shower and in this impossibly hot apartment. Gianna was wet—but it was sweat, not the shower—and more and more beads of sweat appeared on her as she strutted toward Kyle.

She must have worn heels in the shower; she wore them now. Tall, dark ones with knife-like points. She sat down on Kyle’s lap right in front of Stephanie, casually stroking him before grabbing one of the many Packs nearby and fellating it softly just like Stephanie had been. Only Gianna did it right in Kyle’s face, supplying him with an up-close view of the way her thick, full lips could slip over something cylindrical and full of salty load.

Seeing Gianna must have set off some kind of sense memory in Stephanie’s brain. She suddenly felt more like herself than she had than in the few moments before she saw Kyle wearing nothing but a towel.

This was wrong. Gianna, her girlfriend, was acting like Kyle’s...servant. His pet. His fuckslave. What was going on? Why would Gianna do this to her? Sure, they were going to break up and everything, but Gianna was a deeply-confirmed lesbian! Why was she obsessing over and stroking her brother’s cock?

For that matter, why was Stephanie obsessing over her brother’s cock? It had to be...something. She put a hand to her head, pushing aside the thickened layers of heavy, soft blond hair that had grown out since her arrival. Something like the Packs? Stephanie felt a wave of rejection at that. The little bars were so yummy...

“Gianna?”

“What’s up?”

Gianna continued her nonchalant-yet-intimate stroking and grinding on top of Kyle. He had shifted his head to one side to look past Gianna at the television, still shooting up a screen full of bad guys. 

“I’m—I’m right here, Gianna.”

Gianna giggled. “I know. Why do you think I said hi?”

“But—that’s my brother, Gianna. And you’re my girlfriend.”

“Oh.” Gianna’s strokes slowed down, which didn’t seem to stop Kyle’s endless stream of precum in the slightest. Her hand was covered in it. “Yeah. Right. Come here.”

She leaned forward and grabbed Stephanie by her sweater, positioning both of them over Kyle’s cock. His precum shot up against their cheeks as they kissed just inches away from the tip of his hefty manhood. 

“There,” said Gianna, using a finger to lick up the precum dripping off her cheek. “Is that better, babe?”

Stephanie moaned, whimpered, struggled. Something was so wrong here—what was it? Why was she here? Why was this all like this? Wasn’t this crazy? It was crazy, right? Was she crazy for thinking it was crazy? God, what was really crazy when you thought about was how yummy her brother’s crazy-yummy precum looked streaming and shooting out of his ultra-yummy crazy-handsome cock...

Gianna shrugged at her reaction and leaned down to suck Kyle’s cock, soulfully and gratefully. He grunted, shifting, letting her take him more ably all the way down her eager throat. Stephanie could see his girth bulging out from her neck. 

It was crazy, Stephanie thought again. Just crazy. 

It was just so...so crazy that...that...

She softly slurped at another Pack bar, somehow in her hand. Had Gianna put it there? Whatever. They were delicious. 

Just crazy, she thought again, that Gianna is so good at sucking cock already. How had she gotten so good at it? Kyle was her first male lover; Stephanie knew that for a fact. Would Stephanie be good at sucking cock in just a day or two if she started today? 

An inspired thought arrived in the dimming halls of her brain. What if she could get Kyle to train her? He must have been such a good teacher. Plus he was totally the smartest man in the whole wide world.

She knelt down in front of the couch, the Pack bar in one hand and her pussy in the other. Watching Gianna work, studying closely, and fingering her madly insistent pussy. 

“I know this is like, really sudden,” said Gianna. “But I just love your brother, babe. I can’t help it. He’s such a man.”

Kyle grunted in acknowledgment. He was wrapped up in his game. It seemed like something really difficult was happening; he must have been so talented and smart to deal with it. Stephanie could barely follow the action. It was so much simpler to just look at his cock instead. 

“Like, this package came? And we just looked inside by accident, opening it without looking. And we tried one because they smelled so good, and then we realized we were made to fuck each other? And now you’ve had some, and—”

“Stop yapping,” Kyle snapped. “Use your mouth for something useful.”

“Yes, Master,” Gianna nodded. “Sorry, Master. Right away, Master.”

Stephanie watched, wide-eyed, as her girlfriend started sucking her brother’s cock in earnest.

Before, the sucking had been earnest slurping and suckling, happy long kisses. But now it was deep, powerful sucks. Loud sucks. Moaning sucks. Kyle was clearly affected—head rolling back and putting his controller to one side. His thighs shifted and hands went down on Gianna’s shoulders, pushing her off his lap and down entirely between his legs. Gianna responded ably, positioning herself just so, and when Kyle shoved forward to start fucking Gianna’s head into the coffee table covered with Pack wrappers, her orgasm was audible and visible.  

Gianna moaned...something. Her bright eyes flashing at Stephanie just for a moment. Moaning something...Mmm...Mmm...Mmm ther...?

Master?

Oh god, she was still calling him Master even though she was being skullfucked into oblivion. God. 

Why was he her Master? Why couldn’t they just be boyfriend and girlfriend? 

And why was Stephanie approaching her own orgasm watching it and slurping on a Pack bar?

There was some kind of connection. The Packs. The transformations. The lust. The heat. 

It was like...eating the ...was making...like...Stephanie...turning them...

Kyle pulled out of Gianna’s mouth and sprayed a hot load of cum all down her face and tits. His spray volume was immense, slathering Gianna in a fresh shower just after her last one, and this one leaving her skin shiny and covered in his testosterone-laden goo. Gianna happily licked it up, cumming as it hit her face, making her mouth go wider and take in even more of the hot spray. 

Stephanie’s mind powered off all the way at this display, cumming at the same time as her girlfriend. They’d never come simultaneously before—but now they had, thanks to Kyle. 

And this cum was so hard. She landed face first into Gianna and couldn’t help but have her own face slathered in her brother’s cum. She licked it up automatically, unable to help herself. But it wasn’t wrong. This was totally normal. She and Gianna were hot young girlfriends, they were always licking up things like Master’s cum or the cum of the hunk they were both obsessed with or cum from the only cock in their lives. 

Stephanie had been on the verge of some kind of realization, just moments before her orgasm. She felt the thought flitting away from her like a dream. 

It was something to do with connection. Probably the connection she felt to her own good girl self? That must have been it. Licking up her brother’s cum off of Gianna’s tits and encouraging her girlfriend to another hot cum while her brother stroked his cock and watched, Stephanie felt like the goodest girl in the entire world. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


They were out of Packs.

Kyle had the last one, and that was an hour ago. He and Gianna didn’t seem to mind that they were out. Gianna, for one, filled herself on Kyle’s cum again and again. He seemed to cum down her throat at will, stopping every ten or fifteen minutes to guide her up and suck on the heavy milk leaking from her miraculously enlarged tits. She came from feeding him; she came from being fed by him; she came just from sucking him. It seemed difficult to find a position for Gianna involving Kyle that didn’t involve the brunette beauty cumming.

Every time she came, her eyes went cross-eyed and she shook all over. Her voice never rose a decibel, remaining a soft pliant whimpering coo that begged for her man’s attention. 

It was obvious, Stephanie realized dimly, that Gianna and Kyle were something of a couple now. She wasn’t sure when or how this had happened. She wasn’t sure how it affected her own standing with Gianna and being her girlfriend. 

Thinking through it all was quite hard, because Stephanie was just a good girl and thinking was so hard when you were a good girl and all you have to do is just sit and finger your pussy mindlessly while the man of the house enjoys himself. Stephanie knew that was true, because in a moment of panic and confusion, after watching Gianna suck down maybe his fifth or sixth load of cum, she asked him what she was supposed to be doing here. 

“Just sit there like a good girl,” he said. Gianna nodded and moaned her agreement before he silenced her with a brief glance. “Sit there,” he continued, “like a good girl, and just finger your little pussy. Don’t think about anything. Cum if you need to. Cum all you want. I’m the man of the house, Stephanie. I’ve always been the man of the house. So you do what I say. That’s what you do.”

Stephanie had started obeying before he had even finished talking, orgasming as his response finished and she watched the cowed Gianna slip her lusciously plush lips over Kyle’s cock once more. 

She didn’t know a lot about cocks. She’d spent much of her adult life kind of avoiding them in every form, which seemed rather stupid now in hindsight. But she was pretty sure they didn’t just stay hard all the time and couldn’t just cum whenever like Kyle was doing. And they probably weren’t supposed to taste like, so addictive? 

Stephanie had managed not to taste him again in the hours since he had first sprayed all over Gianna in her presence. That was probably because since then, he had insisted on Gianna sucking him down exclusively. Gianna could really swallow cum well so there was never any left over, except the occasional hint on Gianna’s lips when they made out while Kyle stroked off to their heavy tits smooshing against each other. 

At any rate, this special kind of cock meant Kyle was special. Kind of like Gianna, with her big titties and ultra porn-star body, sparkling shiny and thick hair that seemed to grow another inch with every load Kyle dumped into her throat.

Although Stephanie seemed to be turning into something special herself. Her hair was about a foot longer. That was weird. And hot. She giggled, holding up a heavy mass of her golden locks and sliding her face into them, like a favorite pillow. So thick and soft now, compared to the overdone, slightly brittle mess they had been before. It felt really good rubbing it all into her heavy, newly-inflated tits. Her skin was a deep, powerfully sexy tan. Her eyes must have gotten bigger because they were watering so easily, so that everything she said looked doe-eyed and pleading.  

The heat of the apartment hadn’t let up. They’d opened the windows and everything, and still they were sweating. Stephanie had stripped down to nothing but her underwear and heels. Her bra, formerly white, was so thoroughly soaked with sweat that it was completely transparent. It also was more of a suggestion than a garment, given her body’s changes. 

Stephanie was so jealous of Gianna. Gianna could fuck Kyle all day long and it wasn’t a problem; no one would care or say anything twice. Gianna was a mega-hottie who deserved a big, fat cock like the one belonging to the mega-hunk Kyle and Kyle was a mega-hunk who deserved to put his cock inside a mega-hottie like Gianna however he wanted. 

Stephanie sighed. They were such a good couple.

But Stephanie couldn’t fuck her brother. There were like, rules or something? Something like that. There was a taboo, which was kind of like um...like a tab? Like...a tab that you put on something that made you say “oooOOOooo,” and the tab was there to help you remember it later because it felt so good to touch your pussy when you said “oooOOOooo” to it. 

Yes, that was right. Stephanie was so smart. That’s why she was in college, to figure out tough stuff like that. 

Kyle turned off his game and set the controller to one side and picked Gianna up with one arm—effortless, despite Gianna’s heavy tits, slick body, and mane of dark hair—and set her down on top of his cock. 

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Gianna moaned.

She immediately began rubbing her milk-heavy tits up and down Kyle’ s burly chest. Heavy streams of milk ran down his body, lubricating their embrace. Every part of their intense fucking was layered in slick substance. Gianna leaned back, chest high, and Stephanie saw the bulge of her brother’s cock as it pressed deep up into the lower torso of her girlfriend.

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Stephanie groaned, cumming immediately at the sight. 

It was just too good, too hot to control herself. Gianna’s body was so tight and utterly formed, like she was ten thousand Pilates instructors rolled into one superbeing. Every muscle on display perfectly beneath the layer of her poreless, flawless shiny skin. Kyle the complete opposite, utterly masculine, giant and hairy and with such a huge cock that Stephanie was in a constant state of amazement he wasn’t just fucking a hole into the fabric of the universe. 

Someone knocked at the door.

She could watch this for hours. Her fingers had grown and muscles in them had developed some new kind of twitch-fiber letting her flick her clit extra-fast as she slipped her digits up against her g-spot. 

The banging at the door continued. 

“Get it, would you?” Kyle told Stephanie before turning back to Gianna. “Christ, you’re so fucking hot, babe. I love you.”

“I love you, Master,” Gianna moaned, kissing him deeply. 

Tearing away from the two perfect lovers was agonizing, but it was worse not to do what her Man said. Stephanie stood up and strutted to the front door, putting an elaborate, sexy sway into her hips. She could walk like a model in these heels now and she hadn’t even been practicing; her body simply wouldn’t let her do anything else. 

It didn’t occur to her fried, barely-there consciousness that answering the door in her underwear and heels, covered in sweat, with her body transformed into something like a supernatural porn star’s idealized version of themselves was something to perhaps be modest about. Instead she just smiled brainlessly and opened the door. 

“Yes?”

The man at the door was tall and rail-thin, a mop of dark hair doing its best to overshadow the massive door knob of a nose he sported. He held a box in his hands and immediately began gesticulating with it, speaking fast. 

“Uh yeah, I like, just ran into the mailman and he almost dropped the box off here instead of at my place. And I was wondering if that’s what happened to the last shipment, and holyfuck you are not wearing anything, are you?”

One of the first effects of the Passion Pack was to destroy any real understanding of its subject’s conception of people’s opinions. As such, Stephanie really had no idea what to make of what this guy was thinking of what he saw. 

But if she could, it would resemble something from a lingerie commercial at its very tamest. 

“I-I’m Terrence,” he said. “H-have you be-been...I mean...you haven’t...do you have a boyfriend?”

Stephanie considered. Of course Kyle was her Man. He was the Man of the House and always had been. But they weren’t really boyfriend-girlfriend. He was her brother, after all; that didn’t make sense. 

Right?

“Um,” Stephanie shrugged. “Like, kind of?”

“H-have you...ha-have you had his cock inside you?”

Stephanie shook her head sadly. “No. I don’t think that’s allowed.”

Her voice was an erotic parody of what it had used to be. Soft, pliant, urgent, and needy. Every other syllable emphasized. 

“Ch-christ. Christ, it’s real. Oh god. God.” 

He squeezed the package he held even harder. Stephanie couldn’t read anymore. It was kind of a useless skill for a good girl and had been orgasmed away over an hour ago. But she recognized the fun crown symbol on the packaging of the box in his hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clapped her hands happily. “Are there more Packs? I want them. Please can I have them?”

Because she was asking a male for something, she naturally drew her arms in together across her crotch, pushing up her substantial, overflowing bosom. Her tits, almost sliding out of her overstrained bra with every breath, were on perfect display. 

Terrence just stared at her. He especially stared at her tits. Stephanie’s cunt pulsed with orgasm after orgasm at his male gaze. She was made to be enjoyed by men. It felt so fucking good for a man’s eyes to be traveling all over her body.

“Look,” he said finally. “Why don’t you just, uh, come back to my place, and I can give you some more of these things, and you can tell me all about...how you’re dressed.”

“What the fuck?”

Kyle strode across the apartment in three big steps, nearly covering the entire distance before Gianna—who had been thrown roughly off his cock—landed hard on the floor with a helpless giggle. 

In front of Terrence, he looked like a giant. Frankly, he was a giant. Wasn’t that what you called someone well past seven feet tall? He was wider than the door frame, his cock leaving a dripping trail of cum, precum, bimbo honey and lust all behind him. 

“Are you trying to take my sister, pussy?”

Terrence’s eyes were wide. “Oh my god. Y-you’ve been eating them too. Oh my god, they re-really work, holy shit, oh my god—”

Kyle snatched the box out from Terrence’s hands easily, despite Terrence’s death-grip on the box. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“I-I ju-just I-I h-hol-holy hell you’re like the fucking H-Hulk a-and—”

“You need to get the fuck out of here, pussy, before I make a hole out of your head.”

Yelping, Terrence ran backwards and over the balcony, landing roughly into the courtyard below. Stephanie came, thinking about how her big man of the house brother had just scared someone into suicide, before remembering that it was just the second floor and Terrence was probably fine aside from a broken bone or two. 

That was too bad. Maybe if she asked nice, she could ask him to really hurt someone next  time?

Kyle turned to Stephanie. Despite his massive size, Stephanie wasn’t afraid of being hurt. A Man of the House never hurt his girls, and even if he forced himself on her, that was just something he had the right to do. But she was scared of disappointing him, and it showed. She trembled, she quaked, she shivered with a sudden influx of cold.  

“The fuck is that all about? You want to leave?”

Stephanie whimpered. It was so hard to think straight to begin with, and doubly so when her man looked mad at her. 

“Go on. I’m telling you to talk. Tell me what’s up.”

“I-I just need cock. I neeeed it.” Her hands pawed the air over his crotch. 

“I got a cock right here, babe.”

She squirmed, feeling so useless. “I know, but...”

“But what?”

“But you’re my brother?”

“So?”

“And you’re fucking my girlfriend?”

His impatience grew. “So the fuck what?”

“Oh.” All the guilt and worry and fear she’d had fled her brain, just like that. The power of a man cleansing her silly female brain. “I hadn’t that about it like that.”

“Is that why you haven’t been on my cock all day? You thought you weren’t supposed to?”

She nodded, feeling stupid. Such a natural, welcome feeling for her now.

“God, you’re dumb. Just come in here with Gianna and I’ll fuck you.”

He started to turn away, and she felt compelled to give him the whole truth. 

“I-I’m a virgin,” she blurted.

“What? Really? I thought you and Gianna must’ve...”

“Oh. Yes. That. We did. Lots. But never with a guy.”

He chuckled. “That doesn’t matter. I’m the only one you have to worry about from now on.”

With that, he grabbed her by the ass with both hands, strong arms wrapped around her waist and shoved her up and into the wall. Stephanie, helpless, was stunned from her head knocking into the plaster for a moment, leaving a thick imprint of her freshly-emptied skull. When she came to fully a few seconds later, Kyle’s fingers were sliding up her cunt and his tongue was deep inside her mouth. 

She melted. 

This is what she wanted; this is what good girls were for. This is what she had wanted all day, why she had come over in the first place. She needed her brother, her Man, her Man of the House, she needed his big hard body pressing into her, squashing her, making her feel so safe and secure and under his control. 

His cock pushed urgently against her ass cheeks, slipping across their smooth surface. Wet with his precum now, and her own honey from hours of dripping. 

“I’m gonna fuck the life out of you,” he grunted. “Gonna make you pregnant just so you shut the fuck up about being brother and sister. If you’re pregnant with my kids, you can’t be my sister, you dumb broad.”

That made perfect sense, of course. She nodded eagerly, and kept nodding and kissing her man as he marched into the bedroom with her bouncing on top of his body. 

Gianna skipped happily behind them, giggling and smiling, delighted that someone else was giving her man pleasure. Once they were on top of the bed, Gianna dragged Stephanie off Kyle’s body and pushed her face up against his cock. 

“You should taste him first,” said Gianna, casually guiding his thick meat into Stephanie’s mouth. “Once he marks you with his cum inside your body, you’ll be his forever and nobody can say otherwise.”

Stephanie wanted to ask how she knew that, how it could possibly be true, but once his cock crossed the plane of her lips and she started sucking, she knew it too. She was Kyle’s now—property of her Man, her brother, now and forever. Right away, his precum spurted down her throat, filling her up. So much precum, more than even what most men could have cum in a day. 

Gianna could only watch for so long without needing to be a part of it all herself. She got on her knees in front of Kyle and nudged her face into Stephanie’s until Stephanie relinquished exclusive rights to his thick, turgid member. 

“Can we still be girlfriends?” Stephanie asked her as they kissed his cock in unison. “I wanna be your girlfriend so fucking bad. You’re so pretty, Gianna.”

She was so pretty. She had never looked prettier, in fact, than she did while kissing and licking Kyle’s cock.

“Awww. That’s so sweet!” Gianna smiled wild between intense, hot licks. “I think you’re really hot too. I dunno. Master? Baby? Can Stephanie and I be girlfriends still?”

“You’re my girlfriends,” he said. “So that means you’re girlfriends too, dummies.”

“If I’m your girlfriend, and she’s my girlfriend because she’s your girlfriend,” said Gianna, “does that mean that like, I’m her sister, too?”

She was clearly thinking very hard. She had paused entirely from licking and kissing his cock, leaving it all to Stephanie.

“What? Why?”

“Because you’re her brother. And we’re boyfriend and girlfriend.”

“I fucking...” Kyle shook his head, laying back. “I don’t know. Sure. You’re sisters. Congratulations.”

“Yay!” Stephanie squealed. “Sisters!”

They took a triumphant lap with their tongues around his cock, making out passionately with his cockhead between their lips. Kyle, groaning at this display, took Stephanie by the head and shoved her deep up onto his shaft until his cockhead bulged in her throat. She was really doing it, really sucking cock for the first time and—

Oh.

Oh.

He came. 

He shot load after load down her throat, filling up her stomach. And everything she thought she understood before about belonging to Kyle was swept away by a newer, better understanding of being owned by Kyle. He was more than her Man, her brother—he was her Master. That was even better!

She came again and again, tasting and retasting him as she slurped down his load and Gianna leaned in and kissed her mouth and face clean. In a stuporous daze, orgasming helplessly, Stephanie fell back supine on the bed and Gianna held her down. 

That was so silly, she giggled. She didn’t need to be held down. Whatever was happening, she wanted it. 

“He’s really fucking huge,” said Gianna. “You don’t even understand how big he is until you try to have him fit inside you. No way you don’t fight it.”

Gianna’s hands around her throat and wrists. So strong. She couldn’t fight them off even if she wanted to. Master’s iron-strong hands holding her legs against her waist. 

Then she looked up and saw Kyle’s cock waiting between her legs. His giant body, his giant cock. Everything about her was so small in comparison. 

“N-no, oh—oh my god, wait, wait, wait you’re to-too big—!”

The words seemed almost like they didn’t come from Stephanie at all; she wanted him inside her. But god, he was enormous!

He didn’t wait. He knew she didn’t mean it. Roughly, he shoved up inside her cunt, breaking her cock virginity to pieces. Stephanie, still dumb and wobbly-minded from cumming because of her brother unleashing his load down her throat, came again and again now as his cock drove up inside her and rubbed hard against her g-spot.

It wasn’t about her pleasure—nothing was, not anymore. But her Master was so good to her for making her cum when he got what he needed from her—which was her unprotected pussy to receive his virile cum. He was going to make her pregnant. He was going to fill her up with babies. Twins. Triplets. More. She wanted all he could handle.

Her brother, she thought dimly, again and again. Her brother fucking her. Her brother fucking her.

Orgasms wracked her body, ensuring she gripped his cock as tightly as possible with her pulsating, no-longer-virgin cunt. 

“S-soooo...sooo gooooood,” she moaned brainlessly.  

“Your brother is my Master,” Gianna chanted. “Your Master is your brother. Your brother is my Master. Your Master is your brother...”

“Fucking...fuck.” Kyle’s strokes picked up in rapidity. “You two just won’t shut the fuck up.”

This wasn’t a command to be quiet; it seemed much more like encouragement. Their words turned their Master on. Both of them, emboldened, tried to talk more—but they were so turned on and brain-melted that they just started repeating the same phrase. 

“Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...”

Kyle’s big, crushing grip pushed up past Stephanie’s heavy tits and across her neck. Clamping down, he came close to standing up in the bed, jackhammering down into her. 

With a triumphant roar, he emptied inside of her. One load after another sprayed into her cunt, filling her with his mystically perfect white seed. 

More orgasms shook through Stephanie’s body. They were so fast and furious she felt like she had one for each cell of sperm he loaded her with. Several minutes were lost to her functioning, forward-thinking brain as she clung for dear life on her Master’s heavy, hairy bulk. Gianna kissed and held her head, a comforting sisterly presence in the face of their Master’s overwhelming masculinity.  

Pregnant, Stephanie thought tearfully as she came back online. I’m so pregnant now for Master. 

Gianna, smiling still, kissed her deeply and congratulated her. 

“I’m sure you’re pregnant,” she whispered, like she was reading Stephanie’s mind. “Now we can be mommies together too!”

A pleasant warm buzz filled Stephanie on top of the backs of the dozen or so orgasms she’d enjoyed. She thought for a moment thought that might have been it—that there would be some fade to black while everyone collapsed in a heap. 

But her Master was a freshly-minted Alpha God and he was horny still, surrounded by two women desperate to be his sexual thralls. After only moments of hard breathing and resting, he was hard again and ready to fuck Stephanie once more. If she wasn’t pregnant already—unlikely—she would be soon enough. 

He opened her legs and slid back inside her, easier than before now due to all the extra lubrication. 

At Master’s insistence, Gianna slid on top of her face, letting Stephanie lick her cunt while her brother filled her up again and again and made out with Gianna. 

This was her life now—property of a real man and living to service his cock, just where she belonged.

# # #
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All Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

As he had her bent over on the bed, her long slender legs spread wide, heavy milk-full tits leaking all over the sheets, she reflected on how wonderful this made her life. 

His cock, glorious and thick, pushed up inside her tight, tiny pussy. He was going to fill her again, and already. There was no way she wouldn’t be pregnant as fuck soon; she was such a lucky, lucky wife. 

Two other women—her compatriots in adoring this amazing man, the Real Man, the Pants-Wearer, the Alpha—pushed in on her Husband and started giggling and whispering in his ear. Probably begging to be fucked by him. 

Wearing slinky hot lingerie, Samantha knew she was the hottest thing going—for the moment. But those two could change into their new lingerie at any time, and then he might want them pregnant too. She had to cultivate his cum; she had to work for it...

Once upon a time, she had been a pretty rotten wife. But now she knew all she had to do was squeeze and moan and beg for his cum inside her womb and Daddy did all the rest...

Because all Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

* * * * * *
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All Samantha had to do today was just ten million fucking things and then she was going to kill her husband.

The doorbell rang, and Samantha held back a furious, envenomed scream. 

She wanted to pounce at the door, bash it with the umbrella sitting right next to it, claw at the doorbell machinery until it was ripped out of the mortar and brick. Her thoughts even went so far as to imagine getting electrocuted from the exposed wiring and deciding she was fine with that. 

Samantha took a breath. She tried to remember what her therapist, Kara, had told her. Take a breath, and then take another. 

I am not under attack. I am not under attack. 

The anger persisted, wailing against the frail confines of her skull and desperate to be unleashed on something. Ten thousand things to do today and now the doorbell was ringing. 

It rang again—and again Samantha felt the spike and then waves of anger, like a massive rock formation dropped into a body of water. She had to go to the post office, her husband had cheated on her, she had to put together a website for her worst client which was at least six hours of straight work, she had to brush the dog’s teeth, her husband had cheated on her, she had to get the car looked at (and to do that she had to go to the goddamn DMV to get her license renewed)—and now the doorbell was ringing and her goddamn husband had goddamn cheated on her! 

It rang again. 

“Hi?” It was her neighbor, Mira. “I um, see you standing there? There’s...this door is mostly glass? I could really use your help.”

Samantha took another breath, and then another. Samantha lived in a house, Mira lived in the duplex next door. This close to the university, there were a lot of similar arrangements for college students who wanted the freedom (mostly to have parties) to live off of the campus. Mira rented it out along with a roommate who Samantha hadn’t met. Weird graveyard shift hours at a local warehouse, apparently. 

“Hello?”

Fine. FINE.

She took a quick moment to compose herself and push her thin brown hair up from over her eyes. It was such a mess and she hadn’t had a haircut in ages. 

Finally, she opened the door. “What can I do for you?”

Mira stood there with a host of packages next to her. There were four or five boxes, and each one stacked in a wobbling affair up to Mira’s envy-inspiring waist.

Mira was young and in college and beautiful so pretty much everything about her was envy-inspiring. She was barely nineteen years old—Samantha knew this because the birthday party was last week and it had kept her up after she was already exhausted from yet another fight with her husband, Michael—and every time Samantha had to have a conversation with her, all she could think was I AM MORE THAN TWO OF YOU. 

Your whole consciousness probably didn’t even kick on until you were seven or eight, if it even has kicked on at all, and every single last stupid thing you have ever thought was important is utterly dwarfed by the daily repercussions of every single one of my tiniest responsibilities! I have lived through more than twice of your entire existence and I just want to throttle you until you understand that!

Instead of saying any of that, Samantha forced a smile, fighting through the terrible shame that seeing Mira’s utterly tight, toned body brought her. Samantha rather hated that her mind immediately went into comparison mode, like they were two girls vying for the attention of the same guy at some party. It had been like this with seeing every woman since Michael’s infidelities became clear to her. 

Samantha’s breasts were larger than Mira’s, but that wasn’t saying much on either end—Mira didn’t really have any to begin with, and these days with all the stress eating and weight gain, Samantha’s tits were larger than some adults’ heads. Her body felt uncomfortable, groggy, and sallow constantly. She thought she looked like a melted candle, and looking at someone like Mira—basically pure teenage perfection—did not help matters. 

It wasn’t warm outside, and all the same Mira wore tight shorts and a midriff-baring tank knitted tank top. Her hard nipples were evident. Her hair, a thick mass of impossibly beautiful shiny black radiance, lived in the cozy corners of her impeccable clavicles and shoulders in a low pony tail. She wore the kind of tall platform cork sandals that announced to the world she was delighted to be nineteen and crazy hot.

“It’s these packages,” said Mira. “They were delivered to me.”

“Yes. And?”

“Well.” Mira looked embarrassed. “I just don’t know what to do with them.”

Carefully, Samantha did not lower her head into her hand and rub her eyebrows. She was thoroughly annoyed and would have been mostly mortified if it became obvious that she was. 

“You take them to the post office.”

“Yeah,” Mira nodded. “But like...what do you do then?”

Something seemed off here. Samantha’s memory must have been getting foggy. Mira had a mole on the left cheek—only she didn’t. It was gone. Wasn’t it? But she had seen her with it yesterday, out in the street, and there were no marks or bandages like from a dermatologist appointment...

Samantha shook her head. Didn’t matter.

“You just...let them take care of it.”

“Do you sign anything? Or like, need to bring anything with you? I took photos and stuff. And also—”

Her mouth squirmed and Samantha looked down at the top-most package. It was open. 

“—also, I just have a lot of anxiety about mail? Something about how I grew up, I guess? I don’t know. Just the post office fills me with the dreadsies, right? So I was just wondering, um—”

Samantha fingered the package, double-checking. Yup. This simple child had not just cut, but ripped the top of it open.

“You opened one?”

“...yeah. It was a mistake. I wasn’t really paying attention. I have this guy, see? And he gives me packages some times. Like he wants to ‘take care of me,’ like I’m not totally independent, but anyway sometimes the things he sends are nice, and so I wasn’t really paying attention, and—”

“Stop. Stop. Please, stop.”

There was so much to unpack there. Samantha nearly chewed her tongue she had to bite it so much. 

You’re still growing up! Why are men giving you packages? Why would you take them if you’re independent? 

“Okay. Well. That could be a felony, I think, but if you just explain it was a mistake, and you didn’t open the rest...”

The wind picked up and a gentle, insistent scent filled Samantha’s nose. It was coming from Mira and the open boxes. She licked her lips. 

“What’s...what’s in the packages?”

“I don’t know for all of them.” Mira spoke excitedly, like she had been waiting for Samantha to ask. “But there’s definitely clothes in the top one.”

Another breeze, and there was that scent again. Samantha nudged open the top package and saw that it had been rummaged through, plastic wrapping discarded. Inside were plastic-wrapped tops, and a label that said Female Designs - Carefree on each. 

Her fingers were so close to the fabric now. Saliva filled her mouth. Why? Another breeze, and that scent again. She forgot her last thought. These clothes smelled heavenly. She inhaled deeply and then did it again. 

“So you’ll help?”

Samantha ripped her head away from the inside of the box, where she had mostly buried her face. With a strange, warm feeling, she noticed her eyeline was on level with Mira’s bare, delicious midriff. So tight. Her nose had been brushing the top-most top, some kind of blouse, already unwrapped. She found that she had taken the box in her arms and stepped back inside of her house with it. Mira was still right outside next to the remainder of the packages. 

“It’s just...I tried one on. This top.” She pointed at herself. “Just to see what it was. I thought it was from that guy, like I said. But...it wasn’t. But it’s so good and I don’t want to give it back.”

Samantha looked at the fit, perky young woman. The babe. The hottie. She felt her anger finally cooling off. 

“You look good in that top,” she nodded. “Really good.”

Really sexy. Sexy teenager. Sexy teenage neighbor who looks so fucking hot in her tiny top.

Heat and shame and confusion filled Samantha at that thought, but it wouldn’t go away. Arousal tinged her feelings for the first time in what felt like years. Michael didn’t turn her on; he only made her feel threatened. Always a fight. Always a new piece of chaos coming into the home. 

Mira blushed. “Thank you.”

Samantha stared down dumbly at the package in her hands. “I really like this blouse.”

There was so much to do today. The website had to be done. Maybe she could stave off the DMV, the post office, the dog stuff, but the website...

“Do you want to try it on?” said Mira. “I mean, it’s already open and—”

“—Yes!” Samantha interjected. “Come inside. Bring it all inside. We’ll figure this out.”

* * * * *
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Somehow, they made their way through half a bottle of vodka and two packages of clothing before Samantha thought to even consider that they should stop.

She was dressed now in a tiny, hot parody of Mira’s earlier outfit. Her head buzzed with happy, fuck-feely thoughts. She giggled, looking at the half-empty glass of vodka in front of her and the reflection of herself and Mira in the mirror she had moved into the living room. 

“This is so silly,” she said for probably the dozenth time. “I never drink in the afternoon. Do you?”

Mira giggled and shook her head. “Never.”

She was just as giggly as Samantha, and they weren’t ever going to get to the post office today, but that was fine. Everything was fine. Everything was good. They were pretty girls hanging out, what could be wrong? 

Samantha felt superb. Her phone had kept buzzing and buzzing and she didn’t know what that was all about and the phone’s buzzes were harshing her buzz, so she turned it off. 

It was a few hours after Mira had shown up at the door. They were in Samantha’s living room, dozens of open plastic packages of clothes around them. The curtains had been drawn open; plenty of natural light. It was a large space, one of the larger in the home, and several old stacks of magazines framed the outdated television set that she and Michael no longer snuggled in front of. 

Four of the boxes, they hadn’t opened at all, but the other two they had torn through. Samantha had been a woman possessed—trying on the first blouse, and then with it on, opening one after another, deeply inhaling that perfect, hot, amazing scent. They giggled, and laughed, and scampered off to the bathroom again and again to try on the next blouse, the next top, the next pair of shorts or skirt. 

Each one she tried on fit better and better; beyond her notice, this was because she was fitting better into them, instead of the clothes fitting her better. Her body, in contact with the Female Designs proprietary chemicals, became tighter, fitter, healthier, and happier. 

It had been Samantha, about ten minutes in, who suggested—as a special treat for her new young friend—that they get a little tipsy during the process. Mira had jumped at the opportunity—still young enough that liquor was hard to get. So they each a drink, and then another, and tried on more clothes. Samantha stopped looking at Mira’s body with anger and more with jealousy—just wishing she could look as tight and young as she did. 

Something else happened as she slowly, happily shed tubs of poundage from her body moving from one room to the next—she became obsessed with her husband’s scent. 

The anger with him hadn’t gone away. She knew it was there, waiting to be unleashed at a moment’s notice. But at one point—walking from the living room where she had been wearing a tiny red a-frame skirt and white blouse and transitioning to the bathroom where she hoped to put on a pair of tiny jean shorts and pale peach halter top—she stopped in front of a hoodie of Michael’s on top of the couch. 

Michael was always leaving his hoodies around the house. Samantha had stopped fighting him about it a long time ago. She picked it up and held it tight to her face, inhaling deeply. It was the gray one he wore when he did manly things out in the garage like...like...spilling old cans of gasoline or yelling at the lawnmower.

Masculinity seemed complicated. It depended on so many constant mistakes and screaming at possessions. That seemed so hard; she should be nicer about it. She took the hoodie into her face deeper, her lips sliding over the fabric, and felt a deep warm wetness between her legs.  

As much as she held him in contempt lately, Samantha still loved his smell. At first, Samantha told herself it was just for some extra warmth—the clothes were rather skimpy. But then she really started warming up—getting hot from looking at Mira’s face, Mira’s eyes, Mira’s hair, Mira’s happy firm tits, Mira’s beautiful legs—and the whole time Samantha was sliding one of her man’s hoodies against her neck and cheeks. 

“What’s that?” Mira had asked her, wearing at that time only a pair of tight panties and a sexy plunging collared top. 

“It’s...um...mine,” said Samantha, feeling suddenly jealous. 

But it was wrong to be jealous of a man, wasn’t it? Men didn’t need her jealousy. They needed her acceptance and love. That was so much easier. Better. She wanted so badly to be full of love. 

There was, conveniently, another hoodie just right under the first; he had so many. Samantha handed it to Mira, who took it and inhaled deeply right away. 

Her eyes lit up. “Wow! This is...wow!”

They both took a few turns inhaling his scent and giggling. They traded the hoodies back and forth. Jealousy slid away from Samantha, staring at Samantha’s beautiful body and her burgeoning fascination with Michael. She thought she should be jealous...but didn’t Michael smell amazing? He smelled like such a man. A man with a big, firm cock to admire. It was a good smell, and girls should be able to share nice smells with each other.

For the rest of the try-on session, Mira kept asking about him. Was he handsome? How big was his cock? Would he like it if Mira liked him? What if Mira liked-liked him? Would that be all right? 

Samantha, in an aroused, drunk tizzy, giggled and indulged Mira with all her answers. They were just girls having fun. Just pretty, fun, sexy girls trying on brand new clothes from a strange package and somehow getting tighter, bustier, and sexier with every passing moment. What was strange about that?

Samantha felt amazing the whole time they drank and changed outfits. It was like her worries fled her completely. Anything about errands, a website, anything that earned income or had to do with anything emotionally draining was gone from her brain completely. And that scent! That sexy, sex-filled fruity scent! It filled her nostrils and then her brain, competing with Michael’s scent, until the only two real thoughts in her brain were her desire for her husband and her delight at being a sexy young woman. 

Then Mira suggested—quite an intelligent lady, actually—that they just start changing in the living room instead of going to the bathroom each time. Wouldn’t they be able to try on more clothes, faster, that way? 

Of course she was right—and Samantha moved the mirror to make sure they could just stay in each other’s happy, fun, giggly company while they tried everything on as well. 

“What do you think of these shorts?” Samantha asked. 

She looked at herself in the mirror, pushing her ass to and fro. When she had first tried them on, she worried about the muffin-top effect they would have with the blue tank-top. But now she was struggling to see what the problem was. 

What muffin-top? Her torso was spectacularly slender. 

Had it...always been this way? 

People didn’t just suddenly drop like thirty pounds over the course of an hour or so, right?

Samantha looked at herself again. Her abs, slender and toned, were on display in the tiny outfit. Her thigh-gap was wide enough to see Mira’s face peeking from behind her via the reflection in the mirror.

“Gosh,” said Mira. “I think you just look, like, totally terrific. I love your ass in them.” She giggled. “Sorry. Your butt.”

“It’s okay. I think your tits look great in that!”

Mira blushed deeply at the perfectly natural compliment from the other woman. Samantha plopped down on the seat next to her on the couch. Their hands naturally came together, holding tight with all twenty fingers, and they both breathed in deep. 

“You’re so pretty all over,” said Samantha. “I’m like, so jealous of you.”

“You’re pretty too,” said Mira. “I wish we knew like, way earlier how pretty we both were! We could have been hanging out!”

“For sure,” said Samantha. “But I don’t know if I’m as pretty as you.”

If I was, she thought with a sudden artifact of anger, he wouldn’t have cheated, would he?

But it felt like such an effort to go down that path. Her thoughts drifted away from it like a balloon in the wind. Instead, she changed the subject.

“These clothes are totally something else,” said Samantha. 

It was fun to say totally. It was totally fun. 

“Totally,” said Mira, giggling. 

Mira was so fucking hot. At this moment, she wore a tiny romper—the kind that just straight opened right down the middle and made it painfully easy to imagine sliding fingers up and down her outfit and into all her forbidden spaces. Samantha wasn’t bisexual but all she could think about in the presence of a real beauty like Mira was the ways she wanted to touch her and be touched by her.

They were almost out of clothes. Samantha felt so hip and cool and fun and young in the outfit she had on now; the only thing she was missing were some killer shoes. But the packages in the top box had been cleared out by their impromptu fashion show. The fabric—the delicious, sultry, lovely fabric—was incredibly thin. This meant even more of it could be packaged in one box, on top of it being incredibly form-fitting and almost sheer no matter the color. 

But they were almost out of clothes from the box. That meant they would have to stop hanging out. That Samantha couldn’t have any more like, drinky fun times with totally hip cool babe Mira.

She’d have to like, go do a website thing or something. And then there was the whole panic red anger zone of her brain, deeply buried for the moment but frantically banging at the edge of her thoughts, named Michael and His Problems.

A thought, sparkling and crystal clear, arrived in her brain. 

“Do you think we should like, open the other packages?”

Mira’s face squirmed just for a bit. “I dunno. I think, like. I mean. Weren’t we going to take them back?”

“But they sent them to you?” Samantha shrugged. “Like, who cares, right? They can just order more. We’ll just open one. Then we’ll take the rest back.”

Mira thought about it. It seemed really hard for her to think. Samantha knew the feeling.

“Just one?”

Samantha giggled and grabbed two packages off the top. There were words all over them and they were a little hard to read because reading was hard when you were just a giggly fun-loving babe. But she handed one to Mira that said seductress and kept one for herself that said dreamdoll.

“One each!”

She giggled again. Counting was fun.

* * * * *
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“Do you think this makes it even now?”

Mira’s fingers were deep inside Samantha’s pussy. They were on the floor of the living room; evening was approaching. Through the windows, the setting sun cast red light on their tight, beautifully muscled forms. Samantha giggled and whimpered and mewed helplessly. She was so turned on. She couldn’t tell left from right, up from down, right from wrong. 

When she didn’t answer, Mira kissed her again, shoving her fingers up higher inside of Samantha’s young, tight pussy. It was so easy to have access to her pussy when all she had on down there was a bright pink micro mini skirt. There were no panties in the box—which made sense to Samantha, because good girls didn’t wear panties. 

Samantha didn’t know why she knew that, but she knew she knew it and she also knew that she didn’t need to know why. The word why itself was slowly being erased from her working vocabulary, restricted to an ever-tightening array of situations. Good girls weren’t supposed to ask why, they were just supposed to nod and obey and do what their Man said—or hotter girls, in the case of Mira. 

Her top was a hot pink button-up sweater that seemed designed specifically to barely attach across the sweltering slopes of her tits. But her breasts were young and perky, like the rest of her, so the outfit looked deeply sexual if rather whorish. But it was okay to look like a bit of a whore because with a rocking come-fuck-me body like hers, she looked like a fuckdoll in pretty much everything she wore. Her deeply blond feathered hair was styled and fluffed, advertising that every part of her was soft and made for comforting strong people with difficult problems. 

Samantha was the opposite of a problem, now. She was a solution! Just attach her to the nearest problem and she would suck it right out. 

“He fucked someone else,” Mira whispered, breaking off the kiss. “Fucked her hard and rotten. But now you’re being fucked by me. Doesn’t that make it just about square?” 

The young beauty looked devastating in tight black lingerie. There were other outfits in the seductress box, but she hadn’t bothered with any of them. Moments after she slipped on the tight black stockings, ass-hugging panties, and the complete overkill of the push-up bra enhancing her already terrifically huge tits, Samantha started telling her everything about her life. 

She spilled the beans on catching Michael—the phone calls and the texts, the emails, the credit card bills for nearby hotels. Part of what had insulted Samantha was how deeply open Michael was about the whole thing. It was like he hadn’t cared about being caught, like their marriage meant nothing to him. 

Samantha could remember all these feelings, remember these events—even if sometimes the details were hazy or out of order—and could even remember being angry and self-righteous. 

But she couldn’t remember why.

None of that really felt like her life. She just wanted to fuck. She was a good dolly doll good girl who wanted to suck n’ fuck n’ give everyone a good time. 

She had dressed faster than Mira, who paused to watch Samantha get naked and change. While she watched, Mira held one of Michael’s hoodies tight to her body, rubbing it on herself. Inhaling deeply. Like she was imprinting the scent on her being. Samantha couldn’t blame Mira for being excited while she watched Samantha get naked and dive into new clothes—everyone knew Samantha had a bangin’ body. The whole college knew. 

Or...something? Like, Samantha was definitely super young and guys and girls both knew she was ultra hot and down to party. Why else would she be so smokin’ if she wasn’t built to bang?

But how had she been married for...like ten years? More? If she was...still in college?

The pink fog of the afternoon pushed harder into her brain, massaging those questions into evaporating. 

“Does this,” Mira asked again, fingering her harder, “make it even?”

“I...I don’t know...” Samantha whimpered.

“You don’t know, what?”

Mira wasn’t asking for more information. She was asking for a reaffirmation of terms.

Mira’s presence inspired massive loyalty and submission from Samantha. She didn’t know what it was—something about the outfit she wore. All that lingerie. Ever since she put it on, Samantha just melted at everything Mira said. Maybe there was some cause and effect there, but Samantha was too turned on to suss it out. 

“I don’t know, Mistress,” Samantha completed. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I j-just...”

“You’re such a giggly, empty-headed airhead,” said Mira. “It’s kind of no wonder that he cheated on you.”

“Wh-what?”

“I mean, he’s obviously a busy man. He’s got all kinds of hard, complicated thoughts and desires. He has needs. And all you could do was...I mean, what did you do?”

Samantha’s face scrunched, twitching with orgasmic joy. It was hard to think to begin with, doubly so from being so close to Mira’s perfect body, and doubly so on top of that with Mira’s fingers inside her. “I mean I...I remember...we had fights?”

“You fought him?” Mira was shocked, but kept fingering. “Because he wanted to fuck someone else?”

“I...think so?”

“But men are supposed to fuck who they want. Maybe if he had wanted to fuck someone ugly...?”

Samantha’s orgasms seemed to compound on themselves. Mira’s fingers were magic. 

“No, she’s really pretty.”

“You know her?”

“Um, yeah. It’s his, like, his, a client of his from the firm. He told her he wasn’t married. She actually stopped seeing him when she found out about me.”

“And she’s really pretty?”

Mira was going to make her cum again. 

“Y-yeah. Totally. She’s got this great rack, and like, um, super pretty eyes, and she’s really pale. A redhead, you know? And—”

“I’m glad he fucked her.”

Mira’s fingering increased—cutting off any response Samantha had planned. Instead, Samantha squealed. This only made Mira go faster. 

“You can say it too. Say it. Say you’re glad he fucked her.”

This was a hard one. A firm block remained in her head. But Mira’s fingers felt so, so good...

“Say you’re glad he fucked her, and I’ll let you cum for me, dolly. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Samantha had already cum so much—and yet the thought of being allowed to cum was too great of a temptation to resist. She groaned her assent. She needed to cum, needed to cum for her Mistress. She didn’t know that cumming for a Mistress was a thing she needed but it was so obvious when she looked at Mira that that was what she needed. 

“Say it, then, silly girl.” Mira’s heavy tits crushed against Samantha’s. “Say you’re glad he fucked another woman. Say you’re glad he showed you how much you needed to try for him. Say you’re glad you know your place now. Say you’re glad—”

“I’m glad!” Samantha moaned, grasping Mira tight. “I’m so glad he fucked her! Please, please! I’m so glad he fucked her a-and—”

“Cum for me, sweetie.”

The pink fog rolled over Samantha’s mind entirely—and all that contempt, hatred, and anger fled her completely.

* * * * *
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It was about eight in the evening when Michael finally came home. He took his time getting out of his car, pulling his suitcase together, pulling his tie loose. The gravel on the driveway crunched and dragged under his slow feet.

The lights were on inside. That meant Samantha was there, and she would be ready with something to say, and they’d have to either have a fight or he’d have to just not say anything to avoid the fight. Stonewalling was, he had read, one of the surest ways to ruin a relationship—but what they didn’t tell you in those articles and books was that it was also a hell of a way to get out of a shouting match, which he truly despised. Not the least of which because Samantha was a much better arguer than him. He used to joke with her that she’d missed her calling as a trial lawyer. She would have outpaced any of the partners at his firm for sure, so long as she gave a damn about the case. 

Before going inside, he rested his forehead on the door. He thought of childhood warnings that told him to check if there was a fire by checking a doorknob with the back of your hand. He wished there was something like that for a fight.

He’d pulled a lot of late nights lately. Late nights and early mornings, anything to get out of the house and get away from Samantha. 

She was mad at him, and there wasn’t much he could do about it except keep his distance. He kept hoping, week by week, month by month, that she might find some way to forgive him. But instead she seemed to keep punishing herself. 

What sense did it make, he wanted to ask her, to ruin her own body with all that food because she was mad at him? Good lord, take it out on him, yeah?

He had wanted to talk, get it all out in the open—but whenever they tried, it devolved either into a sniping show or a screaming battle. Neither was productive. They only seemed to go further into resentment as they spoke. 

Michael knew a divorce was in the works. How could it not be? He’d certainly done his best to earn one. 

He wasn’t sure what his “deal” was. Probably therapy could tell him. He knew he had been unhappy in marriage. Happy people in marriages didn’t go out of their way to do something that might ruin their marriage. 

He knocked the doorframe for a minute and then knuckled it, using the pain to build up his adrenaline.

“Oh, fuck it, then.”

He opened the door and stepped inside to see an utterly stacked, leggy, gorgeous beauty wearing a deliciously provocative outfit.

It took his eyes some time to adjust. The way that when you’re expecting to drink coffee, and for some reason it’s the soda you forgot about, the taste is so unexpected it’s unpleasant for a moment. 

The woman he saw was tall and gloriously beautiful, with a mane of dark hair that wrapped almost around her waist. She looked like a succubus—deep plunging neckline in a tiny, bare-all gown that had slits in the sides almost all the way up to her hips. She wore a tight collar around her slender neck, gold chains dripping from her waist and wrists. 

“B-boots,” he mumbled.

Boots indeed; skintight and hugging her long, long, long legs past her knees. They would have been waist-high on some smaller (lesser, he could not help but think) girl, but on her there was still acres of thigh-flesh to admire and see. His cock became hard instantly just from seeing her, smelling her. She smiled seductively, warmly, like they were sharing a secret, and approached him with confidence. 

“I wanted to wear lingerie to greet you,” she said, “but...well, the other one is here, and I wanted to give you the chance to trigger her first.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, firmly, passionately, like she had been waiting for him for years. It was the kind of welcome Michael had always envisioned in a fantasy as single man—the ideal way of coming home—and he could not help but fall into the fantasy a little bit. His hands slipped up on her hips, her ass, admiring how firm and tiny she felt in his hands.

After what felt like an hour, she pulled away. A trail of hot drool bridged their lips for a moment before she licked it away, sliding her fingers across her plush, perfect lips.  

“Welcome home, Sir. I have it all prepared for you.”

“Samantha?” 

Thoughts arrived slowly. The scent was overwhelming—like a miasma of desire. Was he in a dream? Had his wife transformed into this vision of lust?

“She’s in the kitchen. I didn’t want Gemma to see her.”

Despite the miasma and the sight of this heavenly—demonic?—creature, Michael’s senses returned suddenly at the sound of that name.

“Gemma is here? Oh god. Who are you? What’s...what’s happ—”

She kissed him again, and Michael forgot what he was saying. Her tongue in his mouth replaced his thoughts. His hands ran up her clothes, feeling the slinky soft feeling. Inhaling her scent deeply. 

“I’m Mira. Your neighbor?”

This was Mira? But Mira was...she was...this was...

It was possible for this beauty to be nineteen. It was possible for her to be forty, or a million. Her face seemed timeless; that kind of classical, statuesque beauty. And yes, she did resemble Mira in the face now that he looked at her. 

“Don’t you have a boyfriend?”

“That wimp?” she sneered. “Do be serious, darling. I’m attached to you. I only want you. I’ll do anything for you...and I want to prove it.” Her hand went to his pants, unzipping and unbuckling him. Fingers quickly wrapping around his cock. “I think it’s so sexy you cheated on your wife. I think she must have deserved it. Didn’t she?”

Michael backed up. This was getting too real. But soon he was against the wall, and Mira was on him again. Pressing against him, urging, stroking, loving. 

“Gemma is really sexy. You have terrific taste.” Her voice crooning into his ear. “She must look so good with your cock inside her. Have you fucked her pregnant yet?” His cock was raging hard in her hand now. “I forgot to ask her. I suppose it doesn’t make a difference...she’ll be pregnant soon, won’t she? Just like me.”

Her eyes flashed dangerous and hot; she locked their gazes as she stroked him slowly. The only sound their paired breathing and her desperately slow movements up and down his slick turgidity. 

“I need your babies, darling. I need you inside me. I need you to make me pregnant so I have to be yours. I need it so bad. I see how they look at me.” She sneered again, clearly thinking of her “wimp” boyfriend. “All those pussies. Those maggots. They disgust me. But you—” her face a simpering, lip-bitey romantic teen again. “You enthrall me. You own me. Completely.”

“Fuck.” Michael could barely think; her hand on his cock was better than even the immoral feeling of Gemma’s pussy. “Fuck!”

But just as he thought he might cum, she slowed her pace to something less agonizing, and slowly squeezed him steady. 

“Come with me? ”

He probably would have followed her anywhere. She led him, jaw still rather dropped, behind the closed doors of the sitting room. Along the way, at her suggestion, he kicked off his pants. They seemed rather stupid with Mira there so eager to get inside them. But as she opened the sitting room, he regretted this instantly: Gemma was there with a drink, looking angry. 

A sexy young brunette, Gemma made Michael’s heart thump every time he looked at her. To be honest, she reminded him of all the good times he’d had with Samantha before she went full whale-mode. She wore a tight red leather pencil skirt with an intricate series of buckles on one side and a pale blue blouse that barely constrained her blossoming young tits. She must have been Mira’s age or only barely older. One of her wrists was adorned with a silver bracelet with an elaborate configuration of symbols and shapes.

Michael, at seeing her, yelped and hid behind the frame of the open door, trying to hide his hard cock. Then his eyes chanced over Mira’s form again, and he groaned, spurting heavy precum all over the walls. 

God, he was insatiable. What was happening? What was happening with any of this madness?

“Oh my god,” Gemma put her head in her hands. “And you’re naked, too? What the hell, Michael? She—” Gemma pointed to Mira, “—locked me in here. What’s this all about? You have some other side piece? And now you’re inviting them all to your house, faking your wife’s voice? Don’t try to tell me that thing in the other room is your wife, by the way. This one already did that. I told you, it’s over between us, and—”

“Trigger.”

Mira’s voice barely rose above a breathy, lustful whisper, but it was all that was needed. Gemma froze in her tracks. The drink in her hand nearly fell to the ground—but Mira slipped in and caught it with amazing dexterity in her tall heels. 

“She’s only wearing the bracelet,” said Mira, holding Gemma’s limp hand up and showing the garish silver piece. “I slipped it on her. It seems like that’s all you need to do? Just put a bit of the clothing on them. She has the trigger version, obviously. So you just say the word and it zaps her brain right off.”

At that word, Gemma seemed to turn back on. “Hey...hey.” Her voice was slurred. “Hey, dunnn....notta do that no more. Be...be...cuz I am...”

What the fuck. 

What the fuck!

What the fuck!

Why was this happening? What was happening? Michael struggled to make sense of it—but for some reason, the preternaturally sexy woman in the sheer gown and heels took up most of his thoughts and willpower. 

“It will be more powerful,” Mira licked her lips, “if her Master says the word. She obeys me, but she is loyal to you. She’s just a girl, after all. She can’t help her natural state.”

“H...hey...” Gemma slurred. “You...wow. That f-felt...good. But you...you can’t just, like, I mean, I’m a woman, and—"

“Trigger,” said Michael.

Gemma slumped forward again. Mira’s face lit up with orgasmic joy. She swept up next to Michael’s side, hand immediately attending his cock.

“Holy shit,” said Michael. “I can’t believe it.”

“I can,” Mira kissed his chin, his jaw, bit his shoulders. “You’re such a man. She’ll have to do anything you say now. Anything.”

What man wouldn’t fall into temptation? Michael already had a cheater’s heart and he did not live in denial of what he did; he just didn’t like the consequences. Even so, he didn’t dislike them enough to stop what he was doing. 

He’d been cheating since the minute he came home. Why stop now, before he had even cum? There was no place to go but up. 

He walked in front of Gemma, Mira stroking him slowly all the way. In front of her, he stroked her beautiful face. She had amazing cheekbones. Her haircut was a classic part, framing her lovely face. 

“Gemma,” he said.

“Grazzz...”

“Lift up your foot.”

She did, bumping his knee in the process. 

“Put it down. Raise your hand.”

She did. 

“Anything,” Mira purred into his ear. “I don’t mean actions. I mean thoughts. Feelings. Emotions. Tell her to love you. Tell her to love that you fucked her instead of your wife. Tell her to need to be fucked by your cock again.”

The mention of his wife pulled him back to reality once again. He didn’t care about fucking Mira, about taking advantage of Gemma’s tranced state—that was a moral quandary for Future-Michael, and he couldn’t do anything about what Now-Michael was doing. 

But he was worried about being caught. The last time Samantha caught him, there had been a lot of broken valuables, and he’d just bought that new gaming console...

He pulled Mira to one side of the room, whispering urgently. “Where is my wife? Look, Mira, babe, you’re hot as hell and this is real weird and sexy, but Samantha and I are on rocky terms, so this isn’t going to go over well.”

“She’s just in the other room,” she said brightly. “Here, I’ll call her. Dolly! Come here!”

“No, what? Dolly? No! Heeyyy...babe, it’s...you...?”

His voice trailed off as he saw what Samantha had become. 

The woman who approached now wore bright pink lingerie with a bow on the ass-side of her panties. Her cleavage, pressed together and up, was a picture of divine fertility. Golden hair done up in tresses and curls fell all about her shoulders and down her back, shimmering as she moved. Pale pink lips shone in the dim lights of the house.

Who or whatever this was, it was not his wife. His wife was—like, Michael loved her, truly, even despite all their problems, but she had never been much of a looker and now this girl was...

This girl was clean, tight, busty, smiling, and picture perfect. This girl was a girl. 

Michael’s wife was a woman, but so far off the deep end of self-uncare that she had lost all the womanly aspects of her figure and appearance. She was closer to some kind of a blob these days, asexual and angry. 

“Go on, Dolly.” Mira directed traffic. “You have something to say?”

She nodded. Big blue eyes looked up apologetically at Michael. The only thing that was definitely of his wife on this beautiful creature were those eyes—but it was enough to hook him.

“I’m so sorry I was all bent out of shape about you cheating on me. I don’t know what got into me. You deserve to fuck whoever you want.”

“Anything,” Mira kept whispering in his ear, stroking, keeping him hard. “You deserve anything you want.”

Michael needed some air. A break. Something. He had wanted some kind of mea culpa from his wife for her part in his infidelities, but this was going too far, too bizarre. 

Fuck another woman like Mira? Sure, she seemed into it. Fuck Gemma after hypnotizing her? Why not? Kind of kinky, but it wasn’t like she could be hypnotized without wanting it, everyone knew that. 

But...this thing saying she was his wife? Even if she was gorgeous, and even if hearing that apology did feel fucking fantastic, and even if being encouraged to cheat on her or just fuck other women with her blessing was fantastic...

...what was the problem again?

He put a hand to his temple. Gemma, drooling on the couch, had drooped over to one side, eyes blank and her hand in her pussy. “Dolly” moaned at the sight, tweaking one clearly-lactating raspberry-sized nipple.

Michael stepped out of the room, toward the kitchen, trying to get away from Mira, from “Dolly,” from all of it. 

“I’m gonna go,” he said. “I don’t know. Just get some air. This is really getting kind of fucked. And one other thing—”

He had turned back around to the girls and Mira had ripped her gown down. Hot, warm milk leaked from her tits. 

“Won’t you have a taste before you go?” she asked. “Just a little one. Just a bit?”

“Guh.”

He stepped forward without thinking, his cock spurting precum across the room.

“What would it hurt? You’re so strong.” Mira was back right in front of him. Her fingers slid a dollop of her cream off her torso and brought it up to his lips. “Here. Try me.”

Staring deep into Mira’s eyes, cock raging hard, he acquiesced. The taste was heavenly—and it was something more. 

Everything slid into place. This bitch was acting out of control. This Mira. Trying to take charge. What the fuck was wrong with her? 

That was his job. He was the one who decided when and how and why he fucked, not her. 

She needed a good dicking to remember what the fuck the lay of the land was and that was that. And before that, he needed to show her that she wasn’t boss. He knelt in and sucked at her tit some more, feeling his cock grow—grow, thicken, lengthen—and his need for a hot fuck more than double. 

“Gemma,” he said, taking a commanding tone, milk dribbling along his lips. “Come here. Kneel before me, next to Samantha.”

He took the Dolly Samantha and dropped her to her knees, just to make her ready. 

“Yezzur,” Gemma moaned. “I hearrr n’ obbaaaay.”

He snapped at Mira. “Give Dolly here some more of that trance shit. Do it now.”

She complied eagerly, grabbing a silver collar and quickly fastening it to Samantha’s neck. 

“Change them,” Mira purred. “Fuck up their minds forever.”

“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped. “I’m in charge.”

“Yes, Sir.” Mira was immediately contrite. “Of course, Sir.”

Everything felt decisive, easy, instinctual. He leaned over and whispered trigger in Samantha’s ear so only she could hear. And now, his wife and his mistress were on their knees before him. Eyes open and blank. Drooling, fingering themselves at his alpha male greatness.

Just like they fucking should.

“You love me.”

“Luvvv youuu...” they chanted in unison. 

“You worship me.”

“...worzipp you...”

“You adore me.”

“...doooor you...”

“You want me to fuck whoever I want.”

“...wanna you fuck whozzzever you wanna...”

“You want to fuck other girls who want to fuck me.”

“...wanna fuck other girls wanna fuck you...”

At this point, he pushed forward into both their mouths with his raging hard cock. Their lips melted over his magnificent hardness, tongues lavishing him with loving licks even as they tried to repeat what he said. But they didn’t have to say it properly to believe it forever. 

“You’ll never leave me. You’ll do anything I say. It makes you horny to obey me. You’ll cum when I say. You’ll give me babies. As many babies as I fucking want.”

Mira got down on her knees with them, repeating what he said while she used both arms to assist the girls in applying loving kissing and licking pressure to Michael’s cock and to each other’s hot lips. 

“You’ll wear what I want. You’ll talk how I want. You won’t fucking talk to me unless I tell you to. You’ll be my thoughtless, brainless, hot little fucktoys. Nothing but fucking shells for my will...fuck! Trigger!”

This was too much, too much. He couldn’t hold back any longer and he wanted Gemma and Samantha to be online when he came in them. Maybe in the future he’d have some giant, ultra-long fuck session, but the novelty and delight of this new experience was destroying his willpower to hold back. 

“C-cum for me now!”

As one, all three women came with him. Gemma’s lips were closest at his time of need, and so he urgently shoved down her throat and let out the heaviest load of his life. He came so much that even when he pulled out to spray her down, there was more and more—and so he shoved his turgid, spasming member down Samantha’s throat as well. The whole time, Mira ground her body against theirs, ripping her gown and smearing hot, smooth milk up and down their bodies. Each woman’s orgasm shook her body powerfully, filling their eyes with soul-filling need for their Master and only their Master, forever. 

It took him a long time to disengage from Samantha’s mouth. When he finally did, Gemma took another lick off his cock before slipping her tongue down his wife’s throat. 

Catching his breath, he climbed up back to his knees and looked around at his home. Everything looked so different now. He owned three women. He owned them. Three beautiful women.

“Isn’t there anything else you need from me, sir?”

Mira, of course. 

The un-fucked Mira. Milk dripped from her tits. 

He was hard again, already, but he knew he wouldn’t last long. He needed to breed. These fertile beauties, so willing and able and full of desire for him, was throwing him over the top. 

“Mira,” he grunted. “Bend over. Bend over right now.”

In seconds, she was on all-fours beneath him. Without even ordering, Gemma and Samantha arrived at his side, oohing and ahhing at what a powerful alpha male master they had, so ready to fuck again after just cumming. 

“P-please!” Mira moaned. “P-please, Daddy! I make them all want me. I make them all need me, but I live for no one but you! I need your cock inside me, now! Please, Daddy, please!”

He shoved inside her tight teenage pussy, relishing the feeling of his new immensity inside her ultra-fit body. She fit him like a glove, and as he withdrew, each of her cunt muscles flexed powerfully on the length of his massive shaft to provide him with the maximum pleasure. 

“I love you, Master!”

At his side, Gemma and Samantha repeated everything Mira moaned in moans of their own, stifled and wet from kissing his shoulders and chin. Their heavy tits ran wet with milk, dripping down his whole body. There was so much of it now that it lubed up his cock while he fucked Mira even harder. 

Michael grabbed her up by her hair, using the anchor there to drive his cock harder and further into Mira’s willing, waiting body. 

“Make a baby in me!” she moaned. “Give me your firstborn!”

Gemma and Samantha echoed their need obediently. Give it to her, Daddy, please? She needs it. Make a baby in her. Mira’s tits leaked milk as he fucked her, like an tilted jug on the counter. 

“Give me your first baby! Give it to me instead of your wife! You’d fuck her right now if she hadn’t failed you!”

“Holy fuck,” he grunted. He was surprised even now by how much shit-talking his wife really turned him on. “Fuck yeah. She can’t even hold a candle to you.”

She’s so much better, moaned Gemma and Samantha. She’s so much better than either of us.

“I’m so much better!” Mira ground her hips perfectly in time with his thrusts. “I know you need it. I know you need my teenage body to give you a baby! Think of how many you can pump into me! I’ll probably have twins!”

He had thoughts of fucking Mira for hours—he couldn’t look at her and not want to. But when she said dirty stuff like that, he lost all control. His thrusts became animalistic and he leaned forward, putting all his weight on all three girls. Teeth and nails scraped against Mira’s back as Michael emptied into her needy pussy. 

“Fuck yes!” Mira’s orgasm shook his cock even as came thunderously inside her. “Fuck yes, Daddy! Spray me full of your fucking babies! Spray me full of twins for you, yes!”

As his spurts slowly died down, shooting less and less each time, so too did Mira’s moans become less intelligible. Like the blinding orgasms she enjoyed had dulled her succubus mind, at least in the moment. 

“H-holy shit,” Michael muttered, collapsing on top of her beautiful body, finally feeling the adrenaline leave him. “Holy crap. What a crazy helluva day.”

* * * * *
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Hours later, he woke up with a full, happy mouth wrapped around his hard, thick cock. 

“Mmmhmm,” cooed Samantha. “That’s it, girl. Just like that. That’s what Master likes...”

This didn’t sound like Dolly—this voice sounded like the real deal. But not just old, whale Samantha—more like a brand new version of her. Or one that was displaced in time: she sounded like she did when he had first met her. 

“Hey,” he sat up, looking at his wife. “You changed?”

At his lap, Mira and Gemma eagerly sucked him off. Their eyes closed, as if lost in a long and particularly rapturous prayer session. 

“I thought you would want a new outfit for your wife,” she smiled. “A new one each day, just to serve you and make you happy. Only...I couldn’t really read which package was which. I think I picked up the Mistress one.”

“Oh.” He took a moment to process that. “Oh. Then what’s Mira wearing?”

Samantha raised an eyebrow, daring him to find out. 

“Trigger,” he said.

Mira and Gemma both froze on his cock. Limp, their lips sunk into each other, totally entranced and drooling up and down his heavy, swollen member. 

To the left, there were two more boxes of clothes still unopened. 

This was going to be fun. 

# # #
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“Please don’t stop. I’m not pregnant yet.”

This was the refrain he’d gotten used to over the last few days. Beautiful women, at his beck and call, spreading their legs wide open and begging for his seed. 

He fucked her now on top of the kitchen table, but this was only the latest spot of many to be turned into an impromptu love nest for their latest rut. His cock, always hard and ready now, ached to be constantly inside her thrilling, wet pussy. And she, in turn, was always willing and eager for him.

Her legs—long, slick, and decorated with fashionable high heels—wrapped around his waist and pulled him in closer. She stared up at him with loving, adoring eyes. 

“Please. I need it. I need you to knock me up so bad...”

Nodding, he gripped her tighter, and felt himself building up the urge to cum in her once again.

It hadn’t always been like this—this nonstop madness of lust and unprotected sex. In fact, just a few days ago, their lives had been much, much different...


* * * * *
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David and Briana looked at the enormous wooden crate on their porch, a bit perturbed. It was late autumn, chilly and windy, and it was the middle of the night—well past 2 AM—and David had only answered the door because he was already up playing video games. Briana was there with him because, after seeing the box, he’d called her down. She was only half-awake, rubbing her eyes with her oversized sweater, trying to keep her ill-fitting sweatpants from falling down in the wind. 

His anxiety had kept him up. It kept him up most nights. There was very little getting around, away from, or through it—but he had found that through sufficient caffeine and a good enough video game, he could quite easily manage exhausting his brain until inevitably he collapsed late at night without thinking about any of his problems. 

And those problems? They had been stacking up lately. Well before the arrival of this mysterious box, exuding an atmosphere of portent just from its irregular largeness, he’d been trying not to think about a number of issues slowly filling up the problem vial of his life-o-meter. 

There was his job, for one—he didn’t have one, and the savings were running low. He’d been let go from an office four months ago, an entry-level position, and it had been tough finding somewhere that wanted someone with his nil-level of experience. It had been a rubbish job, but it had paid the bills, and now his savings did. 

Briana was a doctorate student in archeology, which meant they were in more debt than they would pay back for quite some time, and even though the loan payments were deferred until she ended her program, that didn’t stop the interest from piling up. He saw the bills growing month after month with a tightening chest—Briana had anxiety of her own, mostly about money and cleaning, and she asked him to look after the account. 

Then there was their child, which also didn’t exist. He desperately wanted to start a family with his wife, and she desperately arranged stacks of excuses and distractions in front of him, to the point where recently they’d rarely been having sex at all.

So now he stood with his girl Briana, holding hands in the brisk cold, looking at the seven-foot tall crate. They were an average couple, both of them in decent shape. They did yoga on the weekends and tried to fit in a couple of workouts every week otherwise. David, balding and heavy-bellied and well-past thirty, had taken to lifting weights again recently and enjoyed the way his shoulders had been filling out. Briana was shorter and younger than him, blond, and had a terrific smile that he wished he could see more often, even though she smiled plenty. 

“I haven’t even ordered anything,” she said, stepping up to the crate and peering at it. There was writing in a language he didn’t recognize; it looked Slavic. “Did you order anything?”

“Nothing like this. I’ve got like, a new spatula coming.”

“Oh, nice.” She puttered for a moment and then tried to shift the crate, but it was nothing doing. “This is too heavy for us, dear. We do need a spatula though. You’re smart.”

Briana was always like that—always complimenting his foresight.

“Thanks.” David thought for a moment. “Did your parents...?”

“No. No. Nothing like this. They would have said.”

Anxiety pumped in him. They rented this house. It was too small for them already and the rent would go up again when the contract was up in a few months. The neighbor up the street once came over while David was affixing the shoddy wire fence to the ground to stop varmints from wandering inside the yard, telling him how she “kept an eye on things” for the landlord. He thought of her now, her sour judging face and peppered hair, seeing this box. 

“They didn’t tell us about those first aid kits they sent.”

“I know.”

He frowned. “Or the winter safety automobile thing.”

“I know. But we talked to them. They really wouldn’t.”

Her parents were always imposing. They were quite well-off and he was fairly sure they’d cover Briana’s education, which only spiked his anxiety further when he thought about it. If he was a real man, he’d pay it all himself. Nobody told him this, but he understood it, the same way he knew to hold doors for his wife or to shake hands with a firm grip. 

David knocked the crate, curious. Something was definitely inside and densely-packed, from the sound of things. Besides the small section in the corner containing the foreign writing, it was devoid of any markings or color, just plain pine. Like some cowboy’s box casket. 

“How do we even open it?” he asked. 

“We can’t open it.”

“Why not?”

“Well neither of us ordered it, so it’s not ours. Opening it is like, a crime, right? We can’t do that.”

He pointed at the foreign language in the corner. “How do we know it’s not for us? That looks more and more like an address now as I look at it. Your advisor is weird and generous. Maybe she got it for you.”

“We don’t even know what it is! And Sarah wouldn’t give me something...I don’t know. This is extravagant.”

“She really likes you,” David shrugged. “You remember that spread for your birthday? What if—”

Abruptly, the front of the box fell forward, clunking down against the front of their house. Inside was an array of packing materials—heavy paper, air-pumped plastic, bubble wrap, peanuts—and a gorgeous, naked woman. 

Her eyes were closed, but she was clearly awake, smiling and moving her hands up her substantial hips and thin waist. Every part of her musculature was completely defined, her thighs and buttocks demarcated by incredible lines of muscle and bone. Her breasts were beautiful, ample handfuls marked by dark nipples. Thick dark, short hair was mussed up sexily on top of her head, sitting artfully above an angelically gorgeous face. High cheek-bones, crafted jawline, pert nose, and luscious lips. Something about her seemed very exotic and European. 

“Holy shit,” David muttered. “Holy shit, holy shit! Did someone send us like a human trafficking thing?”

Briana backed up into the door. “Is this a slave? Is that for real? I thought that was all conspiracy stuff! What the fuck is this?”

They spoke intensely but quietly, both of them acutely aware of the neighbors who were all too likely to wake up in the middle of the night and see what was happening. 

But for the time of night and the weather—which was getting windier, and he started to suspect the snow forecasted for the late morning was coming in earlier—he would have thought it was a prank from a friend of theirs. 

“Mmmmm,” the girl said. “Who’s there? Who is that?”

She sounded high. She still hadn’t opened her eyes. 

“I think she’s on drugs,” said Briana. 

“Yeah, what do they do? They plug them full of opium or heroin or something, right?”

The girl stepped out of the crate, clearly dazed. She was inches away from the porch steps. She could fall and break her arm, or her leg, or her neck...

“Grab her,” said David.

“You grab her,” said Briana. She punched his arm. “Why are we grabbing anyone?”

“We have to get her inside. It’s cold. And we can’t let anyone call the police.”

“I want to call the police! Why wouldn’t someone call the police?”

“I want to fuck,” the girl said loudly. “Really need to fuck. Who wants to fuck?”

She started to bang against the confines of the crate that she had just exited. She shook her body this way and that, knocking her fists on the crate as she danced in time with a beat only she heard. The sight of it—were it not so unexpected and alarming—would have been intensely sexual.

Adrenaline swelled in David; he could hear his heart inside his head. Thinking fast, he grabbed the girl and Briana, and rushed everyone inside the door. Quickly, he pushed both of them down on the couch in the living room just beyond the foyer and then rushed back outside, pulling apart the crate and the packaging until it all fit inside the door. 

Their rental home wasn’t all that large or spacious, but they made do. Linoleum flooring that was marked up from years of overuse marked his path. Along the way, bookshelves lined the walls in the dining room. Another shelf full of movies and tv shows that he needed to burn into their digital library. A fireplace that was bricked over; pictures of family on floating shelves. 

“Dear?” 

David was in problem-solving mode and didn’t care what Briana had to say. He sped past her several times—with her asking for his attention each time—grabbing all the wood and packaging from the entryway. Clear the evidence, he thought again and again. Clear the evidence. The packaging and any smaller bits of wood got tossed into a trashbag, which he ran and tossed into the dumpster, thanking his lucky stars that it would be picked up later that morning. The big pieces of the wood crate, he just dropped into the basement for disposal later. 

With all that done, he stopped at the back door, catching his breath and trying to organize his thoughts. There must be something he could google that wouldn’t immediately get him arrested, something that could help. 

“Dear, please? Really, I need you.”

“We need you,” the girl echoed. 

David finally, not quite having regained his composure, looked into the living room at the situation there. 

It wasn’t something he was proud of, but David owned plenty of porn clips on his computer. He liked ones where women made sexy, come-hither faces as they touched themselves and did a lot of dirty talk. 

The beautiful girl on the couch with his wife did that now, finger-fucking herself and biting her lower lip with wanton lust. Complicating the matter, she held Briana’s hand on top of her clit, massaging Briana’s fingers on top of her button. Briana’s oversized sweater had been pulled down, revealing her neck and most of her shoulders. A blanket had been thrown haphazardly over their guest’s luscious body, perhaps by Briana in a struggle for some measure of decency, but it hid next to nothing.

“What are you doing?”

The question was for both of them, but more for his wife. There was a smell in the air, something he couldn’t identify, but very pleasant. He stepped closer. 

“I don’t know! She grabbed me and she’s strong,” with her free hand, she pointed to her sweater, “god, she’s really got a grip, and I, I don’t know, it seemed rude to pull away, and I don’t know?”

Briana turned a lot of statements into questions, even when she was annoyed.

“I’m touching myself for my Master,” the girl explained, “because I want to make sure I’m wet when he fucks me.”

“No one is fucking anyone!”

David rushed forward and grabbed Briana and pulled her away from the girl. The beauty pouted for a moment and then went right back to touching herself, staring at David with big, dark eyes. They seemed to flash violet in the dim light of the living room. For the fourth or fifth time, he looked around to make sure all the blinds were closed. 

No one could see this. He inhaled deeply again, and there was that scent again. Pleasant, vibrant. Lavender?

“We should call the police,” said Briana. “This is clearly...this is some kind of like, prank? Or misunderstanding?”

“She doesn’t need the police, she needs a social worker,” said David. “If we call the police, they’ll probably just throw her in jail! She showed up naked and—I mean. Does she even have ID? Hey,” David spoke to her now. “What’s your name?”

She looked at him lustfully, lipping her lips. Every angle of her face was carefully constructed to elicit arousal. Even without make-up, her lips were full, her eyes sparkling and prominent, her skin shining and healthy. 

“I don’t know. What would you like it to be, Sir?”

“She doesn’t know. Oh my god.” David put his face in one hand. 

“She had like, this stuff taped to her back.”

Briana held out a gallon-sized plastic bag full of papers and cards. He stared at her for a moment, annoyed, feeling impulsively like berating her for not sharing this earlier. He pushed the feeling away and opened the bag up and rummaged around inside—but all the writing was in the same unknown language that had been on the box.

“Great,” he said. “Awesome. Super. Do you even know what language this is?”

Briana frowned. “I don’t even know that it’s language at all. Like, it looks Germanic in origin, but it’s not—”

“Oh my god, save it.”

His wife was intensely intelligent and knowledgeable, but the last thing he wanted at this moment was a lecture on the sarifs and tilts and so on of the language and how it spoke so much about their culture’s tendency or not toward or away from misogyny or misandry or whatever—god dammit, why was there a naked girl in his home?

A pretty, naked girl. 

He kept looking, inhaling, staring at her body. So was Briana. 

A really pretty, naked girl who looked at David like he was the only man in the world. 

He looked back down at the bag, trying to search for anything that was intelligible. 

“Okay,” he said, picking up a card. “I think...I mean, I don’t know, but this looks sort of like it says ‘Stråla.’ Is that familiar?”

“Sure,” the girl moaning. She sounded close to cumming.

Something seemed to happen to her when she heard him say that word—some kind of recognition in her eyes. Before, her gaze had traveled between him and Briana with some equitability—but now it focused entirely on him.

“Is that your name?”

“Sure, Daddy. Call me Stråla. Call me whatever you want. Just please fuck me.”

“Look, Stråla...I’m not going to fuck you, all right?”

“Aren’t I fuckable?”

She spread her legs wide on the couch. There was a growing stain of lustful wetness underneath her. Then she lifted her legs, effortless, like a Pilates instructor. 

“Fucking...hell.”

“Don’t you want your cock inside my virgin pussy, Daddy? I promise I’ll get pregnant easily. Unless you don’t want that. But I’m very fertile. And I’ll give you milk too, if you want that. There’s so many ways I can adore you, if only you’ll fuck me like you deserve.”

Briana had pushed herself into David at some point of this exchange, gripping his waist. She seemed discombobulated to the extreme. Tired, the adrenaline wearing off, and the scent of the visitor taking hold. 

Her face was red. “She really wants to fuck you.”

“I saw.”

“It would be like, super wrong to.”

She was breathing deep. She sounded almost high. Her nipples were hard, peeking through her sweater, her thighs squirming just so. 

“Yes. Yes, I know.”

Her hand wrapped into his. “I wouldn’t mind it,” she whispered in his ear. “Honestly. But she got here in a box!”

It was really hot to hear that. They’d had an open relationship for a long time, but neither of them really took advantage. It was, at least for David, a whole big fucking hassle to find someone else to be with. And Briana always seemed deeply content with David—although in his darker moments it felt more like complacency than contentment. 

“I know! I know. Hell.”

Before them, Stråla was increasingly losing her shit. Fingers sliding in and out of her young, tight, bare wet pussy, faster and faster. 

“Pl-please—!” she moaned. “Please tell me!”

“Tell her?” said Briana. “Tell her what?”

“What do you want us to tell you?” said David.

“Tell me what you want!” Her face contorted with need. “Tell me what to be! I need it! I need to be what you want!”

“Uh...you should be...I don’t know. What?”

“You have to tell her what to be,” said Briana. “I don’t think she even knows I’m here anymore.”

There was a glassy, almost drunk look in his wife’s eyes. She was squeezing her arms tight over her breasts, covering her rock-hard nipples, but now she was rubbing them with her forearm. Her thigh came to rest on his hip, softly gyrating there. 

“You should tell her all the things you want from a woman,” Briana breathed.

“That’s...that’s crazy.”

His voice was losing power. He was so turned on. What was happening here?

“You have to tell her, or she’ll keep screaming. She might wake the neighbors.”

“Yes!” Stråla cried. “I’ll scream louder and louder! I’ll scream your name so everyone knows! Tell me what a good girl is!”

“Good girls don’t scream!” David hissed. “They’re...calm and confident and easy-going and not demanding.”

Immediately, there was a change in Stråla’s countenance. She went from frantic and juvenile to serene, stately, and seductive in an instant. This sudden change made David’s cock, already mostly hard, swell to full attention. Now her eyes fixated on him with newer, focused lust. She licked her lips. 

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “What else do good girls do?”

“They don’t call me Master.” He shook his head. “I don’t know. Pretend—” he struggled for some kind, gentle analogy. He was afraid if he told her to not be attracted to him, she’d short-circuit and have an aneurysm, or even worse—run out in the middle of the night, naked and shouting. 

“—Pretend he’s your boyfriend,” suggested Briana. “Or husband.”

He looked at his wife, surprised. “Yeah, sure. Think I’m your husband. Be, fuck. I don’t know, be a modern wife. Be demure and collected and honest.”

“Honest,” moaned Stråla. “Yes. I will be honest with my husband. And what else does my husband like? What is he like?”

“He’s confident,” said Briana, still grinding her thigh against his hip. “And funny. And charming. And hard-working and honest and smart. He’s the best, ever. He’s super butch and great in bed.”

Briana’s hand was on his crotch. What the fuck was happening? He sat down and she sat down on top of his lap, still grinding her bottom into his hard cock. 

“I love all those things about my husband,” said Stråla. “What else do I love? Do I love his cock?”

“You love his cock. It’s the best cock you’ve ever had.” Briana giggled, continuing her attentions. “The only cock you’ve ever had.”

Despite her new calm demeanor, Stråla was drooling. Her eyes fixated on the bulge that Briana gyrated on. David had given up control of the situation. It felt so good just to sit down and look at these two go. 

“What else do modern wives want?”

“Modern wives have minds of their own,” said Briana. “And we want families. Big happy families.”

“They do?” David was taken aback. “You do?”

“I don’t know,” Briana whispered. “I’m just...trying to go along with her.”

“You’re telling her what to think!”

But she already was looking back at Stråla.

“Big families,” moaned Stråla. “Babies. Getting so pregnant for him.”

Briana nodded. “So pregnant.”

“I need to cum for him, to show him I belong to him.”

“Yes. To show him.”

“Please, Husband,” said Stråla, sliding off the couch onto her knees. “Please let me cum!”

He looked to Briana for permission, but she had slid down on her knees too. 

“Please let her cum?” She pushed her body up against his leg.

Both of them, together, moaning. He was afraid there might be more shouting if he turned them down. And he was—god help him—turned on at the idea of both of these women cumming just because he said so. He was so hard, this was happening so fast, and he felt railroaded into the only eventuality—which was his wife and this total stranger cumming just because he said they could. 

“Okay,” he said at last, cock throbbing. “Cum. Cum for me.”

Stråla moaned and whimpered, but did not cry out. She collapsed on the floor, quivering and shaking in obvious pleasure. That much, while intensely erotic to see, did not surprise him at this point. But what did surprise him was Briana, before him, seemed to do the same. Gyrating, trembling, whimpering, and then collapsing in pleasure. 

He badly needed to retreat—to jerk off at the least, try to get his head right. If he stuck around here, and these two started begging him for more...if Stråla started begging him to do anything more than let her cum, if she begged him to fuck her...

Standing up, he grabbed Briana and tried to rouse her, kissing her on the forehead and rubbing his hands up and down her back. After a time, Briana seemed to wake, stretching into him and smiling. When she noticed Stråla, again, she shook her head and stood up straight against David.

“Oh, god.” She shook her head. “That really happened. I thought it was...I thought I dreamed it or something. How long were we out?”

“I don’t know. Five minutes.”

“What?” Again, she shook her head. “It feels like hours. I feel so refreshed. Oh my god.”

Stråla, thankfully, was still out, though he didn’t know for how long. 

“Modern wives want families?” David asked Briana.

“I don’t know.” She shrugged and giggled just slightly. “It was the first thing I thought of. She made my thoughts...really funny somehow. Maybe it was something in the crate she came in? But I think it’s like...I don’t know. Cumming really helped. My thoughts are clearer now.”

“Okay. Well. Would you like, grab some blankets and set out some clothes for her? I’m exhausted. I need to sleep.”

Briana stepped over around Stråla, eyeing her naked body openly and biting her lower lip to one side. 

“Sure.” She took in a long, shuddering breath. “I’ll be along in a minute.”

David escaped, nursing the hardest boner he’d had since he could remember.

* * * * *
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The police, David thought dreamily. It’s got to be the police. We’ve got to help this girl.

He dozed, mostly asleep in the early morning on the bed. 

We’ve got to call the police and explain the whole tits-uation. 

No, not the tits-uation. The tits-uation. 

Fucking hell, why couldn’t he say tits-uation without saying tits? What was with this tit sucking in his mouth?

It was like he was sucking tits and not quite to think about sucking tits or tit sucking or tits in his mouth or wonder why nipple dripping hot leaking delicious milk dripping down his throat. What a milk! Tits in his mouth like milky-dripping yummy liquid starting his whole day off with drinky heavy boob.

Stråla giggled and he finally moaned awake, realizing the reason for his jumbled, confused thoughts—Stråla over him, tits smooshed into his face, his lips firmly wrapped around her raspberry-sized nipple.

It was morning. Birds sang outside and the sunlight creeped in through the shades. It was a Friday, and he was fairly sure it was early although he couldn’t be sure. Stråla—and Stråla’s tits—looked much different than before. Her tits, for definitely, were enormous now, as opposed to the gorgeous handfuls they had been last night. Her hair had grown several inches, and she looked like she had make-up on, but she very much didn’t. She looked like a movie starlet, or a porn star, or at any rate someone who very much didn’t belong in his bed. 

Sitting up, he saw Briana was there too, kneeling on the bed with her fingers buried in her own cunt. But that wasn’t all—Briana’s arm was also wrapped around Stråla’s body, sneaking through her thigh gap, with reaching fingers pushing up inside her hot, bare pussy as well. Briana’s face was blank, obedient, staring up at Stråla with deep, passionate submission. 

“What...what the fuck?” said David. “Did you...did you guys fuck?”

“Oh, lots of times,” said Stråla. “We fucked until I was good at it...and then we fucked some more until she was good at it. You should really try her out, darling. She’s incredible now.”

David struggled with this. He sat up further in the bed, trying to get out of the reach of Stråla, but she just crawled after him and snuggled up against his belly. Briana, in turn, crawled after Stråla and settled in against her backside, fingers still firmly in place. 

He tried to remember what had happened—he’d gone to bed and just immediately passed out, hadn’t he? Hadn’t even woken up to go to the bathroom about an hour in like he normally did. 

The last thing he asked Briana to do was to put together some kind of bed for Stråla. So what must have happened is that the two stayed up and “got to know one another,” which of course in the new modern parlance meant “transform body and mind, with one of the conversationalists becoming submissive to the other.”

Because that is what he saw, the more he looked at the two. In fact, both of them had transformed somehow, not just Stråla. Yes, it was Stråla who he had noticed first—her heavy, milk-filled tits were at least twice the size that they had been last night, guh—but Briana had changed as well. She was fitter. Her skin shined. She looked, even submissive and horny and panting for release, somehow happier than he’d seen her in ages. 

It struck him distinctly that he hadn’t seen Briana happy in a long time. The dissertation had really done a harsh number on her mood and her bearing. He didn’t blame her—he knew such downturns were commons with nascent academic professionals—but that didn’t stop him from wanting something different. 

“Briana...why did you fuck...” he struggled not to say the girl who showed up in a fucking box. It felt very rude. “Why did you fuck her?”

“I couldn’t get it out of my head, how good it felt to finger her,” said Briana. “You know, from before. When I was trying to cover her up and she just shoved me up in there. And then, she said it was very cool if I did it again, so I did, and then I did it more...and more...and more...”

She closed her eyes, doing it some more still.

“What the fuck is happening,” David shook his head. “Stråla?”

“Mmm?” she lifted her head up to look at him dreamily. She was thoroughly enjoying Briana’s attention. “Yes, dear?”

“What the fuck happened?”

“I’m supposed to be your modern wife,” she said, as if that explained everything. 

“But why...why is Briana deferring to you like this?” He waved his hands at the two of them.

“We talked about it and I thought it was sexier that way, and she agreed. It’s not like someone besides your wife should sleep at your side.”

“She is my wife!”

“She was. But you made me your wife, last night. But don’t worry, I’m a modern woman. I don’t mind having a third in the mix. She can be our little plaything to fuck whenever we want. Like a favorite fuckpet and best friend rolled into one.”

“It’s honestly such a weight off my mind,” said Briana, kissing Stråla’s thigh. “It was so hard for me being a wife to you. You’re so amazing. I was never good enough for you.”

Despite himself, that made David’s cock swell and twitch something awful. 

“You see?” Stråla smiled and kissed David’s abdomen. He was painfully aware that for some reason, he had slept naked, and his cock was only inches away from Stråla’s beautiful head. “Even she admits it. We’ll put in the paperwork later this week. Don’t worry. It won’t be punitive or anything, even if she has failed you.”

“Whoa, hey, that’s unfair. She hasn’t failed me—”

“If that were true, then why are you getting hard from just me talking about your incumbent divorce?”

He had no answer for that. Precum was already streaming from his cock. 

“I’m your modern wife, so I know it’s my job to take care of that kind of thing. All you’ll need to do is sign a few forms. I’ll even have Briana suck you off while you divorce her.”

“Fuck.”

“We’ll be doing plenty of that, darling, don’t worry. And I’ll get pregnant very soon. The sooner the better, no?”

His thoughts raced. At the forefront was a lot of Stråla—Stråla pregnant, Stråla in lingerie, Stråla sucking his cock, Stråla pregnant in lingerie sucking his cock...

“Stop it!”

He stood up completely off the bed now. He felt like half a fool, barking orders naked over these two beautiful, naked women tangled up in his sheets. 

“I need...I need to talk to—” he stopped himself before saying my wife. He felt like it would turn unpleasant. “I need to talk to Briana. Please. Stråla. Would you just...” he shrugged. “I don’t know. Go make us breakfast?”

Stråla got up, already happy to obey. She slipped on a pair of Briana’s high heels that waited for her at the edge of the bed. 

“I thought you didn’t want a slave?” she smirked. 

He watched her strut out and fetch an apron from the linen closet. The thought of her body, in nothing but an apron and heels, making his breakfast, was maddening. He had already taken a few steps after her, his cock leading the way, before he was able to stop himself and turn back to his wife. 

She waited on the bed, looking up at him with happy, expectant eyes. 

“I know you’re worried about me. It’s so considerate of you. But honestly, this is what I want now.”

It took him a moment to respond. She had lost twenty pounds overnight, and somehow all of it went to her tits. They were shiny and seemed just as full of milk as Stråla’s. Her blond hair, which had always seemed a little reedy and dry, was thick and shiny and vibrant. 

“It’s the now that worries me,” he said at last. “She changed you, somehow.”

“I think she did. I think it was her milk.”

“That’s wrong!”

Briana shrugged. “So it’s wrong, then. It’s also done, and it’s what I want. And she’s so fucking hot, babe. Are you for serious telling me you wouldn’t rather walk into a room introducing her around as your new wife? Just think of how jealous they’ll be of you.”

Her hand crawled up to his cock. He couldn’t resist her like he could Stråla; it was okay to be stroked off by his wife. 

“I think there’s something like, about her touch that makes people horny. And especially her milk.”

“There is!” Stråla shouted from down the hall. “Isn’t that great?”

Briana kept stroking David. His precum spilled all over her hand and even spurted into the heavy confines of her new cleavage. 

“It made me so turned on just to touch her. And now that her milk is in me...I just want to fuck her...and especially you.”

“She woke me up with her tits in my mouth. I fucking...” he shook his head. “Goddammit, I drank that stuff.”

“I know.”

“I know.” Stråla strutted in with a plate of eggs and toast and a glass of milk. “Isn’t it hot? Aren’t we hot?” And then, after a moment, she held up the plate and glass. “Breakfast?”

He saw the milk and he was scared in a way he couldn’t quite define. His cock was so hard already, harder then he’d felt in months. He could feel the anxiety draining away from him, but it felt like with it he was losing a part of himself. 

And probably that was true. He’d built up so many little tasks and activities around his anxiety, trying to fence with it and keep it from taking over. And now, just with one glass of milk—or probably one bite of those milk-infused eggs—he’d be done with it forever. 

“I’m programmed to give my owner what they want.” Stråla pushed the plate and glass into his hands. “In your case, apparently you wanted a wife totally into serving you sexually, but also deeply all about including a third girl into the mix.”

“That is all I want now.” Briana nodded sagely. 

“No, I don’t want that,” David insisted. “I want Briana to be, you know, an independent woman. I want you to be not a sex slave. I want you to have your own lives!”

“We have our own lives.” 

Stråla got on the bed next to Briana again, and immediately their fingers found each other’s cunts. They were putting on a display for David, again. The milk in his hands smelled so fucking good. 

“That’s right,” said Briana. “We have our own lives that are all about making your cock hard and happy and doing anything you want.”

He had to sit down. He turned away from them and sat on the edge of the bed, putting the breakfast down on the nightstand, pushing the phone charger there nearly to the ground. Moments later, they were on him—hands running over his shoulders and chest...and then his cock. 

“Please let us suck your cock?” Briana whispered in his ear. “Please?”

“It can be so good if you let us suck it,” said Stråla.

“You won’t regret it. You can make us do it as much as you want.”

“No,” he shook his head. “I...come on. Babe, come on. This is wrong. This is—”

Briana’s lips crested over the tip of his bulging, straining member. His voice cut short as he sank into her willing, eager mouth and then her throat. 

“Oh, fuck.”

She sank down onto her knees before him completely. Stråla pushed herself up into his lap, presenting her tits—wet and gleaming with milk. 

“You know you want to,” she murmured. “You know you can’t stop yourself.”

Briana’s cocksucking technique had improved a thousandfold overnight. He was stunned that he could hold himself in at all. He arched his back, and then grunted forward, and his face ran all along Stråla’s heavy, gorgeous tits. They smelled heavenly. 

“There’s...there’s no telling how I’ll change. Briana changed so much, and—”

“You’ll just have to trust me,” said Stråla. “Don’t you want to trust me, Master?”

Her eyes were wet and earnest. She licked her lips. So eager for him to taste her. God, she was gorgeous. He really, really did. 

As his mouth slipped over her nipples once more, he came down Briana’s throat.

* * * * *
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The slender, middle-aged woman at the door was impeccably dressed in a tight, form-fitting sharkskin pants suit. Her blond hair was tied tight back in a bun and she wore the sneer on her expression almost as much as the rest of the outfit; it fit her just as well too. 

It was Tuesday afternoon, a full four days into David’s new life. He viewed this stranger with open, raw sexual attraction and the full confidence that he could fuck her pregnant in less than ten minutes. There was snow on the ground, but David barely felt the cold, despite being shirtless.

On Friday, before Stråla had showed up, this woman would have been taller than David—especially in her luxury heels. As it was, she only came up to shoulder height on him, and seemed annoyed by it. Her heels were deliberately expensive, the kind not worn for decoration but for status, and he could tell she was bothered that they weren’t doing their job by making her taller than everyone around her—because ‘everyone’ at this point and time included David, who was now basically a goliath. 

“My name is Gwendolyn Andilet,” she said. “I believe you have something of mine?”

She was almost definitionally a “handsome” woman—the kind who had all the bone structure and soft features of a beautiful pornographic fantasy, but wore them with such hardened vigor that her beauty was lost in the hard angles. She had the kind of high-nosed countenance that made it seem like she was annoyed with everything and everyone around her. David wondered what it would take to see her smile. He imagined some kind of tragedy in a third-world country, reports of plague or famine. She’d maybe notate the way that all that death and misery would make her investments accounts grow and afford herself a little turning-up of the corners of her mouth. 

Strangely, that made him want to fuck her. His cock stiffened. In his loose sweatpants—the only thing he had left that fit him after three days straight of fucking and drinking from his new bride—the bulge was quite evident and even closed the distance some between the two of them. She was pretty enough, despite the evil-stepmother vibe she had going on. 

But it was only thinking about fucking a smile onto her face that really got him going. Fucking her happy; being the only one who fucked her happy. 

“Well, I kind of expected this,” he said. “Why don’t you come on in?”

His voice was thicker and deeper than he remembered. There had been significant physical changes to David over the weekend. He was taller, of course. His body much harder. He’d caught a quick look in the entryway mirror and almost didn’t recognize the chiseled physique as his own, or the sharp lines of his jaw and face. There was a significant amount of hair on his head and it felt thick, though it was short.  

That wasn’t all. David’s personality had changed in the four days since Stråla’s arrival and their quick coupling. He hadn’t quite noticed how much until right then, interacting with Gwendolyn. He even called her that in his mind—Gwendolyn—and not Miss Andilet or any kind of formality. He wasn’t impressed by her or cowed, or trying anxiously to appease her somehow. 

He was just laconic, confident, and easy-going. Nothing could go wrong for him—that was the attitude. Whether or not it would prove out would be decided soon, he expected, so he may as well not worry about it. 

Just that—that little bit of deciding not to worry—would have been considered impossible just a few days before. 

Maybe it was just fucking a beautiful, utterly submissive pair of women for four days straight. But he doubted it. If whatever was in Stråla’s milk could change his physical appearance, it could damn sure change his molecular biology enough to cause some changes to how he interpreted stress. It didn’t even bother him that she’d changed him. Why would it? He felt terrific.

Inside, Stråla was nowhere to be found. Suspicious of visitors, he’d instructed her to hide. But Briana had remained out, which he had no issue with, and had already changed out of her new fuckslut uniform of high-high heels and lingerie (two-day delivery had been heartily abused on Friday evening) into some of her old clothing—she wore a pair of sweatpants that hung loosely around her hips and an old t-shirt that was too large, draping across her shoulders and displaying the loveliness of her bones there. 

She stood in their small kitchen, a blank worshipful expression on her face, following David around the room. 

Gwendolyn stopped to look at her, holding her mouth. It wasn’t a smile, but it was surprise, and that was something. 

“My god,” she said, “they really did it.”

“Did what?”

“My specifications. I gave them a picture. A sister I lost when I was very young, and...”

It all connected rather quickly—he thought Briana was the delivered “doll.” She was certainly a sort of vapid, happy bimbo now, so he wasn’t surprised at the conclusion, just at the implications. 

“You wanted what she is to look like your sister?”

Gwendolyn gave him a look. “I notice your morality lasted about as long as your flaccid dick did before getting hard, if that’s where you want to take this conversation.”

He put up his hands. “Hey, whatever. I’m not judging. It’s just kind of surprising, I guess. You want anything to drink?” Maybe a peace offering would help. “I got beer, I got water, I got, uh...soda?”

None of those seemed like things a creature like this would drink. He expected her to live on spider-webs, children’s nightmares, and maiden’s blood. 

“I’ll take tea,” she said. “With some milk in it.”

Tea? Well. That was that, then. 

“Sure,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Briana, you heard her.”

Briana strutted into action, rushing to the kitchen to make the drink right away. They’d done a few performance tests. Stråla’s milk got him hard in less than two seconds. Briana’s took about thirty seconds. So not as powerful, but certainly not nothing. 

They sat down at the dinner table, Gwendolyn’s back to the kitchen. David could see Briana preparing the tea behind her, watched her surreptitiously deliver the milk at the first available moment. 

“I’ll be the first to say this is an unusual situation,” said Gwendolyn. “I rather despise conversations with people who aren’t honest about their circumstances. I am not that kind of person.”

David smirked. “All right.”

“And by that, I mean I understand that property of mine has been in your care, and I understand very well that means you have been intimate with said property, and I understand, to be blunt, that you have fucked my sex slave.”

“I guess I have.”

“Let us be clear right away, then, that I have no intention of alerting any authorities or making any threats. A little investigation has led me to discover that it was entirely the fault of the delivery driver, who read the address wrong. I have been informed,” she smiled cruelly, “that he has been punished appropriately.” She took a breath and stood up slightly straighter. “And so, I feel that this can be an amiable transaction based on mutual understanding. You were given a rather lovely long weekend with a beautiful woman, were you not?”

“I was.”

“Would you not agree that being paid to stay quiet would be deeply generous of me?”

Now he was confused.

“You want to pay me off?”

“Here is what is going to happen. I’m going to leave with what is mine. I’m going to contact the people who I know, and who you do not know, and I’m going to make them reset her until she imprints on me as she has on you. And then I’m going to be very happy with what I’ve purchased, and I’ll rest assured that you have been given an appropriate amount of fuck-off money. How does fifty thousand sound?”

It sounded like a good start. 

The kettle went, and Stråla stepped out into the hallway behind Gwendolyn. She was taller, just like David, but the rest of her changed to only be more feminine. Bustier. Longer, thicker hair. Her lips plusher and eyes more full and bright. She wore lingerie still—a new set, this one the deep red color of wine, after he had torn the last one to shreds this morning. He jerked his head slightly, indicating for her to go ahead, and she took the hint. 

Her tits were so big now. He could smell the milk in them from across the room. How did Gwendolyn not smell that? It was an intoxicating scent and only made him want to fuck all the more. 

She quickly, silently, added her own milk to Briana’s tea, and then she slid down underneath the kitchen counter out of view. 

“Are you listening to me?” asked Gwendolyn. “I want an answer, or I’m going to call my driver in here and the two of you will have a very unpleasant exchange. I don’t care what steroids you’re obviously on, his are better, and he trains in MMA.”

She thought David was on steroids. Huh. What else didn’t she know? That he had lived with a woman before the delivery got here, apparently. He might have been wearing his wedding ring to give her the clue, but it didn’t fit anymore.

“So do you know all the different options and features of Stråla?”

“I know more than you, it seems.” Gwendolyn let out a short, annoyed breath. “I was told to go in blind. To experience it as it comes. But I looked enough at the instructions they emailed me to know that ‘Stråla’ isn’t her name.”

“It’s not?”

“Her name is whatever you want it to be. ‘Stråla’ is a command line. It revs her up, pumps up all the genes she has firing to make herself...to use the parlance, hotter, more obedient, that kind of thing. I hope you haven’t used it too much.”

Only loudly and passionately during every marathon session of fucking they’d had for the last hundred hours or so. 

Briana, simpering, delivered the tea, and Gwendolyn waved at it to let it cool. 

David leaned back. He was curious now. 

“Who tells you about this kind of thing? You know...human sex doll delivery?”

“There’s a world people like you, little people,” she dunked the tea bag and then set it to one side on a napkin, “don’t want to believe exists. I think it would ruin your day if I told you much more than that. Suffice it to say I am wealthy, and there are different rules for the wealthy. I could have sent someone else to handle this, but this is...sensitive. I am still human. It is embarrassing to send a minion after a product such as this.” She gestured at Briana. “This is important to me. Is sixty thousand sufficient? I won’t go higher than that.”

He had an intuition that he could bring her to at least one hundred thousand without trying very hard. 

She sipped the tea, though, and that pretty much solved that.

“Are you sure you don’t want to test drive her before you go?” said David. 

Gwendolyn’s sip did not stop, though her fingers did fidget. After a long moment, she set the tea down. 

She had drained the cup completely.

“I’m sorry?” 

“You know, try her out for a spin. I won’t watch.” He grinned. “Unless you want me to. Some people are into that. Just so that you know you’re getting what you want.”

“I...” she licked her lips and then sniffed. “I...that’s highly inappropriate. I must say. I must say one hundred...one hundred and sixty thousand is as high...gosh, it’s hot in here, isn’t it?”

Briana put down another cup of “tea.” This one was mostly milk and water . Gwendolyn, picked it up briefly, sniffed it, and then gulped it down in one go. 

“Gosh, it’s hot. It’s, oh my.” She put a hand to her head. “Do you have any more of this tea? It’s delicious.”

She was sweating. She tugged at her blouse and then her jacket. Buttons ripped off and popped onto the table. 

“Ooh,” she tittered. “Whoopsie.” She licked her lips. “Gosh, you really don’t have a shirt.” She tittered again, dangerously close to a giggle. “Gosh, it’s hot. Gosh.” She picked up the cup again and tried to drink. “Is there more of this?”

She asked it as if she was asking for the first time. 

“What if you got it straight from the source?”

“The source?” she raised an eyebrow. “What do you—oh.”

Briana had pulled her sweatshirt off and leaned over Gwendolyn, waving heavy, milk-dripping tits in front of her face. Beads of milk dripping down. 

“Do you wanna suck your sister’s titties, babe?” Briana giggled. “‘Cuz I want you to for definitely.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes were wide, her tongue already lolling out to one side, as Briana pressed her boob up against her mouth. For a moment, Gwendolyn struggled, but it was just to find the nipple until her lips were firmly wrapped around her new favorite drink. 

He watched, amused, as Briana dragged Gwendolyn over to the couch and started indoctrinating her to his will. 

Stråla—tall, gloriously beautiful, and clad in lingerie—smiled seductively at David and bent over the arm of the couch. Her pussy exposed, he dropped his sweatpants and immediately shoved his massive, thick cock inside her tiny, tight, wet entrance. He bulged in her abdomen, taking up the majority of the real estate inside her just-for-him body. Right away she came, and then came again, moaning in orgasmic delight. 

“Fuck yes!” she whimpered. “Fuck me, Husband! Fuck me just like that!”

While he fucked her, he watched Briana on top of Gwendolyn. His former wife smiled wickedly at their small harem’s newest—and wealthiest—member as she fed the “rich bitch” her magic milk. 

They’d talked about this all day Saturday and Sunday, when Stråla had rather convinced him that he was a sexual god and that building up his own harem of worshipers was only good and right. While Briana sucked him off, Stråla whispered all kinds of thoughts into his idea about how they could use his two milking beauties to fuck up the minds of every hottie they came across. Before too long, she surmised, they’d be able to fuck their way into the homes and wallets of plenty of rich bitches one way or the other—be they wealthy wives, widows, daughters, sisters, or just independently wealthy all on their own. 

They were going to wait for a week or two before going full speed—the “newlyweds” deserved a little honeymoon after all—but opportunity had come knocking. 

Now, as Briana pumped Gwendolyn’s body full of body, mind, soul, and life-changing milk, she whispered hot thoughts into Gwendolyn’s pliable brain:

David is Your Master.

David is Your God.

You need His Cock.

You need to worship Him.

All his money is Yours.

You worship Stråla almost as much as you worship David.

And so on, on repeat, while Gwendolyn obediently fingered herself to drinking from Briana. At the same time, Gwendolyn’s body changed—just like Briana’s had changed. What little fat had been there slipped away. Features softened. Her body regressing in age, returning to a youthful twenty-one at most. Her hair thickened and lengthened. Her tits grew, hips expanded, and legs lengthened. After only a few moments, she was already looking, in truth, like Briana’s bimbo sister. 

All the while, he fucked Stråla—who couldn’t help but brag. 

“Look at what a good fucking wife I am for you, Master,” she moaned. “Look at what I did for you! I made your old wife your slave. I made her super hot. And now she’s making another super hottie who is super wealthy and we’re going to be fucking rich for the rest of our lives while you fuck us however you want! I’m so fucking good!” 

His strokes into her hot young cunt picked up the more she bragged. He couldn’t help it; he loved her attitude.  

“I’m such a good fucking wife for you! I’m amazing! Oh my fucking god! I’m the best because you’re the best, Master! You’re the best so I’m the best! I’m such a fucking modern wife! I’m a modern miracle woman! I’m amazing and you’re going to fuck me pregnant!”

He really was—and he really couldn’t hold himself in any longer. Fucking this beauty, with all her bragging, while watching both her and Gwendolyn’s changing body before his very eyes—changing for him, all that money and power he would have—he needed to cum. 

Grunting, slapping and squeezing her ass passionately, he emptied himself inside of Stråla. She moaned with orgasm—and Briana came too. She was attuned to his orgasms now, and came whenever he did. And because she was cumming, Gwendolyn came as well, drinking Briana’s milk and being imparted her pleasure through the transference of her special cream. 

For several moments, there was just silence and hard, happy breathing. On the distant edges of his post-cum haze, he thought briefly that he might want to change Stråla’s name before her trigger-word escalated her so much that she started robbing banks. 

But, he figured, even then, she’d probably get away with it. She was pretty much a miracle of a modern wife. 

Stepping away from her, his cock still dripping wet from the coupling with Stråla, he stood over the newly bimbofied Gwendolyn. She looked up at David and moaned in wanton lust, licking her lips and grasping for his cock. 

“What’s the matter, Gwendolyn?” he said, slapping her playfully. “I thought you were a lesbian. I thought you were so fucking twisted you wanted your sister to be a sex slave.”

“N-no, that was stupid.” She had so much drool in her mouth that it was hard to understand her. “I want cock. I need cock. I need your cock, oh fuck. Oh please put that in me!”

“I don’t know.” He made a show of it, winking at Stråla, who smiled back. “What about that money you owe me?”

“Everything! Everything I have! Holy fuck! It’s all yours! It belongs to your big cock! I’ll sign it over to you immediately!”

He smiled and slid his cock into Gwendolyn’s eager waiting mouth, gratified at her instant orgasm at his taste. After a few moments, he repositioned them so he could sit down and Gwendolyn was between his legs. His two girls sat on either side of him. 

“I think I’m pregnant already,” Stråla whispered in his ear. “But if I beg you like a good wife, would you make sure?”

“And then after her,” Briana pushed closer up against him. “Would you do me again?”

David smiled. He would love to do just that.

# # #
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Watch Me – Instant Harem
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Erin, seeing Dennis at the park picnic table, almost immediately regretted showing up. She hated the park anyway; she had always hated the park, but it wasn’t that. 

Dennis was sweating. It was warm outside, but a pleasant warmth; it did not justify the kind of sweating he was doing. He was mid-workout sweating; he was deep in the weeds of a sweat swamp with no way out. 

This looked way more serious than she was ready for. She thought they were just going to hang out. Maybe get high. Sometimes Dennis had a good hook-up for weed; it was always impossible for Erin to get any regularly and so she was happy to chill with him when she knew he was holding. She was usually happy to hang out with him regardless; they had been friends for ages, but it was especially fun to get high together. And she figured—we’re meeting in a park, which we never do, and it’s been about three weeks since we’ve smoked, and that’s kind of the regular interval between smoking...

At any rate, this was clearly not going to be a smoke-out session. 

“Thanks for coming.”

His voice was punctuated with small, almost hidden pauses. He was close to stuttering his lungs out. 

“Sure.” She sat down across from him. “Are you okay? You look...bad.”

“No. I mean, yes. I mean yes, I know, I understand, but it’s okay. Even though it kind of isn’t.”

Erin began toying with the chipped paint of the picnic table, making a face. It was always hard for her to just sit and keep still. 

Dennis’s shirt clung to him. Part of it was the sweat. The rest of it was muscle tone that she didn’t really remember him having the last time she had seen him, maybe a week before. 

“Look,” he said, “I called you here because, I don’t want to insult you or anything, but I’m not sexually interested in you and I’ve got this really fucking crazy sex problem.”

Erin didn’t know exactly how to take that but it definitely landed somewhere on the spectrum of insult. 

He knew she was asexual. And he knew that, like most things, she was sensitive about it. Defensive, really. She didn’t like explaining herself, she didn’t like feeling the constant need to explain herself to a society that seemed drugged on fucking and sucking. 

She had done her best, consciously and subconsciously, to stay out of such conversations. Part of it was how she looked. A formless, rectangular body. Short shock-pink hair. Bad acne all along her shoulders, neck, and arms that she wouldn’t take care of except for the discomfort it caused. It was better today—always better in the sun, and there was plenty. She wore a light pink top and a loose pair of drawstring shorts.

Early on, she had felt like God wanted her to be alone. Her skin was rough everywhere it wasn’t covered in acne, which was also everywhere, her hair was scraggly and ungovernable, and her face so plain she made mannequins seem vibrant.

Later, she realized that was silly, of course. There wasn’t a god at all. 

She was meant to be alone, though—at least sexually. Her own lack of sex drive was a complete blessing, so she never had to present herself to anyone and feel their judgment on her consistent assault on their senses.

Erin didn’t give a fuck how she looked in terms of sexual attraction, except she did give a fuck about people ever giving her shit about how she didn’t give a fuck—and what Dennis just said smelled suspiciously like that kind of shit. Her hackles were raised.

“Why would it insult me if you didn’t find me sexually interested?” she asked. “Is every woman alive supposed to judge themselves—”

“I’m sorry!” he blurted. “I’m sorry. I understand. I said that wrong. I just—I really need help. I thought you were the only one who could help me. Really.”

Well. All right. That seemed true at least.

Her guard went down some. 

“What’s up?” A thought occurred to her. The strain in his face. All the sweating. “Do you...do you have something stuck inside you? Like up your butt? Is that why you’re so strung out? Because Debbie knows a good doctor, and—”

“No. Nothing like that. No.” He took a big breath. “You’re not going to believe me.”

She smirked. “Try me.”

“No, really. You’re not going to believe me. And that’s okay. You will believe me. But at first, you’re not going to believe me. And I’m trying to tell you that’s okay.”

Erin crossed her arms. 

“So I’ve got this watch.” He pulled it out. “It...it’s not just a regular watch, okay? Take a look. But don’t touch it.”

The temptation to touch it immediately flooded her. How dare he tell her what to do and not do?

What he pulled out of his pants pocket was a silver stop watch; not even a pocket watch. It reminded her of horse-racing movies when they’d time laps. The large red second counter arm was rapidly moving forward, but she could tell it wasn’t exactly measuring seconds. Though it moved quickly, it was too slow for that. 

She wanted to touch it. And not even because he told her not to anymore. It was a lovely watch, a pretty thing. There were inscriptions on the surface of the glass. Why shouldn’t she touch it? Why him and not her? There were secrets inside, yes? The ticking, it was almost like a language, and—

“—I said cut it out, Erin!”

She was on Dennis’s lap, almost. All the way across the picnic table. Her hands clutching around his wrist and fingers, trying to pry them open to get at the watch. 

“Wh...” she backed away, blinking. “What?”

“I shouldn’t have shown it to you.”

Erin sat back down across from him. Trying to think.

Every day, she set three alarms. A rough sleeper. One to go to the bathroom a few hours before she got up, one to remind her she needed to wake up soon, and one to actually get up. Sometimes she slept through the first two, though, and the only reason she knew they must have gone off was because they were scheduled to do so. So she must have turned in the middle of the night, grabbed her phone, and turned it off. But in these instances, she had no recollection of turning them off. 

What happened, just now, was like that. When had she left her seat? When had she pressed her thighs against Dennis’s? 

She could still feel them, his thighs. Strong muscles like corded steel. When had he gotten so strong? He had overpowered her easily. That was new. He was such a lightweight. Wasn’t he?

A heated, flushing sensation spread through her chest, thinking of how strong his hands had been. 

“Why did that happen?” she asked. “Why would I try to grab your watch?”

“We don’t have a lot of time.” He shook his head. “I shouldn’t have shown it to you. I should have tried to explain first.”

“Explain it then!” Erin wasn’t the most patient at the best of times. “Are you a super hypnotist now or something, showing me your watch?”

“What? No. Hypnosis? Ridiculous. Look. I can’t...I don’t have a great explanation as to why. At least not one that you’ll believe. But once this watch makes its lap...I can make a girl my slave if I’m touching her at that moment.”

“What?”

“Like my...” he grimaced. “Like my sex slave.”

She waited for the punchline. There was none. 

“Okay?”

“And if I don’t...well. It makes me more...turned on. And that sexual energy has a peak. Fuck. Let me tell you. It sure does. And so it burns off in other ways. Makes more muscle.”

It was a beautiful day outside. Birds singing. The sun shining bright. Erin had several thoughts in a row about how it was beautiful outside and she was now stuck here doing whatever this was.

“You brought me here,” she tried to repeat the facts, “to describe to me your stopwatch kink and how it makes you work out a bunch, and I’m here for your post workout...something?”

“You’re not listening.” He looked at the watch again, knuckles rapping against the picnic table boards. “Look. We’re here because...fuck. I really didn’t find you that sexually attractive. Except when you’re wearing that top. Why did you have to wear that top?”

“I like it. I feel good in it.”

She could hear the watch, she realized. The ticks louder and louder as they continued.

“You look good in it, that’s the problem. Christ. Your clavicles are all...ugh.” 

He swept a hand through his hair. That was new too. Why did he have so much hair? Wasn’t it thinning? She never poked fun at him for it because he seemed sensitive, but it was always weird to her that someone in their early twenties would already have hair that was thinning so much.

But it wasn’t anymore.

Abruptly, he got up on the picnic table and lay face down. His arms around his head.

“Are you...what are you doing? Are you humping the table?”

“Just watch me, okay?” His voice muffled by his arms and the table. “That’s why I want you here. I want you to talk me out of it.”

“Talk you out of what?”

“You’ll see. Please be quiet. I need to not look at you or hear you.”

He wouldn’t say anything more. Several seconds passed with the only sound behind the distant sound of people playing in other parts of the park, birds singing, the wind, and the constant inexorable ticks of the stopwatch. It seemed to be getting louder and louder, more insistent, and then...

Then...

“Oh my god.”

Erin’s hand clasped against her mouth. Dennis’s body convulsed with light. Every muscle contorted and grew. The seams of his shirt strained under his new bulk. It made more sense to her now why he was wearing sweatpants. This purple set must have been his only pair.

When he sat up, there was a big bulge-sized dent in the soft wood where his crotch had been. Beneath his sweatpants, she could see the swelling lines of an enormous cock. It was practically carved inside them; she was almost certain she could see the veins. 

Drool filled her mouth for some weird reason. 

She didn’t like dick. Didn’t like pussy. Didn’t like boys or girls.

But this was...this was a man. A man with a cock. 

“Unh.” 

She was unable to stop staring. When he sat back down at the table, she found her head trying to float to one side of her body to keep staring at his cock. It was so big. What must it feel like? What must it taste like?

“You see?” he said. “I really need your help, Erin. This is going to keep happening to me. The only way it doesn’t is if I make a girl my slave. And even then, it just keeps happening. Slaves or a harder, better, more stud-like body. I don’t know if it’s good to be like this, but it’s got to be better than taking away the will of some girl, right? So I need you to help...distract me.”

Before they could say anything else, a congress of jocks and their beautiful girlfriends broke through the trees on the other side of the clearing. 

* * * * *
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Their picnic table was on one side of the clearing near a dilapidated batting cage with most of its fencing gone. The ground of the clearing was overrun with tall flowers and weeds; the park needed a clean-up a long time ago that it never got. The perimeter of the park was pleasant enough, but inside its vast confines were lots of places like this where nature was showing that it couldn’t be conquered by an absent hand. 

The jocks entering the clearing were already mostly shirtless, most of them sporting the kind of youthful beef that was common to the athletes of the area. Most of the boys Erin had grown up around had wanted to play football at the state college. 

When they weren’t good enough, they stayed to play at the local college in the hopes to be recognized and built up a lot of resentment at being “stuck” with their nothing dreams and forlorn hopes of athletic stardom. At the hospital where she worked, she saw young men with broken noses, cheekbones, arms, and collarbones all the time because they insisted on playing full-contact games in local parks like these to prove how tough they were. 

Dennis hadn’t wanted to be an athlete. It was what made him different. He had been a skinny, sensitive type. They got along from seeing each other in the library in the morning before classes started and chatting about anime. When the time came to come to graduate, he’d gone to the local community college to earn his basic credits and stick around to take care of his stepsister and their adopted mother. His mother was sick all the time and a lot of his money went to paying her bills. 

Now, Dennis was jacked enough to star in an action movie. His sweat-wet shirt was so tight that she could see the outlines of his rippling eight-pack. Erin wished she understood why she was so turned on. 

She had seen men who looked like him in porn and the like when she was first so confused about being asexual—when nothing had turned her on and she scoured the internet for anything that might make her aroused. They hadn’t done it for her then, so why was Dennis doing it for her now?

“Fuck.”

Dennis’s voice was low, his eyes fully locked on the several pretty girls setting up chairs on the grass to watch their men. They were the standard Newsom young girl—glammed up, presenting, obviously catty and bored, and putting up with whatever their young men did to guide them on invisible rails toward the loveless marriage that they viewed as their destiny. Erin had seen it over and over again in this town.

Erin wished she could make him look at her. She wasn’t as pretty as all those girls, obviously. But she was in pretty good shape. Her body was toned and her skin was clear.

“So you can just walk over there and make one of those girls your slave?”

“Yes.” His voice caught. He looked at Erin up and down, swallowing. “I can...make a lot of things happen without even meaning to, somehow. It’s a good thing there’s too many of them around. I think it only works one at a time.”

“I don’t know,” said Erin. “I mean, you could probably figure out a way to distract the boys or something. And then you could maybe just chat up one girl at a time. And if you’re careful, you could have them outnumber the ones who aren’t yours soon enough, and—”

He banged the picnic table. “That’s not helping.”

Of course he was right. What was she saying? Why had she let herself get carried away like that, talking about strategies for owning women? That was bizarre. 

She pushed a long, thick strand of hair out to one side of her face. She liked having her hair this length; it made it easy to play with something while she flirted with such a handsome man. In its natural dirty blond color, it wasn’t the most fetching shade, but she had highlighted it to catch eyes. It wasn’t working. Not yet. 

When Dennis looked back at the girls, she undid her blouse. Her tits weren’t much to speak of, truly, but they were happy handfuls. The real prize though were her clavicles, which he had already said she liked. Prominent and well-sculpted, like another line of cleavage all to themselves where they met beneath her neck. 

The jocks began to divide into groups and line up to play. It was only seconds before they were running and slamming into each other, shouting and clapping hands. The small group of three girls they were with watched with disinterest if they weren’t looking back at Dennis.

“I’m sorry.” She smiled. Men liked her pretty smile. “You’re right. It’s just...my mind got away from me.” 

He looked at her again and smiled back. Melting a little. His gaze on her felt so good; it felt nice to be looked at by men. To be appreciated.

“Maybe you could tell me more about it? Like how long it takes between laps?”

“Oh, that’s the annoying thing.” He shook the stopwatch. “It’s variable, somehow. Sometimes quicker, sometimes shorter...I don’t know all the ways it works yet. I just know it works.”

“How do you know?” He seemed so certain of himself. Erin gasped. “Oh my god. Dennis. You didn’t...?”

He stared off into the distance.

“I did.”

“Who?”

He put a hand to his face. “I’d rather not say.”

“Where is she?”

“They’re at...their home. I told them to stay there. They have to obey me, apparently. I said I would be back later, and they said they would make the bed ready for all my ‘new girls’ that I’d be bringing back.”

“That’s...kind of wholesome?”

At least they weren’t stringing up dildos on the balcony or angrily milking themselves like farm animals. 

“Except for the part where their wills belong to me.”

Erin licked her lips. One of the girls sitting on the sidelines was objectively prettier than the others. Imagining all of them rubbing up against Dennis filled her with a warm glow. 

“Are they...happy about it?”

“That’s the thing,” he shook his head. “They seem wildly happy. The happiest I’ve ever seen them. You wouldn’t believe—”

He stopped himself, clearly about to reveal who they were. Erin had basically figured it out at this point. 

“Did you fuck her?” Her voice became low, husky, wanting. “Did you fuck your mom and sister, Dennis?”

There were a number of feelings that she should have had at such a suggestion. Revulsion. Disgust. Moral outrage. Maybe calling the cops. 

Instead, the warm glow that had filled her everywhere from her upper thighs to her naval began to spread wider. Something told her to bite her lip; she didn’t fight it.

Dennis’s cock? Inside his hot sister and hot mommy? That was so intense. He was such a man to be able to do it. They weren’t his real mom and sister anyway, so why not? 

Erin’s eyes caught on his crotch again. So big. Bulging. Throbbing. He probably fucked them super well. 

“They were...they were so insistent,” he said at last. “I didn’t mean...I didn’t want...I mean I did want...” He rubbed his forehead. “It’s hard to explain. This watch, the way it makes me feel...there are all kinds of urges that weren’t there before. It’s like I can’t stop myself. Or I can, but I stop wanting to. I stop seeing why I should.”

He pulled out the watch and groaned. It ticked away happily, counting down to the next surge. 

“How long do you have?” she asked.

“Not long enough.”

“No, I mean...how long will this go on?”

“They were kind of unclear. ‘Until it’s done or you are,’ they said.”

“That sounds...final.”

A ball landed hard on the picnic table, producing a yelp from Erin. She had been leaning forward on her elbows, watching Dennis intently. It bounced wrong and nearly got her in the face, but Dennis—with an agility he hadn’t possessed only days before—snatched it out of the air. 

She had seen him trip on flat, dry ground before. She’d once accused him—jokingly but kind of serious—as being suicidal when he bought a car with a step up. 

“Throw it back yeah?” one of the jocks called out. 

Dennis just looked at the ball. It fit perfectly in his hands. Erin could see its threads straining under the strength of his grip, like he would bust it at any moment. 

From his sitting position, he whipped it over the heads of the jocks, far over the trees at the edge of the clearing. A big groan went up from the whole crowd and one of the meatheads bemoaned that it was their only ball. 

“Maybe that will get rid of them,” he said. “I wanted to be alone here. Maybe we should go.”

Before Erin had a chance to answer, one of the jocks ran over to them. He was shirtless, wearing big khaki cargo shorts and backwards baseball cap. His name was Dale. Erin knew him from a few years ago in high school. He had thick dark hair shaved on the sides and a midsection that was just starting to show the doughy results from all the drinking he did over the weekends.

“Hey bro,” he said. “That was pretty uncool of you, man. You could have just thrown it right back to me, yeah?”

Dennis stood up. 

Something Erin hadn’t put together yet was just how tall he had become. More magic. The jock was a big guy; would have been the biggest guy in most of the rooms he was in. But Dennis...

...Dennis was enormous. 

Something in Erin twisted at the sight of him being so much bigger than the other man. A feeling of safety, protection. Dennis—this hunk, this titan—was looking out for her. 

She ought to be grateful. She ought to show him her appreciation. Was she supposed to just let him walk around with such a big hot body and huge cock and not do her own part as a woman to show him that he was appreciated? 

“Your ball,” said Dennis, “almost hit my girl...my friend in the face here,” he said. He was not pleased at the interruption. “So why don’t you fuck off before I throw something else where you can’t find it?”

Dale looked at Erin and then Dennis again. He swallowed—he gulped. Erin’s heart thumped at the way that he gulped in fear.

“Ah...look, man. That was an accident, all right? Our bad. And...”

“And there’s a lot of you. You can probably find your ball before dark. Can’t you? If you fuck off right now.”

“Y-yeah. Yeah.” Dale nodded furiously. “If we fucked off now. We could find it. We could do that.”

Running back, he gathered up the other nine players and pointed toward the woods. A couple of them pointed back toward Dennis for a moment, but the leader’s cowardice seemed to be catching. 

They were gone now. And in the clearing, alone, was Dennis and Erin and three beautiful young women. 

All three of them stared at Dennis from across the way. Stared at Dennis and glared at Erin—probably wondering why such a nothing—even if she was a pretty nothing—had the attention of this huge stud. 

The wind blew downwind from Dennis toward them. Erin could have sworn every gust that ran past his hulking body made the girls look more often in their direction. Like they caught his manly, hulking scent promising them the fuck of their lives on his massive, godly cock.

Erin licked her lips. She prided herself on being smart. Dennis’s bulge was so fucking big. Scaring off the jock had made him hard; his blood boiling from being ready for battle. It was almost like he had wanted to beat the shit out of the jock. 

Dennis had been the calmest, most peaceful guy she had ever met. Her heart thumped. Being smart was so important to Erin, and she always tried to stay ahead of the curve. And now this huge hunk of a man whose attention she had kept to herself so far would be straying away. 

Straying away to those really, really hot girls in their tiny outfits and hot hair and perfectly made-up glam and their eager, come-hither ways. 

Straying away unless...

...unless she did something about it. Something extraordinary. 

“I-I don’t believe you.”

Dennis wrenched his attention away from the gaggle of women. 

“What did you say to me?”

“I don’t...” she tittered. She had never tittered in her life, but she did it then. “I don’t believe you?”

Why had it turned into a question? Did it matter? It was so hard to really be sure about something when her job was to be soft and pliable in front of a man.

“About what?”

“That you can make a girl your slave. I want you to prove it. Then I’ll help you.”

“You want me to make a girl my slave, and then you’ll help me?”

The spider-web thin strands of reasoning in her plan would not be helped if she backed off at his resistance now. She could see in his face that—despite his protest—being allowed and encouraged to take action was what he really wanted.

“Well, maybe you can control it a little? Like make her sort of your slave. And then when you do that, like it’s obvious enough for me to see, then I’ll help you stop it for good. I’ve already got a great plan.”

She did not have a great plan. She did not have any plan for getting rid of Dennis’s newfound power. Her plan began and end with keeping herself in his newfound circle of strength and virility. 

He could easily find a use for the gorgeous girls across the way; Erin wanted him to find a use for her sopping-wet virgin cunt. Not instead of; that was too much to hope for, obviously. Dennis would fuck who he wanted. But also with. Wasn’t that possible?

* * * * *
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This was a mistake, Erin realized. 

Not for a good reason—not because this whole magic slave all might be true (even though she was fairly sure already that it was) and Dennis might end up with another girl to his collection. 

And that was like, wrong somehow?

Right?

Somehow, she knew it was wrong for a huge, yummy, amazing cock like his to have slobbering, subservient mouths adoring it all times. It felt awfully right, especially as she considered it more and more and began visualizing dozens of eager nubile female tongues slipping and sliding over his mammoth meat in a scattered arrangement of postcards on the ideation board of her mind. 

But no, it was a mistake because these girls were all much prettier than Erin. She recognized some of them from high school—each one members in some way or another of the pretty girl clique that she had been thoroughly beneath. 

They hadn’t even made her life hell; instead, they gave her a different kind of torture by ignoring her existence entirely. Erin had been nothing at all to girls like this. An ant to their interstellar spaceships. They were mostly blondes, and if their hair wasn’t, everything else about them was: catty, vain, and self-involved. 

Erin was warm all over thinking about them, and it wasn’t just from Dennis. What was going on? Her thoughts felt so confused and contradictory. Even her memories seemed in opposition—she could remember spending her eighteenth birthday with Dennis a few years back by watching movies and getting high, and she remembered spending the entire day writing him love letters and fingering herself, printing off each letter and clutching it to her sopping wet cunt while she orgasmed and chanted his name.

Dennis stalked forward like some jungle predator, each step purposeful and slow, and the three girls responded to his approach with giggles and eager eyes. They got out of their folding chairs; they put themselves in a short line. Like he was some producer for a runway show and they were models waiting to be judged worthy of his latest clothing line. 

There was the redhead, Corine Kensington. Erin’s heartrate picked up when she got close enough to confirm that it was indeed Corine. Although she had seen the girl before, nothing compared to the strange compulsion of sexual energy she felt now. Shorter than the other women and top-heavy, she had sparkling green eyes framed by long and thick, vibrant red locks that hung down around her face like a curtain of fire. 

Hourglass figure, heavy breasts, tiny waist—hot fertile femininity all capped off by a tie-dyed crop top showing off her toned midriff in all its glory. Erin was pretty sure she was a cyclist; she had a slightly thicker ass and set of thighs than her frame called for, but in her tight, short jean shorts, this just meant she was displaying herself in all the right ways. 

Before today, Erin tried to remind herself, she had never wanted to fuck a woman. She thought she did, for a while, because she was so disinterested in boys. But it had never worked.

Now. Now she was so fucking turned on. And of course she was turned on because of cock—when had she not been turned on by the big alpha cock of a total dream stud like Dennis? But she also was starting to feel compulsion, obsession to the presence of these gorgeous girls. Like they had been called here specifically for Dennis’s gaze. 

Alpha Males were so important, Erin thought dimly. Pretty girls should be examined thoroughly by them. 

Next to Corine, there was an Asian girl, Gina. Korean? Erin was pretty sure she was Korean. Thin, toned and with a head of dark hair, she was incredibly pretty. Her almond-shaped eyes were stunningly bright beneath thick black eyelashes, framing her high cheekbones. A pair of skin-tight, stylishly ripped leggings and a white tank top showed off her incredibly slender frame.

And then, last on the line but first on her pussy’s new pulsing-hot list, there was the greatest prize Erin could have imagined, Alyssa Anson. 

Tall but incredibly thin, Alyssa had the most beautifully small body Erin had ever seen. A tight leather skirt fit snugly around her hips—and although it was snug and obviously was a size 0 or less, sexy gaps still formed between her skin and the skirt whenever she moved.  An animal print top hugged her full, heavy chest, displaying pert cleavage and exposing her toned midriff. Gorgeous face, like the other girls, with full lips and high cheekbones. 

All of this was intensified by Alyssa’s skin. It was incredibly pale. Flawless, radiant porcelain skin. How did you even have warm, pale skin? 

Alyssa did. 

Her platinum blonde hair hung down her back like the mane of an angel, swaying behind her as she posed and waited for Dennis’s attention with undeniable effervescent energy. 

But there was something else beyond her extreme physical beauty, her porn-star body and her movie starlet good looks. Something else besides just being a superbly attractive blonde, which always made a girl seem transcendently hot.

Alyssa had sensational confidence. It oozed through her expression, her countenance, her every mannerism and movement. Even just eyeing Dennis’s approach, the confidence she emitted was like a tracking beam—Erin, holding on to his big, strong arm just to keep herself upright from being so close to his inexorable masculine presence, felt him being drawn in to Alyssa almost as if she were the one controlling him. 

This girl knew the power of her allure, reveled in it and used it mercilessly against everyone who crossed her path—and no one stood a chance against her seductive prowess.

Erin knew Dennis had always had trouble with women. He had trouble getting their numbers, getting their names, even building up the courage to talk to them. 

Now, three of the most beautiful that Erin had ever seen up close—three girls so beautiful they had made themselves a clique purely out of being hot girls with jock boyfriends—were practically drooling to be able to talk to him. 

As he walked closer to them, the air crackled with energy. Like he was charging up the atmosphere with his presence. The girls were mesmerized; big, doting eyes following him the whole time he moved. He stopped, finally, just eighteen inches or so away from Gina—clearly inside her personal space. She whimpered and bit her lip and muttered something about how big he was.  

Arousal was thick in Erin’s brain.  Dennis, cool and casual, smiled took Corine’s hand.

“I’m Dennis,” he said.

She whimpered as she touched him. It was clear that—while she hadn’t orgasmed—something had twisted and pulsed tremendously inside her. 

“I-I’m single...” she said, breathless, knees knocking together. 

It was clear that she was not used to being this turned on without fucking.  

Gina and Alyssa both looked at her in mock shock, as if they couldn’t believe she was being so forward when they stood before Dennis with their chests up and out.

He turned to Gina now and shook her hand as well. Again, the same result—but on Gina’s more slender frame, the results seemed more dramatic. Something about her lithe body’s shaking and squirming so close to Dennis, when she was so much smaller than him, hit Erin hard. 

Giggling and whimpering, Gina wrapped his hand inside both of hers for a moment—he was so close to her, and she was clearly hopeful his proximity meant something. It was easy for a simple girl’s brain to get superstitious around a real Man like Dennis, to think that all his choices and movements had deeper meanings. He was so powerful, so masculine—a smirk was no longer a smirk; a smirk was a hidden indication that he was going to fuck you full of triplets so long as you begged him just the right way. 

He shook Alyssa’s hand last, making her wait. But Erin knew that would be his choice; it would be anyone’s choice. And Alyssa knew it too, watching him with eager anticipation as he greeted the luscious Corine and the exotic Gina. 

“I’m Alyssa,” she said. 

Her body shuddered just the same as the other girls, but she managed to make it look even sexier. Given the advantage to see what he had done to the other two, perhaps she had prepared. Either way, she bit her lip and swept back her hair, and took his hand up to her flawless chin, jawline, and neck. 

His hand was so large, her neck so tiny, that he could have wrapped his fingers almost entirely around it. 

“These are new earrings,” she said. They glittered in the sunlight. “Do you like them?”

Then she guided his hand up against her skull, into the hot, silky, platinum mass of her hair. Heavy precum jetted from his cock, leaving an obvious stain in the front of his pants. None of the girls seemed to find this offensive or anything but enticing. 

“Beautiful,” said Dennis. “Incredible.”

Erin felt high. She didn’t know when she had started grinding into Dennis’s hip—her cunt shamelessly, casually, insistently urging into him—but it felt good. She kept going as his fingers caressed Alyssa’s face, her neck, her hair. He was already bewitched by her. 

That was good. That was so good...

And through it all, she heard the soft ticking of his stopwatch just under the constant wind. 

“Are you single?” Alyssa asked when he finally drew his hand away from her. “That mouse isn’t your girlfriend, right?”

She referred to Erin, of course. And Erin just stood and took it; she knew that she really had no counterargument. Compared to Alyssa, she was a mouse. Most women were. 

Competing with Alyssa wasn’t the point; she knew her only shot was to supplement the perfect blonde goddess.

“Or like,” said Gina. “You don’t have to be single. If you’re like...open?”

After a moment, Dennis said, “It’s complicated. I just wanted to say hello to the three of you. My friend here asked me to.”

Beneath her tight tank top, Gina had implausibly full breasts featuring nipples that perked with anticipation at Dennis's every word. Even from this distance, Erin could tell Gina's nipples were hard—evidence of her arousal and excitement for whatever was coming next.

“You asked him to talk to us?” said Alyssa.

Erin had trouble finding her voice. 

“Are you like, his girlfriend?” Corine asked. 

All three of them were incredibly interested in her response. Erin, stunned by how paralyzing the attention of these beautiful girls was, pushed herself harder into Dennis’s bulk. It was so warm, so thick, so strong and reassuring. He took out the watch and grunted. 

“It’s almost time,” he whispered to Erin. “Which one?”

A decision? Oh god. She couldn’t decide. She couldn’t even speak she was so turned on. 

“Is this like, some throuple thing?” asked Alyssa. “I don’t really share. But I’ll be really happy to go on a date with you. You’re my type.”

Corine put her hands on her hips. “Didn’t he just bully your ‘type’ into the woods?” This wasn’t really a question. 

Erin intimated easily that Dennis had directly intimidated Alyssa’s boyfriend, who was probably Dale. 

“What do you care?” Alyssa rolled her eyes at Corine and then looked back at Dennis and smiled brightly. “Look—get rid of your...thingy, there,” she nodded at Erin, “and we can hang out. I don’t know her, but I’d love to know you, and maybe if you’re sweet to me I’ll let you know one of my friends here.”

The stopwatch’s ticks got louder and louder. Holding Dennis’s bulk at the waist, Erin felt like she could hear them in her mind. 

“Like it’s up to you?” Corine looked dangerously close to shoving Alyssa. But, like the blonde, she turned back to Dennis with a smile. “Hey—I just want to find out if you’re really packing what it looks like you’re packing in there. I don’t really mind who else knows or joins in.”

“You’re both shameless, oh my god,” said Gina. “I just want to hang out and see if we click, okay? And then if we want to spend time together—”

The stopwatch picked up in intensity, approaching its revolution.

“You’re so obvious, Gina, oh  my god,” said Alyssa. “I can’t believe—”

“—she’s obvious?” Corine laughed. “You’re the one—”

All three of them—unconsciously—tugged at Dennis’s outstretched arm. Alyssa had hands on his bicep, Corine his forearm, and Gina his fingers and palm. The stopwatch’s tick’s crescendoed and cranked over—and—still holding on to Dennis—Erin felt its light fill her up. 

* * * * *
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"Fuck me, Sir," Alyssa gasped against Dennis's ear. "Please. I need it so bad..."

Corine, grinding against Dennis in time with Alyssa on the opposite hip, nodded and moaned. "That's right, baby. We need you in us so bad. Please won't you make our dream come true?"

They were on the grass, a mess of hot long limbs and sweat and saliva. Gina was Dennis's pillow, content for the moment with rubbing her half-exposed, newly enormous tits against the back of his head.

Erin had been relegated to leg duty. This was perfectly acceptable to her. The other girls—especially Alyssa—were so much prettier than her even now that Erin was much prettier than she could ever remember. They deserved more of Dennis's attention, and Dennis deserved more of them. But it was an honor and a privilege to be on the legs of a total dreamy hunk like Dennis in the first place. She had been in love with him her whole entire life, after all.

The last several minutes had gone by like a dream. Everything in slow motion. Erin remembered the blissful light of the stopwatch, but so little else seemed important. There were details of her former life that fell away from her with each passing breath—thoughts of feminism, activism, independence faded from her as the silliness they truly were. 

Women were property. Gorgeous women were trophies, and she was a gorgeous woman and belonged as the trophy to a truly strong man. She squeezed her ample, heavy, milk-filled tits tighter against Dennis's leg; she was so truly lucky to belong to him. The cream that leaked from her tits covered his skin in eager, reassuring warmth. 

Erin's own transformation over the last hour or so was long lost on her. Gone were the memories of her crooked teeth, her too-close eyes, her split ends, her acne, her love handles and touching thighs and squat little fingers. Now everything was symmetrical, ready for photographing; she was a living lingerie magazine cover. 

Big, bright eyes shining with topaz luster and framed by lush lashes. Her hair seemed just as thick, but no longer hard and ragged. Longer. Shinier—the way her skin was shiny—but shining with a healthy vibrant glow that almost seemed like she was already pregnant. The formless shape of her tofu-block body had been replaced entirely by a hot gym bunny's perfectly toned bod. She would have to bury herself in soil to hide her sex appeal.

Even now, so long after the light had faded, she could feel her body morphing and melding into the contours of Dennis’s muscular frame — she felt connected to him in a way she had never experienced connection with anyone or anything before. 

And because she was connected to him, she felt connected as well to Gina, Corine, and especially Alyssa. Alyssa had been the closest one to her when the stopwatch completed its revolution, and the closest to Dennis's cock. As such, her transformation had been the most dramatic. 

Alyssa, before, had been completely gorgeous. Now she was transcendent, angelic. She was still just as tall and thin as she'd been, but her physique had been improved in so many ways. Her curves were now much more defined, with tight muscles that flexed effortlessly when she moved. 

Her face was like a work of art, her features having been somehow softened while maintaining the same stunning sharpness. And then there was the change to her hair; while it had already been a delightful platinum color, now it shimmered and shone with an ethereal luster unlike anything one could find on Earth. 

It looked almost as if Dennis's power had produced a heavenly aura around Alyssa, making her even more breathtaking than before. If she stood still in a museum, millions would make the trip just to bask in her glory. Instead, she was grinding and groaning against Dennis's hard body and begging for his cock inside her. 

"Please?” she moaned in his ear. “I know just what to do with it..."

She was in a constant, erotic grappling match with Corine on the other side. 

"We can be so good to you, Sir..."

Corine kept focusing on the "we" aspect—offering dual or triple or quadruple pleasure. It was a good strategy. Focusing head-on against Alyssa would have left her in the dust like Gina. The delectable dark-haired beauty, while transformed and sexier than ever, had clearly wanted Dennis to herself and was relegated to pillow duty for her trouble. 

Erin, whimpering and grinding against Dennis's leg, was overwhelmed with her growing obsession with Alyssa. Corine was hot, but Alyssa was perfect, and the thought of her Man’s perfect cock inside of Alyssa’s perfect pussy was enough to make her cum all on its own.

Dennis sat up slightly and took Erin by the chin. Corine got excited—thinking threesome—and Alyssa sneered in disgust at this possible rejection of herself. 

“I told you,” he said to Erin. “I told you I could make a girl into my slave.”

Erin nodded. She didn't all the way remember that, but if a Man said it, then it must be true. Girls knew these kinds of things, real girls anyway. Real girls always knew Men needed to be listened to and obeyed.

“Um, babe?” Alyssa giggled. “I mean, I love that kinky stuff, but you know I’m not actually your slave, right?”

As if in response, the intensity of the stopwatch's ticks ramped up. Reminding Erin of its existence. She knew the stopwatch was special, somehow, and related to Dennis and how hunky he was. Maybe he had gotten it as a prize? For like, being a stud? 

Sure. That made sense.

"Hey, what the fuck?"

Dale's voice snapped them all out of the trance. Dale, Alyssa's boyfriend, had returned from the woods with Gina and Corine's boyfriends and the other young men, having finally located their football. All of them looked ready to fight.

Dennis smiled confidently and rose to his feet. The women shed from him like piled leaves. Erin wanted to kiss his ankles as he passed her, but would have hated to trip or impede him in any way. 

Dale and his friends were fully clothed, of course. Dennis was fully naked, and enormous—a head and a half taller and a foot thicker than any of them. He held the stopwatch in one hand, but it was a tiny thing now compared to him, little more than a trinket. All of him thrilling, vibrant, carved muscle. His deltoids looked like pieces of wooden furniture. Erin, watching him, slipped her fingers in her pussy. Her whole body convulsed and shook in the sudden orgasm at her touch, powered by the sight of her Man. 

The other girls all reacted to this confrontation between Dennis and Dale. Gina touched herself as well, but tried to hide it more than Erin. Corine wrapped herself up in her arms. Some knowledge of her previous life and boyfriend still glinting in her eyes, doubt percolating there. 

Only Alyssa walked with Dennis. Her outfit still fit, but was stretched wildly from her newly-widened hips and dramatically-increased bust. Her legs, so much longer, kept up with Dennis’s enormous stride easily. 

Hanging on Dennis’s arm, clearly in love with him and herself and her status, she spoke first. 

"You should leave, Dale." 

"What the fuck?" he said again. "Leave? You're my girl. You're..." he gulped. "God, you look so good. Wow."

She shook her head. Her moving hair almost sounded like wind chimes. 

"I'm not yours anymore. Nobody like me could be yours. You're just not man enough for me. So, please leave before my new man makes you leave."

Incensed, Dale snatched Alyssa's arm just as she was about to stroke Dennis's chest. Dennis—calm until this point—grabbed Dale's wrist and squeezed down hard. Something crackled. Dale screamed in pain. 

The stopwatch ticked-ticked-ticked away. So audible. Erin remembered now. When it was that audible, it meant something important! It meant...

"Don't!" Alyssa grabbed Dennis's thick bicep. "Please, baby. Please, I don't want you to fight. Please—"

Dennis had already let go, and then the stopwatch hit its revolution with Alyssa being the only person to touch Dennis. Light flashed. For a moment, nothing truly changed. Alyssa was already so hot. Dennis was already enormous, massive, and masculine. 

But there was something in Alyssa’s face. Something that recognized her status even more—not just catty arrogance, but true imperial regency. Something that would no longer suffer a fool.

“Hit him, please,” said the new Alyssa, tossing her hair and looking up at her Master with pleading, perfect eyes. “Hit him hard.”

Dennis did. 

Dale went flying across the grounds, thumping and bouncing like he had been thrown from a car. He landed finally in a heap at the feet of his friends.

Shouting and swearing, they gathered him up and ran to the car. Maybe they would get him to a hospital in time. Erin hoped they wouldn’t; he had tried to lay claim to her Master’s property.

Alyssa turned to her man and wrapped her hands around his neck. Her voice, though soft, was deeply audible for all present. 

“That was so fucking hot, Master. I’m so lucky to belong to you and to have you protect me like that.”

They kissed long and hard. Immediately her hands went to his shaft and stroked him urgently, hotly, until he was cumming all over her legs and feet. Erin's mouth filled with drool, desperate to lick it off her body. 

Though he had cum, Dennis’s cock was still hard—hard from conquest, hard from Alyssa, hard just from cumming so hard. 

Gina and Corine looked on with confusion and horror. Touching themselves. Squirming. Clearly deciding on whether to run.

Dennis, seeing their indecision, addressed them both. 

“You can run away,” he said to them. “Seriously. You should. You don’t have to be here. I can’t...I can’t help myself. I didn’t want to do that. She grabbed me, and she’s so hot...” He shook his head. “It can stop with her, though.”

Gina and Corine looked at Alyssa. Their eyes full of awe at her new beauty. Erin, sensing everyone’s distraction, began crawling closer to her Master.

“Do you...do you feel okay?” asked Gina.

“Look at me, darlings.” Alyssa smiled and resumed stroking Dennis’s cock. He clung her tighter to himself. “I feel amazing.”

“Do you like being his slave?” asked Corine.

Alyssa sighed happily before answering. “I feel more myself than I ever have. I can’t believe how lucky and blessed I am. Look at this cock.” She slowed down stroking just to give them a better look. “Can you imagine how this is going to fill me up? I’m going to have so many babies from him. Aren’t I, darling?”

He threw his head back. “Ugh. Fuck. Fuck yes.”

After a moment, he gathered himself once again. 

“Look, really...I’m not going to make you do this. I’ve already done enough. Maybe you can go away. Maybe it wears off? I really don’t know. But being my sex slave doesn’t have to be your life.”

“But if it is...” Alyssa licked her lips. “...then we all get to fuck, just like Master deserves.”

Erin, crawling, had arrived at Alyssa and Dennis’s feet. The smell of his cum and precum all over Alyssa’s gorgeous body filled her with lustful vigor.

“I volunteer!” Erin sat up, kneeling back on her heels. “Please?”

“You?” Alyssa raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“I k-know you don’t know me. And all of that. And that you may even not like me that much. But that’s from ignorance! We just don’t know each other! And I-I’ll be totally submissive to you. If you want. If he wants. I just want...please.” She was whimpering now. “I just really want that cock. He’s so fucking big. Please. Just please fuck up my mind. I’m a virgin. And it’ll be my f-first time.”

Alyssa deferred to Dennis. “It’s your call, Master. Like everything is. But I’d be delighted if you blessed her. You deserve it. You deserve it all.”

Dennis groaned, looking Erin up and down. Her new, shining, beautiful body. Perfectly busty, thin, and supple.  

“You weren’t...you were supposed to talk me out of all this, Erin.”

“Oh,” said Alyssa. “So she’s been a bad girl? Will you show me, Master? How you treat bad girls?”

There was no more discussion. He pushed Erin back on the grass and got down on his knees. Alyssa stayed at his side, whispering and guiding, taking his cock into her hands and pushing it up against Erin’s virgin entrance.

He entered her. Erin felt every inch of his long, thick cock as it filled her up. His thrusts were slow and steady at first, each one delivered with remarkable precision to cascade in glorious pleasure throughout her body. 

“Oh, fuck her, Master.” Alyssa licked his neck, clearly cumming from her owner’s pleasure. “Fuck her harder. Fuck your little virgin girl, please?”

Erin moaned loudly as the sensation intensified, feeling her body relax into him more and more as they moved together in a primal rhythm. 

Dennis seemed to sense the shift in her energy and increased his pace, each stroke faster and harder than the last. Gina and Corine had been watching eagerly from the sidelines, their mouths agape at the sight before them. Finally, they couldn't take it anymore and moved closer to get involved in their own way—Gina ran her hands and tongue over Erin's breasts while Corine fingered Erin's clitoris mercilessly.

“Please fuck her, Sir,” said Gina.

“Fuck your girl, Master,” said Corine. “Fuck her harder. Fuck her pregnant.”

That she could get pregnant hadn’t completely registered to Erin yet, but it felt very real now. His cock was unprotected. Her body was clearly fertile. He could get her so fucking pregnant. 

The stopwatch ticked away during all of this, going faster and faster, wrapped around Dennis’s wrist with its thin cord. 

Erin's entire body shook as pleasure rushed through her veins. His cock filled her up, pushing against every nerve in her body and sending waves of delight coursing through her. Her breathing became immediately more labored, and she couldn't stop the moan that escaped from between her lips. She came, and came again, thinking all the time of cumming with Dennis while he shot his impregnating load inside her. 

Alyssa watched the proceedings with a satisfied smile on her face, rubbing Dennis's back lightly and encouraging him to go deeper. 

“You’re so fucking hot, Master,” she whispered. “You’re so amazing. Fuck her harder. Fuck up her mind.”

The muscles in his back tensed as he moved inside Erin, each thrust increasing in intensity until Erin was bucking wildly beneath him. His moans increased in volume to match hers, both of them lost in the throes of passion. 

The stopwatch intensified again—almost at its revolution.

“Please, Dennis!” she moaned. “Please, Master!”

He shot his thick, hot load in her just as the stopwatch dinged its next lap. 

As Dennis climaxed, Erin released hers with a loud cry of ecstasy—and so did Alyssa, Corine, and Gina. His own moans joined theirs, carrying across the park grounds until they eventually quieted down and the four lovers lay in a tangled mess of sweat and satisfied bliss. Erin’s body transformed further as they all slipped and clung together—legs lengthening, belly tightening, tits growing, hair thickening, as she held on to her Master with all her strength. Her tits could put Corine to shame now easily. Somehow the extra helping of his cum combined with the revolution to amplify her transformation.

But still, she was nothing compared to Alyssa—the real prize. Erin knew it; they all knew it. Gina and Corine, almost forgotten, obediently slipped to one side.

“Fuck her, Master,” Erin urged her man. “Fuck your trophy, please?”

Dennis turned to Alyssa. He was still brilliantly hard. She opened her legs to welcome him inside as the watch wound up to another revolution. Erin wanted him inside Alyssa for the next several revolutions—making Alyssa hotter each time, creating a gap that no woman would ever be able to bridge.

“My Master,” Alyssa groaned as Dennis pushed up inside her. It was obvious just from one quick thrust that he was cumming—and still going with each subsequent thrust. “My king. My titan...”

All his girls—Erin included—pressed in on him with their softly transforming and improving bodies to give him the worship he deserved while he took the woman he deserved, cumming nonstop. 

Erin loved the park. 

# # #
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❍  Watch Me – Man of the House
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“I don’t know, it’s not too revealing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’ll look great.”

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

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

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

“Jordan? Babe?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It had come from the basement. 

Dennis’s room was in the basement. 

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

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

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

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

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

She needed to fuck. 

“Are you okay?”

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

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

And a bulge. 

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

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

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

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

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

Slowly, something about drinking the water sobered her. 

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

How strange. 

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But what?”

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

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

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

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

Brooke shook her head. “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I mean...hell. Your legs.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Brooke...”

The ticking of the stopwatch intensified. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe if she encouraged him?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The doorbell rang. 

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

The voices became closer, clearer. 

Jordan!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right?” 

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

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

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

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

“You...holy fuck.”

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

“I'm still a virgin, Master.”

“Oh shit.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahhhh!” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Master, look who I found!"

Dennis looked over with clouded eyes and a stiffening cock. 

“Oh. Oh fuck.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You're so powerful."

"You can fuck your Mommy. Why not?"

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

Even so, he backed away. Shook his head. 

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

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

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

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

"W-what?"

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

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

“H-how do you know it’ll be fixed?”

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

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

“Doesn’t it just make sense?”

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

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

“Your hot mommy.”

“You’ll fix her right up.”

The ticking of the stopwatch escalated once again.

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

“Good girls have to stay well for you.”

“We know that inside and out.”

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

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

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

“Fuck her throat.”

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

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

“Fuck.”

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

“Don’t you want to breed us, Daddy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

White, hot light swallowed all four of them.

# # #
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❍  Watch Me – Evil Shrink
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A wild ticking sound filled the air. The man—large, incredibly well-built, impeccably dressed, and devastatingly handsome—held Vera’s personal assistant, Marta, by the shoulders in the waiting room of Vera’s psychiatry practice. Her eyes had trouble even registering the raw sensuality of the man's incredible musculature—like somehow if you combined the sleek, panther-like power of an Olympian-level gymnast with a bodybuilder that would leave every Mr. Universe in the dust. 

Marta, in green pants and a pale blue sweater, looked scared and aroused, as well as scared that she was aroused and aroused that she was scared. This complex cocktail of wild adrenaline-stuffed emotion was no secret to Vera’s incredibly well-trained eye. She would have been able to see it on the face of a stranger, let alone the pretty, fresh American beauty queen-style features of Marta who she knew so well. 

“Okay, you’re watching?” said the man. “Here.”

The ticking escalated to a cacophonous crescendo, filling the stylish, spartan waiting room. A flash of white light emanated from the man, covering Marta completely. Her face was blank, her eyes completely white. A few moments later, he sat her down on the plain black couch, carefully putting her feet up on the art-deco coffee table. She moved like his puppet.

“And what does this prove?” said Vera. “Other than you’ve got some LED device, I mean.”

The man rolled his eyes. “Wait for it.” He looked around. “I’m going to have some of your coffee.”

He made himself a cup. Vera watched him—he was blond and well-dressed in a form-fitting sweater and dark pants. His easy, striking good looks made her feel weirdly at ease despite the sudden strangeness of this situation. 

Typically, Vera felt overdressed around new patients. She had a weakness for shopping—or rather, an indulgence, it wasn’t proper to denote whims as moral strengths or failings in her profession. So she had a closet full of silk blouses, fun tops, designer skirts, and tall heels.  Her outfit today was standard for an officious Monday morning—a long, navy pencil skirt with a black-and-red polka dot blouse that fit snugly against her tight, busty frame. 

The top itself may have been a little scandalous—it was rather sheer, despite the darkness of the fabric—except she had paired it with a light, opaque, economical jacket that matched her skirt. The heels she wore gave her a modest three-inch lift that made her feel good about her reflection when she caught it in the office’s  many windows. 

Vera's eyes finally slid up to meet the man's gaze, after resting so long on his well-shaped buttocks and the intensely visible carved rocks of his pectorals. He was looking right back at her, eyeing her up and down. That’s why she was thinking so much about how she had dressed. This morning, she had almost worn her Stella McCartney blazer; it was much sexier and trimmed her already slender frame down considerably. Her mind lingered on the moment of her hand flitting to the sturdier, less aesthetic choice, gut filling with regret. 

God, he was fucking handsome. Her pussy pulsed under his gaze. 

She tore her eyes away from him when she heard Marta moaning. 

Marta no longer looked quite like Marta anymore. Vera’s eyes had only been off her for a matter of ten seconds, maybe twenty, as she had examined the fine architecture of the stranger’s bulk in his tight sweater.

Marta’s face, which had already been pretty, now appeared entirely pornographic. Thick, puffy lips shined with glossy, heated drool. Her eyes were large and sparkling blue. Her hair, which had been a kind of dirty blonde and chopped to a quiff, transformed into a platinum color that was almost white and spilled down her back. On the couch, watching the stranger, she shook and squirmed. She slipped her hands down her practical green trousers—trousers which were, Vera could see, straining on the sides from her widening hips. 

And her breasts—that was the most obvious change. They were becoming boobs, heavy and sensuous and inviting, stretching out her sweater and with nipples that seemed to almost poke through the cloth. Marta hadn't worn a bra today. She probably didn't even own that many; her breasts were—or had been—barely present on her tiny frame. Now they were her most prominent feature. 

Like she was changing to become more and more fertile. More fuckable. Soft and alluring and ready. 

The man looked at her and sighed. “Another one of those.” He shook his head. “They didn’t all use to be like that. The bimbo kind. I’ve had a fair few that are kind of like, I don’t know what you’d call them. Seductresses? Southern belles, but really sexy about it? That kind of thing.”

“M-Master...” 

Marta whimpered, sliding down to the floor. She crawled after him. The graduate degree she had spent three years of her life pursuing was in women’s studies. She was an avowed lesbian and joked frequently about implementing government-mandated chemical castration in men just so she “wouldn’t have to fucking deal with them.” 

“Master...” her voice had changed too. Soft. Sweet. Pliant. Breathy. “...please. Let me...let me suck it, please...”

Coffee in hand, the stranger gestured toward Vera’s office. “So we can get past the whole ‘is this a joke’ and ‘is he insane’ phase, right? Can we just talk about this?”

* * * * *
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His name was Dennis. With the use of a magic stopwatch, he had thus far enslaved his stepsister Brooke, their adopted mother, his stepsister’s girlfriend, his lifelong friend, three gorgeous girls who had tormented him in high school, and a smattering of other girls along the way. And when the watch went off and he didn't release its power into someone else, it redirected toward him—making more attractive to the opposite sex, and therefore more likely to use the power on the opposite sex. 

“Even a guy or two just to see what was what,” he continued. “It’s different with them, though. I think because I just...you know. It’s not exciting to me in the same way. They’re just sort of zombie-ish.”

Vera did not interrupt. Every professional knew the key to figuring out a session's priority was to listen first, and this seemed like the most important session she had ever needed to figure out.

“I didn’t want to do that, the stuff outside with your secretary,” he explained. “But every time I’ve tried to explain to someone new, it ends up taking so long that I just transform them too.”

She could hear it still, his watch, ticking away softly. Outside the office there was a white noise machine to mask their conversation, but that was not enough to disguise the distinctive ticking of the watch he had in his pocket. 

Dennis looked right at her as he explained all of this. She found herself enjoying his gaze, despite her better judgment and her disgust at his actions outside. His good looks were aggressive; they assaulted her brain and gently but firmly encouraged her trust and attention. No doubt that had something to do with the power he had found himself possessing, but then—that was kind of hot, wasn't it? A powerful man. Powerful men were sexy.

Vera, tall and slender and aggressively pretty, was surprised at how much she did not like not being the most attractive person in the room. Her beautiful brown eyes were framed by long lashes and dark hair that cascaded down in waves past her shoulders. Through regular running and biking, calories just melted off her frame and her body was perpetually fit and tight. 

On the backs of several bad relationships in a row—it was a joke among the shrinks she knew how terrible they were at picking partners for themselves—she had been single for a long time. 

Being in front of this man—this commanding man, this handsome man, this man with a clearly enormous cock judging from the thick outline in his pants—filled her with a sudden, eager lust she had not felt for a long time. She found herself sitting up straighter, her chin held up, her head bobbing just slightly like he held it on a line. 

Being the one who everyone looked at and waited on to speak had been the standard for so long for her that being in the presence of Dennis, and feeling all the power she normally held just slipping into his hands simply by existing in front of her, was disorientating. 

And hot. 

Yes. It was very hot. Just like that tantalizing, mouth-watering sea monster he was calling a cock hiding in his pants. 

He was waiting for her to talk, to respond, to say anything. This was perhaps the first sane conversation he'd had about his power with anyone. There was a desperation to his voice that she had heard before—often with obsessives and the abused—of wanting people just to believe them. 

Putting on an air of calm when inside her mind she was running around the room screaming in a one-woman riot was a particular skill of most people in the many services which helped others. Vera put it into practice now, as she had at other times, breathing deep and blinking several times. She was painfully aware of how bright and pretty her eyes were as he stared into them. 

Those other times when she had forced herself to calm down, it had usually been in anger. Psychiatrists became accustomed to being ignored, but that didn't mean it was pleasant. Stay away from this person; avoid that trigger; cut that activity out—all advice that was ignored to feed the uncontrollable parts of self that Vera had been trained professionally to show compassion for. 

Usually when you faced a person's worst qualities with distaste, it only encouraged them. One of the foul oddities of human nature. But showing open intrigue, curious compassion, usually did wonders.

Now, in a room with a demigod who could transform her into a bimbo slave, restraining her true feelings was difficult, to say the least. 

"You mentioned," she said, finding her voice, "that not everyone you transform is like Marta?"

"Marta?" Recognition slowly dawned on his face. "Oh, the girl outside? Yeah. There's...I don't know. I suppose Alyssa is the best of the bunch, with Brooke right behind. They're more like girlfriends. Just...very manipulative girlfriends."

Vera took another deep breath and looked into the distance, out the window and into the street below, inhaling the fresh lemon-scent of her newly cleaned office. The building hired a team that came in over the weekends. Why did this kind of thing have to happen on a Monday morning?

"Usually, in my profession, we save the word manipulative for someone being subversive or coercive. But...” she tried to compose herself. “You said these women were your sexual servants."

"Yeah. But you don't understand." He shook his head. "These women...all they think about is my cock being hard and happy. And wow, you know. Okay. That's great. It feels weird to complain about that. But they're...you know?"

"Why don't you explain it to me?"

The sound of his voice filled Vera with a strange mixture of fascination and horror. Like part of her wanted to hear more and another part was scared to find out what he had done. She kept silent, sipping at her coffee and listening intently as he spoke.

"It's just...they're so constant about it all. So consistently pushing. 'Why don't you fuck her?' 'What if she were sucking your cock right now?' And that's just from taking a walk in the park or going to the gym! Even if we just stay home and turn on the television, it's 'we could fly to California right now and she would be on her knees for you in less than two days. You could have a whole harem of spoiled rich Hollywood starlets, Sir.' It's...you know. It's really hot.” The meat throbbing in his pants testified to that. “Obviously I like it. I made them this way, somehow, through the watch. It's what I want. But...I don't know."

Vera shifted in her chair, feeling a strange combination of titillation and revulsion. On the one hand, it was undeniably exciting to hear him talk about having these powerful women be so attentive to him. Urging him on. Begging him to go further. Become darker. Go deeper. 

On the other hand...

She forgot the other hand. Her mind produced images of these seductresses, cooing at Dennis's side and urging him to force women to his will. She tried valiantly not to moan. 

"You're overwhelmed," she said, her voice breathy.

"Yes!" He nodded. "Yeah! That's exactly the word. Thank you. I knew this was a good idea."

Vera’s pussy moistening as she listened to his words, his excitement, resisting the positively physical urge to curve her mouth in a Cheshire cat smile, or to lick her lips, or to bit her lower lip, or to unbutton her blouse just so. 

Her inner life was complex, erotic, dark. Fantasies of erotic control filled her lonely nights. She had been principled enough in her life to not implement her dreams of changing others in real life, but it made her swoon with heat whenever she thought about how easy it would be...

Prescribing just the right cocktail of drugs to the innocent barely legal waitress with depression to make her fucked up and suggestible. Encourage her obsessive-compulsive disorder with gentle suggestions of fascination with Vera herself, tying her eighteen year-old orgasms to recordings of their conversations, carefully edited to ensure that she had to doubt her sanity... 

Gaslighting abused women into staying with their abusers, and then paying the abuser a visit and urging all his toxic nastiness on. Whispering in his ear, with her warm hand stroking his cock intently, how much he deserved to take whatever he wanted from his victim. Telling him she knew how to find all the weakest, most pliable women...

Giving false testimony to allow sexual predators to roam free and wreak untold destruction on vulnerable members of society. And then hearing from their victims in this very room, her cunt moistening as she heard their lurid, tragic tales—and saying how normal it would be to fall in love with their predator, to develop obsessions, to eroticize their assaults...

Awful, reprehensible, strictly not-for-the-consumption-of-others kind of thoughts. As a licensed professional, Vera had regular, mandated therapy sessions, and even there she couldn't reveal these kinds of urges. Her license would be revoked—and justifiably so! 

She was too afraid to even act them out somehow online, in some kind of anonymous fantasy, lest they be traced back to her and ruin her career. She had worked tirelessly for years to be where she was now—with her own small practice earning a modestly upper-middle-class income. If someone found out the way she got off to holding that kind of power, if her fantasies were revealed...

No one would be able to stomach them. No one would be able to understand them. 

No one, not anyone, ever, except...

...Except the kind of man who could turn women into his playthings from a mere touch.

But for now, she kept these secrets tucked away inside her heart and focused on the man in front of her. She had been disappointed before, after all.

“So what do you want from me?” Vera asked calmly, keeping any hint of anticipation or excitement locked away inside.

"I want it to stop," he said, looking defeated. "Look, I mean...I don't know. I don't even know if I want to give up Alyssa or Brooke at this point. They're so fucking hot. And perfect. God."

His bulge grew deliberately as he spoke about them. Vera felt saliva pooling in her mouth. He wouldn’t just fuck her throat, or her cunt. No matter what entrance he used, he would be fucking her body. 

"But. Look." He sighed. "I don't want to do it anymore. I've got enough! I mean even if I tell these girls to act normal, they just tell me it's normal for them now to worship me wherever I go. Do you know how many people thirty people is in one house? How many cars that is? I had to enslave a cop the other night because she was asking so many questions about people coming and going and neighbors complaining about parking."

"You had to?"

He grimaced. “All right. Okay. I chose to, I guess. But if I go to prison, like now? These girls will try to get me out. And then they could be hurt. This...you know. I am not entirely certain this is all my fault. Magic is weird. Summoning magic forces is weirder. But it’s definitely my responsibility. And like you said, I’m overwhelmed.”

“How do you think I can help?”

“Well, I did a little research.” He was very excited now. “And there’s this drug that fucks up your conscious brain a little bit.”

“There’s a lot of drugs like that. All of...” she smiled at the sudden joke. “I mean, not to be blithe, but all of psychiatric drugs are fucking with your brain a little bit.”

“Right. It starts with a t, though. Something -zine?”

“Thorazine?” She tried not to scoff. “You want me to put you on Thorazine?”

It was a medication for schizophrenics. High doses created catatonic people. 

“Yeah, yeah, that’s the one. What do you think?”

“What do you think that will accomplish?”

“Well...I don’t know. Pump me full of it, dump me in a room full of my girls, and you know, let me ride this thing out. This spell, this watch has got a time limit, or that’s what I think. I’m hoping it’s ninety days. It wasn’t a week, and it wasn’t a month either. So...” he shrugged. “I don’t know. I just wanted your input.”

Vera could tell he was hesitant. She saw the urge to take back control flicker in his eyes. Despite her inner musings, Vera had trained to be a professional, and even if her own desires skewed towards that power, she knew what her duty was. As she studied him, she thought, for his own safety, his own well being, she had to be the one in control.

She had to...steer him. With a hand on his stick, showing him the way. Whispering instructions in his ear. Wouldn't that help him? Wasn't that what she was supposed to be doing?

“I would like to repeat this back to you, so I understand.”

He nodded.

“You have reality-altering abilities.” She ticked the points off with her fingers. “Women exist at your beck and call if you wish. Just being near you seems to transform women regardless of if they touch you during the magic watch’s rotation, but if they are touching you at the end of that rotation, then they become your eager, aching fuckslaves.”

“Yes.”

The watch's ticking seemed to become louder at is mention. 

He noticed she had said fuckslaves. She noticed it too. It just kind of slipped out. Her forehead was sweating; gosh, he was so handsome, wasn’t he?

“And,” she continued, “The kind of women these girls become seems to be varied. There’s not just one kind of girl you own. It’s lots of girls. And you have the body for someone owning these girls, also given to you by this watch's power. You’re built, you’re virile, and you’ve got superhuman levels of endurance, all of which you didn’t before.”

“Yes. That’s right.”

She unbuttoned the top button of her blouse. Gosh, it was hot in here. Had Marta touched the thermostat? Her clavicles shined with soft, feminine sweat.

“Well, I think from what you’ve told me, if I plugged you full of Thorazine, I don’t think it would be very effective. And moreover, even if it was, I feel like your seductress girls...Alyssa and Brooke? Well. They would just either alter your medication or even worse, take advantage of your state by bringing you girl after girl to touch while you were unable to stop them.”

Dennis's cock obviously bulged and throbbed in his pants as he considered that. Hot, fresh precum stained them, filling the air with his musky scent.

That's all it took. Vera tilted her elegant chin to one side. Just thinking of all these women serving him, using him as a vessel for more and more power, turned him on like that. It was the kind of tell that patients often gave that let her slide deeper inside his mind. 

“I hadn’t thought of that.”

His cock spraying precum in front of someone else and staining his pants hadn't even phased him; he was still confident and engaged, not embarrassed in the least. That was the kind of natural bravado fucking thirty women at once would get you, she supposed.

“Naturally,” she said. “You’re a good, moral person. But you’re turning women into fervent, obedient sex fiends.”

His gaze followed hers, saw the way she was obsessively staring at his massive, throbbing bulge. 

“Fuckslaves.”

“Y-yes.” Her fingers traced her clavicles, toying with her next button. “Fuckslaves. We’re all lucky, I suppose, that you’re such a moral person. Most men would take advantage immediately.”

“I don’t feel that good about it. I still take advantage.”

“Yes, well, about that.” She straightened. Her cleavage was much more visible now that she had loosened another button. “What if I had a better idea than tranquilizing you?”

* * * * *
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They brought Marta into her office and had her kneel in the space between her sofa and the guest chairs. Vera was not bisexual—or at least, she was fairly sure she wasn’t—but even she had to admit that Marta looked incredible. Like a living, breathing, sexual porn mag cover come to life in the middle of her floor. 

Her trousers were gone, and her heels remained, as did her brief pink panties—which were soaked so thoroughly they were practically transparent—and her sweater, although it was ripped and stretched out by the swell of her new giant, perfectly buoyant tits. Her skin had turned a healthy, vibrant bronze.

Vera kept looking at Marta’s tits. Those perfect, sweater-swelling tits. 

Maybe she was bisexual. Sexuality was a spectrum, after all. Who was to say that, given the right stimulus, she wouldn’t push harder into the spectrum? She hadn’t been that interested in dick either before today—very happy to be a pillow queen and avoid actual sex as much as possible—but now there was a man in her office, a man with a C-O-C-K and Vera felt the slippery, hot tentacles of obsession wrapping around the idea of Dennis and his gargantuan fleshy pants-monster the longer she was in his presence.

The idea appealed to her in more ways than one; while some part of her recoiled from the potential for getting hurt, another thrilled at the possibility of diving head first into an unknown adventure with this new man. And while his power terrified her, there was something both darkly seductive and strangely comforting about knowing he could control every last detail of their interaction.

It was wrong, she knew, to feel this way. But that only made it even more alluring and with each passing moment Vera felt herself drawing nearer and nearer to completely surrendering to the siren call of Dennis’s overpowering masculinity. He was like a towering mountain of pent-up masculinity encountered in a dream—all brawny strength and hard edges. 

Welcoming that submission was reckless and irresponsible—Vera knew better than that. But still...there was something there in his commanding presence that called out for subservience—it was as though his very raw power pulled against the fabric of reality itself, tearing it apart and finding the one reality where her brain was attached to his will, like a tow-line of fate.

She stood close to him, clearly inside his personal bubble. Her hands easily able to slide up onto his arms and moan and whisper his name and tell him sadistic thoughts about bringing all her prettiest patients to their knees. She could get a job at an all-girl's college and prescribe them hypnotics until the whole campus was a pleated-skirt cult.

She wasn't going to do all of that, of course. She just could. Because she stood close to him. God, he was tall. And handsome. Fuck, he was so handsome. Her voice caught in her throat just looking at him. Why couldn't she touch her cunt when she looked at him? That was such a stupid societal rule. 

“I don’t know about this,” Dennis said. 

“What harm can you do?” said Vera. “She already belongs to you, doesn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“Permanently?” 

It was so hard to keep the heat out of her voice. To remain clinical. She had tied up the bottom of her silk blouse in a knot to expose her midriff. To help Dennis concentrate. She kept seeing him glance at her, at her body. She thought she would at least let him know that yes—her abdomen really was that spectacularly built and yes, she would look phenomenal in a bikini or lingerie or anything, really. 

Wasn’t that what a good doctor would do?

The watch ticked maniacally; it almost sounded like laughing. Like spectral, giddy laughing of terrible spirits. She ached to watch it in action again. 

“Yes.”

“So why not give it a shot?”

“It’s just...she already changed so dramatically when I did it earlier. I haven’t touched a lot of girls on purpose. I think she may be one of the only ones I did touch on purpose to make her this way.”

“The dramatic change is just my point!” Vera enthused. “You’re repressing your feelings. Your desires. You wanted to fuck your sister. You wanted to fuck those clique-y girls from high school. You want to fuck Marta—or at the very least, you wanted to show me what you could do to her. You have all these powerful, incredible wants, Sir—” she coughed. “Dennis. Hiding them, pushing them down only makes them cry out for attention even more.”

She could tell her attempts at business-like composure weren’t really fooling him. That only made it hotter. A little shared denial only brought people closer together. She let her hair down loose and undid another button. Her blouse had turned into a push-up bra, more or less. Every time she breathed, her tits heaved. That's what tits should do in front of a man, so she didn't mind. 

It would be an abusive relationship; she understood that intimately. He had too much unfathomable power for it not to be toxic, clingy, and one-sided. Her cunt pulsed at the thought. He would make her like living without power. Was that not the dream?

To be so desperately wanted, so enthralled, so consumed by another? To be so needed it bites?

To be so needed that her every last thought would be inside of his discretion? For her destiny to be completely intertwined with his will and whims, forever?

Yes.

Fantasies of being his abused, gaslit wife assailed her. Staying up late for days at a time to do internet research about girls he deserved to have so that they could kidnap them without being caught. Lying to a string of contractors so she could build a slave quarters beneath her house. Begging him for permission to wear her tallest heels. Wearing tight, revealing clothing while he paraded her around like a trophy in front of rich wives that she would hold down for him later. 

He could beat her for days and then erase the memory from her mind. Or keep it there and make him thank her. Or she could beg him to do the same to any number of nubile virgins that she wanted to see blessed by his holy cock. 

Cock.

It was so easy to think, to say, to slide over her lips. She whispered it sub-audibly, licking her lips every time she did. 

Cock.

She spelled it out just to make it last longer, slipping her tongue against the back of her teeth. 

C-O-C-K.

Dennis took her by the small of the back and pressed her body against hers; Vera felt helpless to resist. She was just a girl, after all. A good girl who needed to do what her Man wanted. 

“So what’s the call, doc?” His fingers dug into her firm, toned lower back muscles. “You want me to test my power. How should I test it?”

Vera nodded. She had thought about this already.

“She’s kind of just like, a brainless obedient bimbo, right? You have lots of those?”

“Woof,” he shook his head. “Do I ever.”

“And I think you’ll agree a seductress of some kind would hardly be helpful at this point?”

He paled a little. Her tits pushed against his side and arm. She ran her finger up and down his thick bicep, barely believing herself. 

“Y-yeah. No room for that.”

The watch's ticks pushed against Vera's brain. They felt so pleasant there. Urging her on. Letting her know all her thoughts were right.

“Why not something else? There’s more than two kinds of sex bombs, you know. She could be, I don’t know. A hot MILF. Or like a debutante. Or a sexy nerd.”

“Okay. Okay, sure.”

He detached entirely from Vera and grabbed Marta, and once again bright flashing light filled the room. 

When the glow faded Marta was still standing there, but she looked quite different. Her body had changed; her previously over-endowed bust line now held perfectly proportional curves that wouldn't seem out of place so long as she wore the right outfit. Her features were still beautiful, but they no longer seemed so overtly sexual and obscene as before. She seemed more...subtle, and demure, but alluring nonetheless. Her hair had shortened to pixie-length—it was thick, gorgeous, effortlessly styled, but not obvious sexpot material.

Her eyes had become sharper and more thoughtful in appearance; intelligence and wit radiating from them. 

Marta seemed somehow to notice herself, her outfit. She laughed—but it was a real laugh, not the demonic giggle she’d been sporting minutes ago, devoid of morality or brains. 

“Oh. Wow. You’ve done a number on me, Master.”

Dennis blinked, shocked. “Y-yeah.”

“Do you desire me now? I’m happy to fuck if you are, Sir.” She bit a lip, looking him up and down. “Really happy. It’s just, you know. I want to change my thesis? On why feminism is a failed concept and women belong by right as the property of men. Well, one man, I mean. Your patriarchy makes me so fucking wet, and I’m just brimming with ideas. Would it be all right if I went and did some work, if you’re not going to fuck me right away? I'd love to write up a treatise on the Government Of The One Male.”

“Is it all right if you do work?” Dennis exclaimed. “Hell yes it’s all right!”

Marta squealed and left excitedly to do as she was told—presumably off to her apartment to get changed first. Vera could already imagine her writing her manifesto at the local coffee shop, cunt drooling, ignoring miserably hopeless maggots.

That's what they all were, right? Just maggots compared to Dennis. He was the only one who deserved a woman's affection. Her heart filled her throat, his display of power so absolute and terrible. He was unstoppable, invincible. 

Triumphant and grateful, Dennis embraced Vera—and then she wouldn’t let go. Her leg wrapped around his and tugged him in tighter. Something in her melted completely. The shape of his bulge became the perfect, exact thing to rub her thigh against. 

“Oh, fuck.”

She nodded and moaned, reaching her mouth up to his. Kissing his chin, and then his cheek, and then over his lips. Wet lips, wet tongue. She giggled.

Was the ticking watch in her head? She heard its voice so clearly. She ached to see its true beauty envisioned with her body.

“You are...really quite gorgeous, aren’t you? I can’t believe I didn’t see it.” He shook his head. “I stopped seeing that kind of thing. You wake up to a quadruple blowjob every day lavished on you by women who would make insta models cry, and...you lose perspective. I thought you would be a dog.”

“But I'm really hot, aren't I?”

“God. You are just...stupid hot.”

Vera felt herself almost orgasm at the compliment. She gasped, gripping his body with her thighs, rubbing herself tight against his bulge.

“Master,” she whispered. “May I call you that? Of my own free will, such that it is? May I call you Master?”

“Y-yeah.” He nodded, holding her tight. Sliding his head into her hair. It was so soft for him. “You sure can.”

“Master,” she said again. “You know you can turn me into anything you like. Have you thought about that? I have. Anything you like at all. Anyone you deserve.”

“Fuck.”

“Not a brainless bimbo. Not a sexy nerd, sexy as Marta is. Not a seductress or a succubus or whatever, trying to warp you for their own ends. But a true, honest good girl wife and partner who looks after you with everything she does.”

“Fuck,” he said again. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck.”

“I wouldn’t be able to stop you if you wanted that from me. I wouldn’t be able to do anything except what you wanted. Your partner. Someone to help you handle those other girls. I’d ask you to do more all the time, but I’d always make such a good argument...because that’s how you want me. And I’d bring you all the girls I meet here with my job.”

His cock sprang free from his pants. She stroked it immediately, gasping eagerly. Her strokes went in time with the ticks of the watch—updownupdownupdown.

“Fuuuuck.”

“All the damaged ones. They’ve been fucked up so much their whole lives by bad, toxic men. They can't help themselves. They come to me to stop their cycles, but I'd make it worse. So much worse, and just for you. They'll stay broken forever, broke-brained little puppets so fucking confused and sad and horny forever. And I’ll present them to you like presents, each and every last one.”

He groaned again, spilling his precum all over her body. She could feel it changing her already, attuning her voice to his brain. Becoming someone he trusted and needed. Just like his scent and aura had been doing this whole time. He could never go through with something like this—or honestly, even consider it without her help.

“Let me show you how to use them in exactly what they want and need. Let me encourage you, handpick them for you...”

She smiled, hungry and eager, and felt her heart pound in her chest. She wanted to give him permission to use and abuse all of these women. These poor abused young women who had no one else to turn too. All of these desperate girls who were in need of a real alpha male like Dennis. 

Vera knew she could do it. And he’d get exactly what he wanted without feeling like a monster or worrying about consequences or morality. He could have his way with any number of willing victims and Vera would be there with him, egging him on, helping him to see that this was really the best thing for both them in the long run; so that they could both have what they truly desired most: pure pleasure and power. 

"Every time you hurt or force them?" she whispered. "I'd be there to comfort them after. To tell them it was all their fault. That they should have known better than to have angered you. That they should feel guilty and ashamed for making you give them pain.”

“Shit. Shit shit shit shit—”

He was close to cumming all over her belly just from her talking naughty and stroking him.

"Let me be the one to control your victims, and your desires," she murmured. "Let me be the one to choose who deserves your attention. Who begs for your mercy. Who needs your discipline...your control." 

Dennis nodded, his heart pounding. The ticks of the watch again approached that maniacal crescendo, and this time Vera knew they would be echoing in her mind and soul forever. She welcomed them; she ached for their certainty.

“Make me,” Vera moaned, just as Dennis was about to burst, “...make me your rock, my love. Make me your accomplice and your partner. Let me be there for you and tell you everything you're doing is so, so, right...and make me into the person you always believe.”

The watch ticked so furiously now that Vera pulled it from his pocket as she jacked him to climax. Just like her Man, the watch is practically vibrating, like it somehow is responding to his lust. 

Vera, smiling, slips it past her lips, moaning and licking this source of his supernatural virility and masculinity as she stares up her master, aching to have her will stripped away and her body reformed. 

Dennis came, spilling his seed all over her tits, her torso, her chin. Bright white light filled her from the inside out. 

* * * * *
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Her body had transformed from the inside out much like Marta's. Her skin was now smoother and brighter than it had ever been before; her hair longer and more luxurious; her breasts rounder and fuller; her waist tinier, enhancing the curves of her hips; and her legs now seemingly endless, long architecturally perfect columns of exquisite femininity.

Unlike Marta, her appearance was not pornographic. She could easily be taken home to a family dinner, though she would be stared at something fierce. Vera could fit in anywhere—from a trip to the bar to a gala to the marching Triumph through the streets as they crown Dennis the rightful Emperor of All. 

She knew they would someday. She ached for such power to belong to her Man.

Her beauty was elegance. Immaculate regality, perfect in its countenance and proportions, every inch of her fair skin shining and polished without any effort on her part. Her features exactly symmetrical and exotic, her bright brown eyes promising endless delights for her hunk. 

And she stared with these eyes—these perfect eyes, twin orbs of endless love and adoration and worship transformed atomically to be able to communicate the universe's most perfect connection—up at her man as he drove his massive cock into her tight cunt again and again. 
Most of her organs inside had shifted or gone away or resized. She needed so little when she lived on pure love for her Man. Instead, she just had room in her incredibly tight, tiny torso for his cock—little more than a fuck canal for his pleasure. 
She felt completely powerful but also completely vulnerable to his will. His hands roamed over every inch of her new body as they rocked together in pleasure, sending shivers of bliss through both their bodies. He fucked her harder, harder, harder, slamming her tight young body down onto the ground. They were breaking through the concrete. It was hard to care.  

She came, and came again, and again, and again, and again as he drilled her tit-heavy body into the ground. 

“You're the King,” she whispered to him. “You're the King. You Deserve it. You Deserve it...oh fuck, you're the King...”

She knew these were the right words to chant and articulated them with the flawless, confident ease of knowing her thoughts had been decided by her Master's will long ago. 

After what seemed like an eternity of paradise, he lifted her knees up under his chest. Mating position, the better to breed her with. She was thrilled—a good girl like her ached to give her Master everything he needed.

Dennis unloaded his cum inside of her, spraying her fertile insides with his incredibly sticky, warm seed. Vera came again, moaning and chanting still as she did—You're the King, You're the King, You Deserve this, You're the King—and milking every last part of his gift to her.

When her brain decided to be conscious again, he was still inside her, stroking her hair, staring at her. 

“Fuck,” he groaned. He was still so hard inside her tight young body. “You're perfect. You're the perfect, perfect woman.”

Vera smiled. “I know.”

"Master?" came a pair of hot young voices. "Master, are you in here?"
Dressed in hot, tight outfits Alyssa and Brooke strutted through the door, soaking in the sight of their Master and his newest acquisition. 
Brooke wore a black leather mini skirt and a daring red bustier which showed off her curves to perfection. Her dark hair was wild and unruly as it fell about her shoulders in an angelic mane. Alyssa wore a blue silk blouse and a tight royal blue pencil skirt, her gorgeous body and frame and golden hair practically lighting the air around her on fire. Both women looked utterly stunning, calm and arrogant.

Behind them, in the hallway, a few mindfucked losers knelt in their wake hopelessly stroking themselves to their new goddesses. Other workers or clients from the offices surrounding her. Vera groaned with delight; that was the kind of beauty her man deserved to have serving him. Powerful, compelling, and terrible.

Brooke and Alyssa immediately came in and clung to Dennis's side, seeming to subconsciously push and pull him so that his hard cock slid in and out of the moaning Vera.

“There you are, Master,” said Alyssa.

“We were so worried.”

“You’re all we think about.”

Brooke nodded. “All we want in the whole world.”

“We just want your cock hard and happy all the time.”

“We barely even know how to exist if we don’t know you’re hard.”

Vera sat up on her elbows, casually sliding her tits against Dennis’s chest. Possessive. Enjoying his manhood pushing in and out of her at the new girls' insistence.

“I see what you mean.” She smirked. “They are a lot, aren’t they?”

He gave her a look. “So much.”

She tightened her cunt around his cock.

“But now you know you can change them however you want, if you really want.” Her voice quickly and adroitly became a heated whisper. “If you need to, I mean. But doesn’t their whole shtick turn you on?”

Alyssa and Brooke seemed to naturally understand their new place in the hierarchy and accepted it without complaint or comment. Each of them looked to Vera with unguarded envy and admiration, loving her existence for their Master's pleasure and also desperately wishing they could take her place somehow—and knowing they never would.

“Aren’t we what you want, Master?” Brooke pushed her tits against his back.

Alyssa did one better, bowing deeply and putting her head to Vera's lower abdomen, subjugating herself before his cock as it pumped into Vera. “We want to be what you desire. We’ll do anything to be that.”

“They’ll fuck up the heads of the girls I see.” Vera spoke right in his ear, but they could hear. “They’re so pretty. Do you know how that fucks with the heads of women, being lavished with attention from sexy young women? Especially it fucks with the heads of barely legal teen beauties. Barely legal teen beauties who’ve been so fucked up from a hard home life or toxic boyfriends. They idolize gorgeous women automatically. They fetishize them, because their lives seem so ‘together.’ Wouldn’t it be so hot,” Vera moaned, “to take advantage of that?”

His cock swelled and swelled in her cunt. Was he getting bigger? 

She no longer heard the ticking of the watch—but she felt it inside of her. And him. Ticking, constantly. Aching to unleash. A cosmos of power bubbling under the surface and waiting for his permission to slide out again.

“You can change us all back at any time.” Vera continued grind her hips and fuck him slowly from underneath. “But doesn’t that mean you can relish this more? Now that you know you can control it?”

“I think it’s sexier that you fucked up my brain now that I know you don’t have to,” said Alyssa.

They had picked up on the new truth immediately, of course. This triumvirate of ultra-close girlfriends practically sharing a brain from the power he had imbued them all with.

Brooke nodded. “It’s way sexier. So hot. You fucked up my brain and you’re in charge of it. You control me. I could still be your innocent sister. But I'm your fuckslave instead. Because you control me.”

“You control all our thoughts,” said Vera.

“You control our cunts,” said Alyssa.

“You control our bodies. Just like a man should.”

He flipped Vera over onto her hands and knees, and grabbed Alyssa and Brooke so they were awaiting him as well in the same position.

“You...are all very bad girls.”

“You love it, Master,” they said in unison. 

He squeezed her ass hard, entering her once more. And she knew he loved it—and loved her.

# # #
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Owned: The Secretary
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Night 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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Robert had been living with the goddess-like Maria for just a few days now. No more of the small studio apartment for three hundred dollars a month eating up more than a quarter of his income. 

No, now he lived in a relative mansion-like estate in comparison to his last living space. 

Maria’s condo was not really a mansion, of course, but it was a two-thousand square foot home in a small, expensive building with her own personal outdoor pool and an intricate garden on the balcony. She had never paid a single dime for it. 

Even before Robert had met her, and changed her, Maria had been phenomenally beautiful and possessed a sharp understanding of the emotional minds of others. Manipulating people—especially men—was a game for her, a fun time where she discovered how far she could push them based on empty promises of love and affection. Her wardrobe was full of designer clothing from such promises, her key ring holding the remote for an expensive European sports car, her condo paid for through the next ten years. 

It was little wonder why she inspired such loyalty and adoration. Her poly-blend heritage had left her with rich dark hair, deeply smooth poreless skin, high cheekbones, sparkling green eyes, long legs, a hefty 36D bust, a tight tummy, and an ass that would never, ever quit. Her beauty was a source of great pride for her, and even more so because it was all so effortless when so many spent so much and invested so many hours to attain a fraction of what she had. 

Her physical and mental superiority to others turned her on, and she loved to be reminded of her place in the world’s hierarchy above others simply because of how she was born. 

And now, this beautiful wonder of a woman was Robert’s happy, eager servant, her every waking desire to serve and obey him. 

It was quite the turn of circumstances. 

The studio apartment he had been in before moving in with Maria had been an enormous upgrade from the small confines of the mental hospital where he had lived for five years. He had picked up the apartment three months ago, when budget cuts had forced the hospital to let Robert go against his will. 

His stay in the psychiatric ward of the hospital was voluntary because he was terrified of himself and what he was capable of. When other people had fantasies, they were just fantasies—harmless and natural, fleeting indulgences to pass the time. 

When Robert had fantasies, well...

At that particular moment, a beautiful eighteen old named Natalie dutifully sucked his cock as he ate the dinner Maria had cooked for him. Maria had, at first, protested that she couldn’t cook—and then Robert put his hands on her forearm and opened her mind to the information in the cookbooks she had gathered up. 

Perhaps there had been enough of his desire for her present in the command to make her cook the meal in her lingerie, or perhaps she had decided that on her own. Either way, she was dolled up now in sparkling blue stockings, high heels, and a matching corset, lovingly guiding Natalie’s head up and down Robert’s cock. A delicious dinner was ready in front of him on the table, smelling heavenly. 

Robert had met both Maria and Natalie where he worked at the Sunshine Insurance Agency. Natalie was a fellow intern with a happy home life and a bright future ahead of her. Robert, though, had changed her—with Maria’s moaning encouragement—to make Natalie believe that she was Maria’s sister. Subtle changes to her face, her hair, her skin tone made the identity shift completely believable. Robert even had Maria believing it totally. 

All it had taken was a touch. His power drained over time, but sex with the women he changed recharged it.

His fantasies had very little buffer space between reality, and Maria adored making that buffer smaller and smaller. Her kink was power, plain and simple—and Robert had it. 

Nothing made her hotter than knowing he could do anything he wanted—to her or to anyone. And nothing made Robert harder than the thought of someone wanting that as truly and earnestly as Maria did. This enormous taboo, this great secret that he had hidden and suppressed for years, and here was this incomparably flawless beauty aching with every waking moment to see that secret come to life?

What man could resist?

Robert certainly couldn’t, which was why Maria’s beauty had an almost supernatural edge now, her lines sharper than ever, her skin almost having an ethereal, incandescent glow. Her vanity, surprisingly, didn’t stop her from suggesting ways of how she could be improved. Instead, she was so vain that every improvement she thought of, she knew instantly that she deserved. 

And so her hair was longer and thicker than every before, her eyes even more majestically green, her lips more plush and full. She looked as if she belonged on the cover of a lingerie catalog; she looked as if she would put every other model in the catalog out of the job. 

He encouraged such vain thinking, with his words and with his power. It turned him on to have such an arrogant pet, a goddess who sneered at every mortal for their lack of Robert-worthy qualities. The thought of her gorgeous body wrapped against his, one elegant hand stroking his cock while her face turned to a crowd of the unworthy with a vicious sneer kept him hard constantly. 

“How is the food, love?”

Maria stroked his hair with her free hand, still using the other to guide Natalie up and down. It wasn’t necessary to guide the lovely brunette—she was more than capable on her own, but it turned Robert on and Maria took a special pleasure in “teaching” Natalie, besides. 

“Delicious.”

“Good.” She let out a rich moan, ebony hair drifting down bronze shoulders. “That’s so good. I’ll be able to teach our own cook very well, then.”

“Our cook?”

“Certainly. Now that you live here, we’ll need to have a full retinue of servants to entertain you.” She cocked an eyebrow. “We could start with Joslyn and Quinn...”

This was well-worn territory at this point. Maria seemed to have a special kink in her heart for Robert taking over the entirety of the office where they worked. 

Technically, the three lovers in the condo were employed at Sunshine Insurance. Last Thursday, Robert’s power had come alive on Natalie, and then subsequently on Maria. Over the weekend, he moved in with his new lover. Now, it was Monday evening, and all day long at work she had been leaving him notes about how easy it would be to take his boss Joslyn and change her—and the saleswoman Quinn as well. 

Robert supposed it wasn't strictly necessary to go to work at all anymore. Maria had enough money built up from her manipulations and schemes to last them quite a while. But he had lasted this long in the world without drawing attention to himself, and he saw no reason to start now. Three people quitting at the same time was likely to draw some kind of attention, and it couldn't be good. 

Most attention wasn't, in Robert's case. In fact, no one's attention was good until Maria came along. 

The only wrenches in Maria's plan of office domination were the salesman Caleb—Quinn’s boyfriend—and Joslyn’s husband, Kyle, who used to run Sunshine Insurance. 

Robert didn’t like to rip apart any relationships for his own gain. That felt intensely wrong. It was a twisted moral compass he had—being mostly fine with changing Natalie so completely, and encouraging so many power trips from Maria—but something compelled him to try and stick to it.

But all weekend, Maria had been purring in his ear about how he was better than any other man. He was more deserving of love, of affection—he was capable of so much, and so why would traditional morality apply to him? 

Such words would have been tempting enough by themselves with the power that Robert possessed. Spoken from the sultry, luscious mouth of a woman like Maria, usually while she stroked him off, fucked him, or had Natalie sucking his cock...and he could only resist for so long. 

“If we did it,” he began, and right away, he could see in her gorgeous face that she knew she had won. “If we did it, we would have to be very careful. It’s bad enough that I’ll probably have to meet Natalie’s parents eventually.”

Natalie giggled on his cock, slurping deep. He shuddered, feeling his orgasm approach. Fuck, she was good at that—both of them were. 

“Of course, love.” Maria leaned in and kissed him slowly, shuddering with desire. She pushed Natalie away and straddled his lap, quickly sinking down onto his hard cock, so slick with Natalie’s saliva and his own precum. She fit perfectly, just as he had made her to, and easily began to gyrate on his cock to give him the perfect ride. 

Her ease with sex, so openly giving and so desirous of his cock, never failed to amaze him and make him love her even more. 

“Of course,” she said again, stroking his hair. “We’ll be so careful. We’ll do it just how you want.”

“Tonight,” he said, hands gripping Maria’s wide, child-ready hips. “We should go tonight. But...not to make her a slave, all right? She’s not going to leave her husband.” Joslyn’s husband, Kyle, was sick and had been interned at the local hospital for months. That was the main reason that Sunshine Insurance was going downhill. “Just enough to make her...happy. Something on the side. Some joy in her life.”

He wanted to be able to justify it by doing her a favor. Maria nodded, the pleasure from his cock overwhelming her senses. 

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned in his ear. Natalie was still underneath them, lapping up any spare juices emptying out from their joining. “Anything you say. Anything you say.”

Robert knew already she would disobey—that she would ask for more. He could make her not do such things—he could make her blindly obedient, really doing anything he said. 

But the thought of her encouraging him to do more, to go darker, to be as wickedly cruel as she was—that was too hot to deny.

“We’ll fuck her together,” moaned Maria in his ear, her ass powering down on his hips as she coaxed the cum from him with her tight pussy. “Fuck her together. Fuck her together...”

Robert let her ride him for several minutes, enjoying greatly her nasty cheerleader shtick as she got off to her Master owning yet another slave. When he finally shot his load, thick and potent, up into her fertile womb, his mind raced with all the nasty possibilities that Maria would cheer him on toward. 

* * * * *
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Maria watched with growing arousal as Natalie led the way into Joslyn’s home. Her mouth watered, practically drooling, at the outright insanity and audacity of what they were doing. 

Soon, her new Man would take a woman under his control with little more than a touch. It would happen at her suggestion, her encouragement, her need to see him take on every woman worthy of his power. She would be at his side, nodding into his strong chin, hands grasping at his chest, lips parted, breasts heaving, aching for more and more...

He had put Natalie in charge of breaking into the house. All it took was a simple touch to make her receptive and open to such information, and within thirty minutes of searching on the internet, she had an almost perfect knowledge of how to successfully pick locks and work around security systems. Her mind, so malleable before his power, soaked in knowledge at rapid rates, to the point where Maria wondered if there was truly any sort of limit to what his slaves could learn. 

Certainly, before this evening, she had known little of cooking. And then, after a gentle touch and suggestion, she had worked her way rapidly through the dusty cookbook that had been given to her as a gift (and one she had despised) years ago—suddenly having a workable knowledge of the interplay between spices, sauces, savories, and sweets. 

Joslyn and Kyle’s house was on top of a small hill, well-hidden from view of the street, which made their work easier. Robert drove, Maria curled across his lap for most of the trip. She didn’t like being too far from his cock. She loved it, and she loved him.

They had all dressed in dark clothes. Robert wore black jeans and a dark sweater, clearly hoping that such an outfit looked casual enough if any police happened by. 

If police came by, Maria had little doubt Robert would take care of it. He was a God, and police were not a problem for Gods. She had on skintight leather pants, seemingly painted on to her heart-shaped ass, with strappy, stylish shoes with an easily five-inch stiletto heel. Her only top was a tight leather jacket, beneath which she had on a lacy red bra and nothing else, and so she looked more like a hot biker chick with her long dark hair and perfectly arranged face than some burglar. 

The heels would be a problem for sneaking, but they turned Robert on so much that he couldn’t tell her to change. Which, Maria thought smugly, she had known all along. 

Natalie was dressed more for the job, in dark sneakers and a dark hoodie, though her dark shorts were skin-tight spandex. The length of her tanned, perfect legs was evident as they slipped down into trendy multicolored sneakers. Even she couldn’t help herself from trying to show off for Master. 

Getting inside the house was simple for the trio with Natalie’s new skills. She popped the lock open with a few screwdrivers and a paperclip. The house was quiet and empty inside, several surfaces covered over with papers—receipts, medical bills, insurance notices. 

They found Joslyn upstairs, sleeping deeply on top of her blankets. The bedroom was in disarray, clothes everywhere, even with some hanging on the elliptical machine in the corner. There was a glass next to her bed with a sliver of brandy in it, and a half-emptied bottle next to that. Moonlight spilled in from a skylight above the bed, giving them some visibility to work with. 

She was an attractive woman, though clearly harried by her situation. Her hair was dirty blonde and short, her body drastically skinny in her tiny nightshirt. At work, her clothes had hid much of her sorrow and anguish, visible really only in her face where the skin had begun to cling tight to her skull. 

“You see, Master?” Maria whispered. “She’s taken to drinking. You’ll be helping her. Doing her a favor.”

Her hand sank to its familiar position around his crotch. When he did not resist or say anything, she began to unzip his pants and took out his cock, stroking it slowly as they watched. Heat spread down to her pussy at the touch of his cock on her body, her two favorite things joining just as they were meant to. 

Joslyn began to stir beneath them. Natalie, taking the initiative, knelt down before Robert with her mouth waiting, just in case he wanted to fuck her throat then and there. Maria approved with a gentle smile. Her little sister was such a smart girl. 

His hand slipped out and grasped Joslyn on the ankle. The grip was firm, waking her. Maria watched as Joslyn’s face changed from a look of surprise to one of slow, heavy-lidded arousal. 

“What...what are you doing here?”

Her voice came out almost girlish, flirty. Maria sighed deeply, stroking Robert with all her love. She knew she would never get tired of watching his power at work. 

“I want you to be very honest with me right now, Joslyn,” said Robert. “Are you happy with your life?”

Maria knew, right away, that Joslyn would tell the truth—just as Maria did. Robert had blessed them both, now.

“No. It’s miserable. I hate it. I hate my life.”

She looked somewhat surprised at her own admission.

Robert smiled. “And if I could change that for you? Would you like that?”

“Yes.” Her answers were immediate and ready, though still she looked up at Robert with heavy, lip-biting arousal. “I would like that. Of course I would.”

“And if you had to serve me sexually to be happy? If you had to fuck me. If you had to...” his breath caught as Maria’s strokes increased on his cock. “...if you had to serve me. What would you say to that?”

“I don’t...” Joslyn rose slightly, shaking her head. “I don’t know why I’m not freaking out right now.”

Robert’s grip tightened. “Answer the question.”

“I would do it, yes. I would serve you, whatever that means. I assume sex. You’re handsome. Why not? But a good lay...” she laughed. “Won’t fix what I’ve got.” She eyed Natalie and Maria now. “Even if they help.”

Robert smiled. “You’d be surprised.”

Maria watched, heart fluttering, as he began to concentrate totally. She loved this part, seeing his power come to form on others. 

First, Joslyn gained several pounds right before her eyes. At least twenty, maybe more—and then more and more, all in her tits, making her breasts enormous beneath her long shirt. 

“Take that thing off so he can see what he’s doing,” Maria snapped at Natalie.

The younger woman nodded obediently, stripping the shirt off the newly-busty Joslyn. The changes then arrived quickly—her skin was restored to a healthy pale color, no longer the sallow-like shade it had been. Wrinkles disappeared from her skin, stretch marks evaporated into nothing, muscles around her ass and back and abs formed suddenly and became taut with youth. 

Within thirty seconds, Robert had transformed her from a grieving, middle-aged wreck into a twenty-something sexpot. 

“Keep going,” Maria whispered. “Do you need more energy?”

He nodded briefly, clearly tired. Her Man had just turned back the tides of time—no wonder he was tired! Maria snapped her fingers, positioning Natalie before him on the bed. 

“What the fuck did you do?” Joslyn asked. “Oh shit, oh god, I feel great. I...wow!”

She marveled at her hands, her legs, her tits. Meanwhile, Natalie slipped between her newly-smooth legs. 

“Let’s see if Master made you more sensitive,” she giggled, ever the nymphet. 

Natalie’s tongue slid down onto Joslyn’s pussy at the exact moment that Robert drove into the young beauty from behind. Natalie moaned, sinking her mouth over Joslyn’s cunt and licking at her clit with relish.

“Oh god,” moaned Joslyn. “Oh...oh, shit...this is weird, I’m not a lesbian, and I...I...”

Maria rolled her eyes. Natalie’s rush to obey had left her not thinking of the technical details. The gorgeous goddess let her hand slide off her Master’s shoulder just long enough to take Joslyn’s foot and slide it on Natalie’s back, well within reach of Robert’s grip. Maria marveled, and not for the first time, at how tiny Natalie was underneath him. Robert wasn’t in the shape of a God, but he was tall and his belly was flat, and with his power, Maria would never complain about something like appearances. 

Robert took Joslyn’s ankle once again, and immediately, her protests stopped. 

“Oh fuck yes!” the blonde moaned. “Oh god. Oh...oh fuck, Natalie, baby, lick my pussy, yes!”

“Change her more,” Maria asked sweetly, “Please? For me?”

Robert smiled at her. Maria gripped at his hips and ass, shoving him in time with his strokes into Natalie and making him fuck the tight teenage cunt all the harder. Joslyn’s hair grew longer, thicker, almost like a living being it was suddenly so shiny and vibrant. It spread out across the bed in a delicious golden blanket, thick and delicious. 

Joslyn came, moaning loud, and Maria knew Robert had altered her pleasure sensors to be much more responsive. Natalie probably hadn’t stopped cumming from the second that he started fucking her, but her orgasms were on mute until Robert really wanted to hear her speak. Maria knew that Natalie had been made quiet so that he could hear more from his First Girl, his love, his Maria, and it swelled her heart to think of how much she was valued. 

No other man had ever made her feel so important, so needed, so instrumental.

“Keep going?” Maria asked, her eyes full of desire.

Joslyn’s legs became longer and longer, sliding easily into a remarkably well-shaped ass. Her height shifted entirely from her torso to her legs, probably involving a very complex rearrangement of her organs...but fucking Natalie meant that Robert was able to do more and more, charging up his energy reserves. 

“Keep going?” Maria asked, biting his shoulder. Her cunt was sopping wet now and she could feel her own orgasm approaching just from watching her Master work.

Joslyn’s eyes, rolling constantly from orgasm, became a deep violet color, sparkling like amethyst stones, and Robert began to lose himself in his thrusts in Natalie’s hot young cunt. The two orgasming beauties beneath him shook with one heart, one soul as he drove into Natalie’s cunt again and again, grunting with the need to release. 

“C-cum in her, yes!” Joslyn moaned. “Fuck, you deserve it so bad! Please, Sir, cum in her tight teenage pussy! Please!”

Maria recognized the deference in her tone, the knowledge that Robert deserved anything he wanted. She wondered if that change had been a conscious decision on his part, or if he simply couldn’t help but deliver the truth to those he touched when in the throes of orgasmic pleasure. 

She watched, cunt wet, her body on fire with waves of pleasure, as her one love came into the fertile cunt of another girl. Maria's orgasm was muted only by biting Robert's shoulder harder, her eager whimpers encouraging him to unleash his sensational seed.

Something amazing happened—Natalie’s hair developed a hot shock of blond hair, rooting from the front. On Joslyn, the same happened, only with the rich chocolate dark locks that Natalie possessed. Like the two had enjoyed some manner of transference. Was it on purpose? Or was it because he simply couldn’t decide who he wanted to change more in that perfect moment of orgasm?

Hot seed leaked from Natalie’s pussy, her young body so tight and willing to be filled with her Master’s impregnating cum.

God, Maria thought, shuddering as her own orgasm passed through her system. When is he going to get one of us pregnant? I hope I’m first. That will show him how much I adore him. 

As his cum leaked down, Maria slipped her fingers around the hot joining of his cock and Natalie’s cunt, licking up the sticky prize she found. Then, slowly, elaborately, she slid her tight leather jacket off so that only the tight barely-there red bra remained. Even though he had just fucked the lovely young Natalie, and mindfucked Joslyn, his eyes were solely on Maria—as they should be, she noted—as she stripped down to just her skintight pants and the bra. 

Then she crushed her breasts against his arm again, guiding his arm forward to Joslyn’s newly young, lovely leg. 

“Keep going?” she asked.

* * * * *
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Estelle Worthington, on the other side of town, was having a difficult time with the police. They sat in her office in one of the two high rise buildings in Rosington. It was late, and Sheriff Miles Hanson had to text his wife a few times to assure her he would be home soon. Estelle had watched him do this with growing impatience and scorn.

Rosington was a small town and had a small town’s police force—which meant mostly just the sheriff and a series of deputies, foremost among them his wife Luciana. 

“Are you really not getting this? Joslyn is dirty. She’s bad for this town. You need to take her down. That’s all there is to it.”

“Yeah, sure, okay,” said Sheriff Hanson, “but we need evidence. You can bribe me all the money in the world, and hey, please do, but I still need some kind of evidence to convict somebody. This isn’t communist Russia, you know. This is America.”

“Right,” said Estelle. “America. Where a bribe has to be moral. Fine.” She took a breath. “There is evidence there. There is also probable cause. The evidence is on her computer. It’s been there for weeks now. The cause is that she is defrauding her own company to pay for her husband’s medical bills. Tomorrow, there will be a substantial sum arriving in her bank account from an unknown account. Follow that account, and eventually you will ‘find’ her wrongdoing.”

“You used air quotes there,” said the sheriff. “We won’t find it?”

The sheriff was a large man, barrel-chested, and approaching fifty. He had a thick mound of hair that wrapped neatly all the way around his skull, layered with pomade. He stunk of barbecue and burnt cigarettes.

“You won’t need to. You’re going to make it up.”

“See,” said the sheriff. “That’s where this starts to look bad. Aren’t you putting her out of business anyway? What do you care?”

The truth was that Estelle wanted Joslyn ruined. She wanted her entire life torn to ribbons, annihilated, destroyed. Estelle had wanted that for ages—that was how and why she had developed all her business connections. Those savory and sweet—like working alongside local entrepreneurs and community colleges and the like—and those far less savory, and far less sweet. Those connections had allowed her to have access to sweaty gym bags full of cash—which was where the stack in front of the Sheriff had come from.

Hurting Joslyn wasn’t everything. It was the only thing, and Estelle would do it and love every last second of it. No price was too high. 

Estelle reached down into the case next to her and pulled out another stack of bills worth ten thousand dollars. 

The sheriff eyed it for a moment, and then eyed Estelle. She sighed, and pulled out another stack. 

“Ah,” said Sheriff Hanson. “I knew I didn’t care. Consider her arrested. It’ll take a couple of days to put all the paperwork together, go through the investigation, make sure it looks right.”

“I’m not bribing you this much so that you can take your time with it,” said Estelle. Her face was fiery. “You need to—”

Sheriff Hanson held up a hand. “Listen. I’m your boy. I’ll fetch this, grab that. Do this or that. Whatever you like. But this could ruin my life. So I’m going to do everything else right so nobody thinks to look for a fraudulent evidence report. That could bring down both of us in time. All right?”

Estelle crossed her arms. “Fine. Just make it as quick as possible.”

She watched him leave and took a long, satisfied breath. Soon. It would be over soon.

She would take Joslyn’s career and ruin her life. Maybe she would even buy her house. Maybe, just maybe, she could convince her rival to kill herself in the jail cell. And if she couldn’t convince her of that...well. 

The sheriff had already proved he could be bought. There was no telling what else he might do for money.

* * * * * 
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Quinn was in the break room, munching away at a box of animal crackers and feeling guilty about it. The sugar-sweetened bread did a good job of washing away the guilt, though not as good as they might when dipped in some chocolate or a bit of butterscotch. 

She sighed, looking down at the half-eaten tub. All of that because a few clients had been more bristly than usual this morning. She took a few fingers to the layer of chub around her gut, sighing. 

This eating bullshit really had to stop. She had made the promise before, lots of times, and in lots of different ways, and even the resolution to really make the change this time felt hollow to her. 

Thank God Caleb didn’t seem to mind. As long as she blew him a couple of times a week and agreed to do anal once in a while, he didn’t seem to mind how she looked at all. And it wasn’t as if he were some prize anyway. Balding at twenty-eight and refusing to shave his head like a normal man might. She didn’t have the heart to tell him how easily everyone could look through his comb-over. 

She suspected he would propose soon. She would say yes, of course. Quinn had always dreamed of getting married. And Caleb, while perhaps not some billionaire bad ass, was a good man with a strong work ethic. He would provide for a family and give her and whatever children they had a good life. 

Quinn loved him, totally, despite all his flaws, and she knew that love would carry them through any hardship. The two were locked in for the long-term. 

Robert entered the room suddenly, smiling down at Quinn. 

Fuck, there was something about him. At first, when he had arrived at the office, Quinn thought he was sort of a schlub, dressing like a loser with loose pants and looser shirts. But over time, her attraction rose—ratcheting up from small glances across the office while he spoke with the young knockout, Natalie, to indulging in fully-blown intricate fantasies of him bending her over at work. Often these fantasies would arrive while she was fucking or blowing Caleb, resulting in all the more enthusiasm for his cock. 

Her boyfriend had been very complimentary of her work in the bedroom as of late. 

The last couple of days, though, Robert had stopped dressing quite so shabbily. He wore a tight button-up today that create a nice v-line down his torso, with dark slacks that gave a good shape to the buttocks that she hadn’t known he had. Before, her attraction had been based on something other than the physical—something intangible, a machismo or an attitude that he projected that she found erotic and enticing. But this was the first time he had seemed handsome to her. 

“Good morning,” he said, smiling.

She smiled brightly up at him, deftly moving the animal cracker tub aside, as if it had been in her way all this time and she definitely was not eating her feelings with it. “Good morning! You’re looking sharp.”

“Thank you.” He sat down across from her, smiling and oozing confidence. 

Quinn, for a reason she couldn’t explain, felt both a little scared and very turned on. Something was going to happen here. Was he going to ask her out? Fuck. Caleb wouldn’t like that at all. He was so insecure about other guys.

She thought quickly of how it would surprise her if he did ask her out. She sort of thought him and Maria were hitting it off. 

And wasn’t she terrifying? The first day that Maria had begun work there, Quinn had been the one to show her the ropes. She’d had the office manager job for nearly a year before moving over to sales. And so she showed Maria how to process files, how to log sales, how to fix the always-jamming copier, and so on. But what the statuesque beauty only really seemed to be paying attention to was Quinn, measuring her for weakness. 

At the end of the day, Maria spoke plainly to her: “You seem like a sweet enough girl. Don’t get in my way, and do what I say, and I won’t crush you. How does that sound?”

She had this dazzling smile while she made this proposal, a genuinely magnanimous look on her face, like she was doing Quinn a favor not only for speaking with her, but for offering to let her off the hook. Quinn, ever the social coward, had merely shrugged, looking down awkwardly, and nodded. 

Power was made for girls like Maria, anybody could see. What someone like her was doing in an office like this instead of in a modeling agency or on the arm of some billionaire was anyone’s guess. 

“Have you heard anything about Joslyn?” he asked. 

“Maria said she called in,” said Quinn. “I think she’s sick?”

“Good,” he said, nodding. “That’s good.”

“Good?”

He smiled, taking her hand. His grip was firm, hands rough and strong. “Expected. I wasn’t sure if I had remembered to tell her to say that or not.”

A strong, pleasant warmth swept over Quinn’s body and mind. She felt like had taken a hit off a bong. Everything began to slow down, and every detail of the room suddenly seemed very inviting...and very erotic. Her tongue ran across her lips slowly, a low moan escaping her mouth. 

“I don’t know if...we should do this,” she heard herself saying. The promise of sex was immediate and tangible, despite no build-up whatsoever. Her legs were wide open, stretching the bounds of her modest skirt. “Caleb...he might...”

“Caleb isn’t here. A few clients needed his personal attention. I made sure of it.”

“How?”

“They were very concerned about an anonymous phone call that their rates would double next month.”

“Oh. That’s clever.”

She was distantly aware that something was happening to her. Even Happening, capital H. An Event in her life, a Turning Point. But what it was, what it entailed, was beyond her understanding until the first orgasm swept through her body. 

It started like a low, eager ball in the pit of her stomach, and then began to spin and rotate rapidly, expanding as it did. Each area it touched was overwhelmed by bliss until finally it escaped from her mouth with a happy cry. 

“Fuck!” she moaned. “Oh god, god!”

Quinn spun in her chair, thrashing, held steady only by Robert's hand. The next several minutes were all pleasure and change. She only knew of the former. She did not see her lengths lengthening, her body morphing to be the exaggerated form of some pin-up girl with a tiny waist, big tits, long legs, and flawless tanned skin. The only thing she did notice, in fact, was when her hair began to turn a deep auburn red. 

“R...red hair?” she asked dimly. Thinking was so hard when she felt so, so fucking good. 

“I’ve already got a blonde,” Robert said, as if that explained everything, “And a brunette with Natalie, and black hair with Maria. So, you get red.”

“Oh,” she nodded. “Caleb...he’ll like that.”

Robert’s gaze became intense, and she felt herself very much not caring what Caleb thought. She ought to break up with him, in fact. He was nothing to her. A waste. A loser. An inferior male not worthy of her time or attention. She would break his heart. In fact—

“—Other men just aren’t good enough for a girl owned by you, Master.”

Had she been speaking this whole time? Reality was so strange, so erotic. Her cunt dripped a puddle on her seat, her clothes in tatters around her body. The sudden width of her hips and breadth of her tits had ripped her modest suit apart. 

“That’s right. No one but me for you now.” 

He took her by the face and led her down toward his cock, which was the most beautiful, perfect cock she’d ever seen in her life. She didn't even remember him unbuttoning his pants. After a moment, she realized it was the only cock she had ever seen in her life—and still it was the most beautiful anything she had ever seen, even more beautiful than Maria, though of course the two were gorgeous for entirely different reasons. 

Her newly-realized-virgin lips slid over his rod, and he took a thick grip of the massive volume of her phoenix-red hair. Her tits, massive and heaving, slid along his knees, already slick with the overwhelming pouring of his precum. Well-formed abdominal muscles kept her posture perfect, her tiny, thin body little more now than a receptacle for her Master's cum.

“Good girl,” he sighed, sliding his hands through her hair. “That’s so good.”

Quinn had never been happier in all her life. 

* * * * * 
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Outside the room he had no idea that Maria had returned from her trip to retrieve him lunch. 

He had no idea that she was listening in, fingering herself to the sounds of Quinn’s indoctrination, taking every new word from her Man as gospel.

With Joslyn under his control, there was no chance of being fired, and so Maria had dressed in as risque an outfit as she ever had at the office. Her blue skirt was daringly short, barely covering her tight bubbly ass, and tight smoky stockings led down to tall, dark heels with blood red bottoms. She had foregone a traditional blouse altogether, wearing instead a tight, form-fitting sky blue satin negligee beneath a pin-striped jacket. A living office fantasy, just for her Master. She’d woken with the thought, hot and terribly immediate, of him driving into her and filling her with his babies right on top of Joslyn’s desk. 

Maybe Joslyn would be signing away her savings, her office, her everything while they did it, fingering her cunt and wetting the papers with her hot cunt juices as she got off to watching her Master and Mistress fuck. 

Now she knelt right next to the door, hearing the soft moans of the transformed Quinn as her Master mouthfucked her against the wall. The wall was load-bearing, and still it shook from his force.

God, he was so strong. Her pussy melted thinking of his strength, his power. She wanted to walk in right that instant and praise him, worship him for taking Quinn as his own, just as he deserved. And yet she waited, still toying with her clit, as she thought of how perfect it was that he had made Quinn forget about Caleb, made her want to break up with him. 

Other men just aren’t good enough for a girl owned by you, Master.

Her words, cooed over and over to him over the past several days, now finally instilled in him so remarkably well that he was implanting the same command into his new slave. 

She had such influence on him...and when he incorporated it into his perfect conquests like that, it only fueled her unending fire, her lustful hunger for more.

Some part of her had felt a remote sense of guilt for how she had treated her old “boyfriend” Fernando. Breaking his heart so thoroughly. Encouraging him to recognize that without her, his life was worthless and not worth living. She suspected she had driven him to suicide, and some mortal, moral part of her had flashes of regret in the past few days that she had been so extreme. 

Now, though...with this revelation, she felt her reality shifting. She was not meant to be mortal, and morality, as she cooed so often to Robert, truly was just for those not as perfect as him...or her. 

She stood up, strutting easily in her tall, tall heels. Natalie was at her desk, slowly fingering her clit to a series of images of Robert and Maria fucking. Her darling little sister had been using the camera all weekend. Some day, the images she gathered would inspire the stained-glass windows in a church dedicated to Robert's cock. Maria flashed her a wink, and Natalie moaned.

The good little girl showed the proper deference to Maria. Robert was so good at showing his slaves who ought to be in charge. 

Maria picked up her phone at her desk and called Joslyn. The blonde had been too exhausted—after Robert’s marathon fuck-session—to come to work that day. 

There was more than a little satisfaction in the recognition that Maria had never felt exhausted after fucking Robert. Spent, certainly, and completely content to wrap her luscious body around his and nap. But never exhausted. He had made her better than that. 

The lack of willingness, on his part, to make it so Joslyn would not be exhausted quite excited her. More hierarchy. More power play. More proof that Maria was better than all other women for Robert’s service. 

Joslyn’s voice was chipper and alert when she picked up the phone, though. “Maria? Is Robert there? Can I speak to him? I had so many dreams, and—”

“Quiet. It’s time for you to listen, all right? He’s given me very specific instructions. Can you go to the hospital today and visit Kyle?”

Her tone had some disgust in it. “I suppose. Do I have to? I don’t really want to see him very much anymore, and—”

“Shush. Just listen for a moment.”

Maria took a breath, relishing this moment. Taking charge for her Man. Doing what needed doing so that his Will, his True Will, was carried out. Morality was the lesser, for those not strong enough to please her Master. She would rewrite morality, become the new High Priestess of His Cock, speak from a podium to an audience of thousands of the true religion and the true morality—that only service to Master mattered. Her cunt soaked at the thought, knees knocking together. 

“There’s something very important you need to do...”

* * * * * 
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“I’m sorry, Sheriff,” said Robert, not sorry at all, “but I’m not going to just let you look through our files. They’re confidential. Our clients would be very displeased.”

Beneath Joslyn’s heavy wood desk in her office, Quinn was doing a superb job of sucking Robert’s cock. Her lips, newly plush and thick, were the perfect warm, wet vacuum to serve his thick rod. It was late in the afternoon, and they were about to close. Sheriff Hanson and his wife, the deputy Luciana, watched Robert with no idea that he was receiving the fellatio.

It had been a full day—transforming Quinn from an overweight, anxiety-ridden mess into a self-confident beauty queen was not easy, but it was a lot of fun. He had called Caleb halfway through the day and told him to take the rest of the day off, Joslyn’s orders. Quinn could break up with him over the phone later tonight. 

Maybe by text. Ending a several-year relationship in such an offhand manner excited him. It would certainly please Maria. He could fuck her while she moaned out other, more callous ways to treat Caleb for daring to think he had any ownership over one of her Master's first slaves.

The sheriff put his hands on his hips. “And how displeased do you think I’m going to be if you don’t let me look at them?”

Robert smiled. A week ago, such talk might have intimidated him. But he was being sucked off in secret by a woman who could out-do any actress on the silver screen, made that way entirely by power he alone possessed. Were he not so preoccupied with the blowjob, he might have just made Sheriff Hanson forget all about coming to this office. 

Still, the man had a gun, and so did his deputy wife. She was a looker—twenty years the Sheriff’s younger, a delectable Latina with a terrific pair of breasts. Her uniform hid her form, but it was clear she worked out, and the thick tangle of brown hair streaked with blond highlights made it obvious she enjoyed how she looked. 

Women didn’t put that much care into their hair unless they wanted something to show off. When the sheriff wasn't looking, Robert winked at her. She bit her lip, containing something—a protest? A moan? 

Robert could fuck her the second he decided to. He emptied another long load of precum down Quinn's throat, imagining putting Luciana on her knees before him. 

“Sheriff,” he said, breath heavy, “unless I’m mistaken, as a law-abiding citizen, I shouldn’t have anything worry about one way or the other. And unless I’m very mistaken, your displeasure shouldn’t have an effect on your job. Unless you’re telling me that you’re letting personal bias decide cases for you?”

Quinn let out a soft little moan as Robert unloaded another heavy mess of cum. Talking had ruined his concentration. The sheriff looked too angry to have noticed, but it was clear that his wife had heard something. Robert shot her another quick wink, and enjoyed seeing the blush that crawled up her skin. 

He made the women in his vicinity aroused so that they came near. Then he could touch them and change them however he wanted. More and more, the rules of normal culture seemed to stop applying. He had, at Maria’s urging, seriously started to doubt whether he was actually human. 

“Don’t you start telling me how to do my job, you shit. Why the hell are you even in this office?”

Because he deserved it. Because he had earned it. Because of his strength and power. Maria was outside, looking on at the episode, and even so he could hear her shadowy, sultry voice massaging every part of his brain. 

“Joslyn is off for the day,” he explained. “I’m in here to take her calls. And her callers, I suppose. Did you want to leave a message for her?”

“Tell her that the next time I come in here,” said the sheriff, “I’ll expect full access to the files of this company.”

“And she will tell you, haha—” Quinn was swallowing, her esophagus suckling gently against his cockhead. The sensation was incredible. “—she’ll tell you that you need a warrant.”

The sheriff clearly thought Robert was laughing at him. Maybe he was. 

“You better get your act straight, you pissant, or I’m going to lock you up for obstruction of justice.” 

Maria was at the door now, gesturing for the two officers to leave. “Goodbye, Sheriff. Deputy.”

The sheriff had stormed by her on his way in. Now he looked, openly, and Maria pretended like she didn’t notice. She definitely didn’t care. Her body was made for the adoration from others, and the more that the sheriff was intoxicated with her, the less trouble he would be to manipulate later on if need be. 

She was such a perfect partner for...whatever this strange sex dance was becoming. Robert felt a wave of lust and love for her, watching her perfect countenance sneer at the backs of the police as they left. His cum left him again—that immediately, that easily even after cumming just seconds before—cumming to the sight of her, only her, for her, even as it was Quinn who did all the mouthwork of getting him off. 

Maria locked the front door after they left and began turning off lights. They were closed for the day. They had not had much traffic today, but that was hardly new. Robert suspected that, with his power and the looks of his new girls, money would soon not be much of a problem for this office. He just had to make sure it stayed open—and with Joslyn under his firm control, that would be no problem at all. 

Maria strutted into the office, pushing his rolling chair back from Quinn’s mouth. A long sticky string of saliva and cum bridged between his cock and the redhead's hungry mouth for a moment. Maria slid her stocking-clad knee up gently into his crotch, hard cock sliding against the silken surface of her legs. 

“I’ve been daydreaming about you fucking me over Joslyn’s desk all day.” Her hair slipped to one side, covering the distance between her perfect face and his erect, waiting cock easily. Long tendrils of midnight locks covered his wet length. “I hope Quinn hasn’t tired you out, love.”

He grabbed her and kissed her heatedly, hands pulling apart the flimsy jacket she wore to slip around her breasts, squeezing firmly. Maria moaned into his mouth, no doubt feeling the delicious sensations that he had gifted her nipples with. With enough time and attention, he could easily make her cum simply by playing with her tits. 

“Not even close,” he said, lifting up off the chair, carrying her for half a moment until her ass was planted on the desk. 

Heat overwhelmed him, feeling the warmth from her cunt as he made her daydream start to come true. 

They all would, he realized. All her dreams. All her latent fantasies. He would make every last one true. That’s what he wanted for her. That’s what she deserved for being so fucking perfect for him. 

He would do anything for her. Anything.

Robert’s cock, fully erect, was mere inches away from Maria’s tight, perfect pussy. He shoved her slight lace panties away, easily entering the moist confines of her cunt. She was so perfectly wet, so obviously made for his cock and his alone. Maria moaned, a swift, easy orgasm riding through her body—and one that would remain and intensify, like one bomb splitting apart to reveal several thousand more inside, until Robert finally emptied himself in her fertile fuckwomb.

Just as he thrust himself into Maria's tight, perfect pussy, there was a knock on the door of the office. Joslyn was there, wearing a tight black dress and bright red heels. Her enormous tits were on full display, pressed hotly together like a presentation for dinner.

Robert had lost track of anything else but his love. He hadn’t noticed Quinn on her knees still, kissing his feet and ankles, or Natalie crawling into the office to pay homage to her Master by fingering her pussy as she watched him fuck his favorite. 

“I’m so sorry to interrupt, Master—and I promise I won’t be very long. But I did want to let you know that it’s taken care of.”

He was thrusting into Maria now. Her legs tightened around him, keeping him close. Her lips slid up to his ear, and he knew something was up. Maria used this position for her nastiest dirty talk—the things she wanted to convince him of most deeply, the things that she needed to coax him into believing while her cunt rocked his cock better than anyone else. 

“What do you mean?”

His thrusts into his first slave continued unabated.

“With Kyle, Sir. I took care of him for you. Just like you asked.” There was a strange panicky mixture of guilt in her face, even confusion that Robert wasn't immediately congratulating her. “He won’t be a problem anymore. No one saw, don’t worry.”

“You...” Maria was being distracting, kissing his ear and gyrating perfectly on his meat. “You...’took care of him?’ What does that mean?” He looked down at Maria. “What does that mean?”

“She couldn’t divorce him, Sire,” Maria explained. “That takes too long. And she can’t just break up with him, like Quinn can with Caleb. They’re attached. There’s money involved. Pr-property,” she shuddered, another wave of bliss hitting her. “So she had to...get rid of him for you. Just like you wanted.”

The truth dawned slowly on Robert. Without meaning to, precum sputtered wildly from his cock, milked so perfectly by the heavenly slave angel adoring him with her cunt.

“Y-you killed him?” Robert stuttered. 

Joslyn nodded, eyes hopeful. Her lovely face was flush with fear, though—fear that she may have disappointed her Master somehow. 

“Isn’t it perfect?” Maria moaned in his ear. “He was breaking the rules. Trying to have one of your girls as his own. I heard what you said to Quinn. That’s not allowed.”

Fuck. 

Fuck. 

Fuck!

How had he let things progress this far? How had he...

Maria ripped at her negligee, tearing it off completely. Hot spurts of cum, preludes to his real orgasm, shuddered up into her cunt and sprayed against her delicate walls as he witnessed the jaw-dropping display of her tits. Her complete lack of shame at the act—her willingness to do anything, go anywhere, for his love. For his service. 

“See?” Maria moaned. “I knew it would turn you on. Wanting us to do anything for you. Willing to kill for you. We had to show you Master...”

Joslyn was on her knees now, crawling next to Natalie. All three girls soon were staring up at him, worship in their eyes, lust on their faces, so eager to please.

“We had to, Master,” cooed Natalie.

“It was so right, Master,” nodded Joslyn. “So right. He was in the way. He was in your way.”

“No one is allowed to deny you, Master.” Quinn licked his thigh. Her tits, naked like Natalie's and Joslyn's, pressed hard against his calves and knees. He stood in a sea of titflesh. “Nobody can stand in your way.”

He had to get away. This was so wrong. This was insanity. This was exactly what he had been afraid of. Ruining lives. Ruining people. Killing people. 

He struggled to step away from Maria, but her grip was too tight and the slaves packed too close. In a shuffle of bodies, he landed on the ground with Maria just beneath him. She moaned with bliss at the sudden hard, forceful thrust he delivered as a result, his cock still directly inside her. The other girls soon crowded around his body, kissing him and licking him, moaning their worship. 

“I didn’t care about him anyway, Master,” moaned Joslyn, pushing on his back with her massive tits. “So it’s okay. He deserved it for defying your will.”

“It’s okay, Master,” cooed Quinn. “You’re the only male who matters.”

“The only one,” nodded Natalie. “You’re the only one who can get us so fucking pregnant. No one else is allowed.”

Either through Maria’s suggestion or his subconscious desire, he had made this happen. It would not have been hard to imagine Maria dazzling the other slaves, keeping them in line, whispering all the dirty, horrible things that she knew their Master desired and oh fuck why was he fucking her harder than ever before? 

“Fuck me, baby,” Maria moaned. “Get me pregnant. You know you can. You know you want to. Shoot that hot unprotected load into my cunt and o-oh! Oh fuck, yes, darling, just like that!”

Her words trailed off into a blissful scream as Robert’s piston-like thrusts reached their zenith, unloading into his pet with all the cum stored in his balls. Each of his girls moaned with orgasm as he felt his own, hips rapidly smacking into Maria’s perfect thighs and ass.

The cum exploded out of him with a force he had never felt before. He honestly felt worried for Maria's safety for a moment, before remembering how perfectly he had constructed her cunt for his purposes. She took it all, cumming as his thick shotgun load slammed against her g-spot again and again. And the other girls, rubbing their clits as they slid their hot, heavy-titted bodies on his form came with their Master and Mistress, moaning their worship with happy, vacant smiles. 

All that force had seemingly left Maria dazed, a pleasant and distant smile on her face. Normally she recovered right away. 

Perhaps he had been more turned on by what she did than he would have cared to admit. He pulled out of her, shaking his head softly, and immediately another slave took her place. These worshipers of his were inescapable. He did not know if he wanted to escape at all.  

“Master.” Joslyn was suckling the head of his cock very gently, stroking him just right. “May I be next, since I did your will so very right?”

Tomorrow, he decided, tomorrow would be different. Tomorrow would have big changes. 

But for now...for now, he was going to enjoy this. 

His stamina was inhuman, like much of him. Cumming multiple times in a row was not an issue for him. 

“That’s right,” he said, pushing Joslyn on her back. He slipped his cock between her massive tits, holding one each as a handle. “You’re next doll, and I want you cumming for me as much as you can.”

Of course she did. She was a good slave, just like he made her. 

* * * * *
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Sheriff Miles Hanson looked at Luciana wistfully. When he married her, she’d been the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. But ever since leaving that damned Sunshine Insurance office yesterday, all he could think about was that amazing beauty, Maria. She had a way of creeping on a man’s mind, stunning him at first, and then slowly eating up his remaining thoughts and ideas...

It was just past dawn. His police station was small, little bigger than the Sunshine Insurance place. The sheriff’s office faced the front door of the station. So, when Robert walked in, he could see him immediately. 

Hanson walked out to meet the man. “What do you want? Didn’t you get your jollies yesterday with all that warrant bullshit?” He wagged a finger. “You ought to know I’m working on it.”

“I have something else entirely to talk to you about,” Robert said.

The sheriff crossed his arms. “Oh yeah? What’s that?”

“I’m here to turn myself in.”

#  # #
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“I’ve already told you what happened.”

Sheriff Hanson leaned forward. “Tell us again.”

“Yeah,” said Deputy Luciana, Hanson’s wife. “Only try and make sense this time.”

Robert struggled. They had been at this for more than an hour now, and it was getting harder and harder to dance around the truth. 

The truth deserved to come out, but it was insane. Robert could barely believe it himself. How would he make these two believe that the most rational explanation for everything that had happened was that Robert had, for lack of a better word, superpowers?

It was insanity. 

Not that he was a superhero, goodness no. If anything, he’d been behaving rather a lot like a supervillain. He had an office full of four drop-dead-gorgeous utterly dedicated slaves, each of whom he had modified in some way to make their obedience eternal. That was why he needed to be locked away again. 

Robert had powers. If he touched a person’s skin, he could unleash that power, changing them however he liked. Yesterday, he had altered the chubby blonde Quinn into a ravishingly voluptuous redhead who could rival any pin-up model on Earth. She had been furiously in love with insurance salesman Caleb; now, she was Robert’s cumslave, living only for her next shot of his life-fulfilling seed. 

To make matters worse, he emitted some manner of pheromone which cultivated attraction in whatever women were close to him. So—the equation became simple: women near him wanted to touch him, and when he touched them, he changed them. 

And it had to stop. 

Yesterday, Joslyn—the boss of the insurance office where he worked, a woman who he had changed from a haggard forty-four year-old mess into a twenty-something big-titted sexpot—had killed her sick, bed-ridden husband in the hospital. And all because somehow the idea had gotten in her head that no other male was good enough for her, and that anyone pretending to be had to be dealt with permanently. 

That was mostly Maria’s doing. An Olympian-class beauty who had Robert wrapped around her seductive fingers as much as he had her mouth wrapped around his cock, the two of them had been engaging in a sick game of escalation over the past week or so once Maria had discovered Robert’s powers. The statuesque beauty’s greatest kink was power, and that translated into her erotically perfect understanding that Robert was her King and that she had to be his perfect slave. 

Having Maria as a sexslave was quite fine by Robert...but her lust for power did not simply cease with the knowledge that Robert had power. She wanted to see him exercise it in increasingly forbidden, taboo, and wicked ways.

Hanson knocked his knuckles on the table. “We’re waiting, buster. You’re saying you want to be locked away. You won’t tell us for what crime. What do you want us to do about it?”

The sheriff looked like he belonged on a cigarette advertisement on a billboard, the kind with mountains and horses. He was deeply tanned, with thick carefully combed hair silvering neatly. His wife Luciana was at least twenty years his younger, a lovely young Latina who kept herself in remarkable shape. Her biceps and shoulder muscles flexed underneath her tight uniform as she watched Robert with an unwavering gaze.

“Look, I...” he shook his head. “I have an influence, okay? When people are near me for too long—women—they get...affected. And then things start going wrong. We have sex. Lots of sex. And they become...obsessed.”

Luciana and Hanson exchanged a glance. After a moment, both burst out laughing. 

“You can’t be serious,” said Sheriff Hanson. “You want us to lock you up for getting laid?”

“And being good at it?” Luciana asked.

Hanson glared briefly at his wife. Luciana didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze smoldered on Robert. 

She was, he noticed, an extremely attractive woman. Her hair was thick and chestnut with several streaks of blond.

“It’s not like that,” he said. “It’s not just getting laid. I...I touch them, and then they change.”

“You’ve got some kind of infection?” asked Hanson.

“No.”

“Are you drugging them?” asked Luciana.

“No.”

Robert could quickly see where this was going. Discrediting. Forgetting. He had to say something dramatic.

Sheriff Hanson wiped a hand down his forehead. “Then I don’t see what—”

“Kyle Park is dead. Murdered. I am involved.”

He could not bring himself to say “guilty.”

Both cops stopped. 

Hanson nodded at his wife. “Go.”

When she was gone, presumably to investigate, Hanson sat down in front of Robert. Slowly, he took out a pair of handcuffs and locked Robert to the metal ring in the table. 

“Let’s start again,” said the sheriff. “From the beginning. And don’t leave anything out.”

* * * * * 
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“Robert is your Master, but I am your Mistress.”

“Robert is my Master, but you are my Mistress,” echoed Natalie.

Maria smiled. Her enhanced eyes were working wonders on the thoroughly enslaved Natalie. Robert had modified them, changed them, so that if she were to look in the eyes of another person long enough, then that person would fall under her control: relaxed, sedate, and tranced. 

Her green eyes sparkled with power, brilliant in their emerald shades, ever-changing and shifting depending on the light in the room. 

They were in Maria’s condo—or, more appropriate, Robert’s condo, as everything Maria had she gladly gave up to her Master. The two of them sat on a bed, fingers clasped together, nipples brushing against nipples.

Natalie, young beauty that she was, wore a delicious pink push-up bra with matching stockings and thong panties, tall platform heels decorating her feet. Maria herself wore only a pure white lace bustier, no panties, her heels an inch taller than Natalie’s (naturally), wrapping up her sculpted legs with long ribbons of sexy silk. Their hair, both sets preternaturally long and thick, melded together in a voluminous pile on the bed.

“I’m your Big Sister,” said Maria. “Your Mommy. I know best.”

“You’re my Big Sister,” said Natalie, voice a breathy monotone. “My Mommy. You know best.”

Maria, so far, had waited patiently for her Master to return from his trip to the store early that morning. 

He had kissed her on the head, said, “Need to do a few things,” and then left.

That was six hours ago, though, and Maria was beginning to fret. Robert liked to go to work even though they hardly needed to anymore—between his power and her beauty, they could have anything they wanted. If the Sunshine Insurance Office closed down completely, she had enough savings from years of donations from lovestruck would-be lovers to last them for several years. 

Their life needn’t be anything more than fucking all day and owning new girls every night, if he wanted. 

Maria so very much wanted him to want that. She knew it was what he deserved. 

“You’ll always obey me, so long as it doesn’t conflict with anything Master says.”

“I’ll always obey you, so long as it doesn’t conflict with anything Master says.”

“Master comes first. Master is supreme. Master is God.”

Natalie was fingering herself obediently with her free hand—had been for more than an hour now as Maria worked on her. “Master comes first. Master is supreme. Master is God.”

“I am perfection. I am the living embodiment of beauty. I am beyond mortal. I am divine.”

Maria took great pleasure in the softening, worshipful edges that had been added to Natalie’s expression. She was such a beautiful girl—created in Maria’s own image with Robert’s power. It was only right that she was Maria’s first disciple. 

“You are perfection. You are the living embodiment of beauty. You are beyond mortal. You are divine.”

Maria moaned at hearing the words. “Again,” she commanded. 

Natalie’s monotone voice became heated, sensing her Mistress’s arousal. “You are perfection. You are the living embodiment of beauty. You are beyond mortal. You are divine.”

“Yessss.” Maria arched back, touching her heated pussy with complete arousal. 

There was a knock at the door. Joslyn and Quinn, Robert’s newest additions to his harem. They had dressed up, as Maria told them to, in some of her finest designer clothing. 

Joslyn looked ready for a night on the town, a double-wrap blue minidress clinging tight to her slender, busty frame with its audacious 36E-sized tits. Two days ago she had been a strung-out forty year-old with a rapidly developing alcohol problem eating away at her health. 

Now, she looked easily no older than twenty-one, with a face that could land her on the runway of any fashion show in the world. The clingy nature of her dress—designed for Maria’s only moderately less busty frame—was far too tight to allow for a bra, but it hardly mattered. The tits of Robert’s girls were buoyant, gravity-defying, and perky at every size. 

Tight blue leather boots wrapped up to her knees, with a blue collar and leather blue gloves wrapping past her elbow to complete the look. Her hair, golden and thick, stretched past her ass in a long flowing waterfall of locks and tresses. 

No one would mistake Joslyn for the boss of an insurance company now. All they would see was a hot fuckdoll waiting on her Man’s word to suck his cock at a moment’s notice. 

Quinn, the newly re-formatted redhead, was dressed similarly, but in yellow instead of blue. The bright color contrasted nicely with her brilliant red locks and deeply bronzed skin. 

Maria took Natalie by the head and softly laid her down against  her inner thighs. Obediently, Natalie began kissing and licking her Mistress's divine skin.

“Is there a reason you’re interrupting me, ladies?”

They both wavered, wringing their hands. It was Joslyn who spoke. “We’re sorry, Maria, but we’re worried about Master.”

Maria’s ire began to rise. “Have I told you that you needed to be worried about him?”

Quinn was obviously cowed, but Joslyn held strong. “No.”

“Then why would you think it necessary to—”

“The police called me. About the sick man. They want me to come in for questioning. They said if I didn’t, they would track me down and arrest me.”

A cool sliver slipped over Maria’s heart. “I see. And why does this make you worried about Master?”

“I’m very certain I covered my tracks when I did as ordered and eliminated the sick man.”

The “sick man” was Joslyn’s husband, dead now. But she barely had recollections of his name, and recalling that they had been married would have been very difficult indeed. With Maria’s insistence and encouragement, Robert had reformed Joslyn’s memories to only ever remembering being married to Robert himself. And so Joslyn's concern now was a wifely concern, terribly distraught that her husband, and master, might be in danger. 

“So?” Maria said. “Obviously you are mistaken. Someone saw you. Someone noticed.”

“I thought so too,” said Joslyn. “But if they didn’t, that means that somehow the police have their hands on Master.”

Her Man was too strong, too powerful, too perfect for the notion to hold much weight in Maria’s mind at first. 

But then, he had been gone a long time. And while she adored encouraging him to greater depths of depravity, he did need a lot of encouraging. He wasn’t yet quite the King he was destined to be, in her mind. There was a lot of second-guessing, a lot of wavering, a lot of guilt. 

Could all that guilt have convinced him to give up his freedom? 

“We’ll go down to the police station in a few hours,” said Maria. “Stay on the offensive.”

She stood up from the bed, enjoying the mournful little coo from Natalie at no longer being able to kiss her MommySister. Maria stretched this way and that—hardly necessary, as Robert ensured her body was permanently lithe and flexible, never any soreness or stiffness—but it was fun to show off. 

“Should I change?” asked Joslyn, tugging at her expensive, delightfully revealing dress.

“Why? Don’t you like what I’ve given you to wear?”

Joslyn had an answer for a moment, and then thought better of it. “Yes, Maria.”

Maria kissed her on the cheek, knowing her touch electrified the beautiful blonde. “Good girl. Do you do the other things I asked?”

Joslyn nodded. “I fired Caleb the second I woke up, at five AM. Then I prepared breakfast. It’s still ready, if you should like any.”

Obedience was a thrill to Maria, one she would never tire of. Joslyn had a bit too much independence for her liking, but then, there was something to be said for a slave who could think on her feet. 

“Thank you, Joslyn. Perhaps I shall. And you, Quinn?” Maria caressed the redhead’s cheek with soft hands possessing perfectly manicured fingernails. “Did you do as you were told as well?”

Quinn nodded brightly. Her cheery mood had not been displaced with Robert’s conquest of her will. Rather, her sunny disposition simply had a new focal point. “Two minutes after Joslyn called him, I made my own phone call and broke up with him. I was very harsh, as you requested. It’s recorded on my phone, and I uploaded it to your computer.”

Maria smiled. “Did he cry?”

The thought of his pain excited her. Anguish for men who weren’t Robert was like a sweet nectar; that’s why it was so much fun to dress in such obscenely hot outfits. Men would want Robert's slaves as hard as they wanted anyone, but they would only ever belong to their Master. 

Quinn went into detail about everything Caleb did—all his begging and all his pleading for a second chance, and her cold, emotionless responses—while Maria ate the breakfast Joslyn prepared for her and considered how best to help her Master that day. 

* * * * * 
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Hanson had tried and failed to get a clean confession from Robert for more than an hour when Luciana re-entered the interview room. 

“The hospital confirmed that Park is dead. They don’t know about foul play. They’re waiting on word from his wife to confirm their request for an autopsy.”

“This might be a murder case,” snapped Hanson. “Tell them we suspect foul play. Order the autopsy.”

Luciana shrugged. “I tried. But there’s no witnesses and nothing suspicious about his passing. No signs of a struggle, nothing. He was very ill, practically in a morphine coma most of the time.” Her gaze slanted heavily at Robert. “Our hands are tied. By the law, I mean. There’s nothing we can do about it.”

Tie her up. 

The thought was clear as day to him; her kink for binding laid out like the headline on the front page. When she had left the room, Robert hoped that his influence on Luciana, after being so close to her for more than an hour in a heated interview room, would have faded.

Instead, when she arrived back in the room, her tight jeans had been replaced with even tighter jeans, and her button-up uniform had the top two buttons undone just so. Was what he did to women more like an aura, growing only when near him? Or was it an infection, magnifying its presence even when not close to him?

With Natalie, it had taken weeks of close contact for his influence to build up and for her attraction to progress into outright flirting. With Luciana, it had taken seemingly just hours of time. Robert caught the smoldering layers of her gaze and gulped.

Were his powers magnifying in scope?

Sheriff Hanson, for whatever reason, seemed utterly clueless to his wife’s growing attraction. This rate of ignorance was matched only by his rising anger as he twisted and shook the chair in his hands.

“Whatever you’ve got to say, you better say it quick, because I am losing patience with you and fast.”

Robert nodded. He would just say it all. No double-talk, no efforts to dress it up as something else. He would let them know about every last wart of the last several days, powers and all. Anything to be free and clear. Anything to relieve him of this guilt. 

A man was dead because of him. A sick man, but a man nonetheless. He couldn’t live with having someone’s blood on his hands. 

“It’s like this,” he began. “Ever since I was young, I knew I was different. About ten years ago, I noticed I had this effect—”

The door banged open. Maria entered, carrying a briefcase. 

“Stop this at once.”

Sheriff Hanson turned to object, and then he stopped, apparently stunned at Maria’s gorgeous appearance. She wore a brief mockery of a business suit with a tight jacket creating a deep v-line down into the perfect valley of her cleavage. The suit was a deep crimson red, contrasting deliciously with the smoky dark stockings on her legs and the dark leather heels that clicked imperiously as she strutted across the linoleum. Her hair, thick and shining, was arranged in a thick bun on the top of her head, only adding to her already impressive height. Long locks trailed down either side of her face, framing her angelic visage. 

Between her heels and the bun, she had an easy six inches on Sheriff Hanson. 

Her beauty made her seem like another species entirely...and all Robert had to do for a blowjob was to suggest it. His cock hardened at the sight of her, like it always did. The effect of his arousal on Luciana was almost immediate; the flood of pheromones hitting the air hitting her, and making her gaze linger for a long time on Robert’s handcuffed form. She began to inch toward him behind her husband, seeing the bare skin of his hands so preciously close to her. 

“This is an outrage,” said Maria. “You have detained my client for more than eight hours now and have pressed no charges. Do you have any crime you wish to accuse him of?”

What Sheriff Hanson should have said was that right before Maria burst in, Robert was about to confess something. He should have demanded she leave. He should have done quite a lot, really, but what he did instead was stare into Maria’s eyes, jaw agape, a bulge forming in his pants. 

“Uh,” he said dumbly, staring. “Client?”

“That’s right. I am his lawyer, and I am demanding that you let him go this instant unless you charge him. Which you won’t, will you?”

She waited, raising one authoritative eyebrow. Every time she breathed, her breasts pushed hard against the thin confines of her tiny jacket. Maria was doing her best to make her breaths long and slow, providing maximum expansion time for her chest in the small room. 

“No,” said the sheriff, shaking his head. “No charges. You’re...demanding...”

Luciana might have protested, but she seemed too transfixed by the rapidly expanding hard-on in Robert’s pants. She stood above him and could see it easily. Some part of her seemed aware of the situation, a slight panic and fear on her face, but more of her was too aroused to care. She bit her bottom lip, struggling not to moan as she saw the gentle wetness of precum slide through the denim he wore. 

In short order, Maria had the sheriff toss his keys to Robert, allowing him to unlock himself from the table. 

He wanted to confess, still, but that clearly wasn’t all that possible with Maria taking control of the two police. Complicating that desire further was his real, physical need to fuck Maria’s brains out at the first available opportunity...which was now.

Really, any time at all that he wanted. Nothing could actually get in his way.

She looked hot in that suit, and he felt a strong biological need to reward her aesthetics with his fresh, potent load dumping into her fertile womb. 

As they left the room, Luciana followed close after, small protests bubbling from her lips. Robert did his best to ignore her, to ignore how simple it would be just to reach out and grab her...

At the door, Maria stopped suddenly, picking at some invisible piece of lint on the bottom of her thrilling heel. Robert bumped into her, his hard cock pushing against the shapely curvature of her ass, and as if on a pile-up on a freeway, Luciana didn’t stop in time. 

And their hands...their hands touched. 

It wasn’t for long, but it was enough. Robert, so turned on by the sight and touch of Maria, could not help but unleash a little at this sudden thrill of female contact. He watched Luciana shudder, a small echoing coo leaving her mouth. There was no conscious order he had given, no deliberate change, but something had happened. 

Maria turned her head just so, flashing Robert a seductive, evil grin. She knew exactly what she had done. 

He took Maria’s hand and stormed out. It was time to leave. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


They arrived back at the condo some twenty minutes later, after a quick and heady car blowjob had managed to calm Robert down some. Maria had suggested it, just barely, and he leaped all over her afterward, just as she had wanted. There was no taste in the world like her Master’s cock. And there was no feeling in the world like pulling on his pants to fuck her own mouth more thoroughly, to drive her needy throat and lips up and down his achingly perfect shaft. 

Robert made it possible for her to cum just from giving head—no clit stimulus or pussy fingering required. And so she moaned with sweet, continuous little orgasms, her wet mouth vibrating and shaking against his hard shaft, as he emptied himself inside her. 

She knew that he loved looking at her while she sucked him off. It probably made driving difficult for him. There was really no sight in the world like the supremely gorgeous Maria bending over a leather car seat to suck his cock. Her heels pattering away at the leather interior, her thick hair a blanket spilling over a quarter of the tiny sports car’s available space. 

And his was the only cock—the only one ever—that had been or ever would be in her body.

Of course he drove the expensive sports car—the one she had convinced ex-“boyfriend”  Fernando—as she broke up with him, no less—to buy for her. The initial payment alone probably bankrupted him. She hardly cared. Other men were just vehicles for cash and the domination of her and her Master. 

Everything about Him, her Master, made her wet, aching, and needy. That was how he had designed her, after all. 

As they strutted into her condo, Fernando was on the street. He looked like he had gone through a tough week—his suit was torn, hair disheveled. She acted like she didn’t see him. 

“Maria! It’s me!” he cried. “It’s Fernando!”

To rub it in, Maria slid her arms tighter into Robert’s, wrapping her body close against his. Her mouth closed on her Man's shoulder, biting it possessively. 

“Just trash,” she whispered in Robert’s ear. “Pay him no mind.”

His hand slid up her ass, holding her there like a handle. He seemed to understand the score. Maybe he was having second thoughts about his power, but he wasn’t having second thoughts about her. Who could? That grip on her ass, possessive and urgent, told her everything she needed to know.

Her little plan would work, and Robert would embrace his position as the Master of all living things just as he deserved. 

All the way up the elevator, she embraced him, with teeth nipping at his chin after a sizzling kiss. She wanted him just to see the inside of the condo after the changes she had made, even though he insisted that his mind was made up. If he couldn’t turn himself into the local authorities, he said, he’d go to the state level.

“We’ve only really been at home late at night when we’re horny anyway,” she explained as they stepped out of the elevator onto her floor, “and I really want you to know what your life will look like once all of this settles down.”

“That’s what I’m telling you, Maria. I want it to settle down, my way. You have to understand, I just—”

She pressed a finger on his lips, shushing him gently. “I tell you what, Master. Let’s make a deal. Anytime you like, you can march us both back to the police station and let them know everything. You can undo all the changes you’ve done to me and that will leave your powers pretty well exhausted, yes?”

Her elegant, manicured finger had slid inside his mouth. He sucked on it, unable to stop himself, and Maria’s gentle gaze only encouraged him. Finally, he let it slide out. 

“That’s right,” he said.

“Wonderful. Then let me show you what I’d like to show you. What your life should be. And if you still want to go back, you can make me go along with anything you want. Can’t you?”

He nodded. The thought excited her, of course. Even if it wasn’t something she wanted, even if it was the opposite of that, being changed by her Master was pure mental ecstasy for her. That was one thing he hadn’t ever needed to change. Maria’s excitement from that prospect was just in her hard-wiring.

The haughty goddess was born to be a slave to a man like him.

She slipped her arms around him and delivered a loving, perfect kiss, her elegant jaw muscles working into the pressure of their lips. Long shuddered breaths exiting her body as finally they drifted apart. 

“Thank you for hearing me out, Master. You make me feel so very valued. I love you so much.” She began to open the door, and paused. “I do hope you’ll enjoy what I’ve made up for you. And if there’s any changes that need doing, you know we’re all so very happy to obey.”

She could feel him steeling himself for what would come—expecting some insane barrage of sex, no doubt, to be drilled against his skull. Perhaps televisions propped up at every corner, drilling in pornographic images of everything that he could do to his slaves at any time. 

Instead, when he opened the door, the pleasant smell of cooked meat and baked bread filled the air. Lunch was nearly ready. Joslyn was in the kitchen, humming a happy tune and rustling through cabinets. Quinn, somewhere else in the home, matched the tune with her own hums—which came closer and closer as Maria shut the front door. 

There was only one erotic sight on display, besides that of the omnipresent sight of Maria. Down the hall was the living room. The floor lowered there, requiring steps to reach the couches positioned there. 

But now, instead of a coffee table, there were layers of expensive animal furs and silk pillows that had been piled up with a modest incline, the bottom of the luxurious hill closest to the steps down. At the top of the pile was Natalie, adorned only in sparkling navy blue lingerie. She posed sexily, her face dreamy, beckoning her Master to come forward and ravage her. 

“Isn’t my sister beautiful for you, darling?” Maria whispered in his ear. “Won’t you take her?”

Before he had a chance to answer, Quinn stepped out from the nearby dining room. The startlingly beautiful redhead was dressed in a tight, lacy parody of a maid’s uniform, complete with frilly sleeves and tight white stockings. Her tits were only just covered, the feather duster in her hand primed and ready for use. 

“Welcome home, Master!” Quinn chirped, kneeling immediately. “We’re so glad to see you. Mistress was very worried.”

“Mistress...?” He eyed Maria.

She shrugged gently and smiled. “I hope you don’t mind. You’re still in charge, naturally. I’m just...the boss of the help, that’s all.”

Her hand was on his crotch, his shaft, her natural position at his side, and she could feel him bulging at the indication that she was more than these other girls. Better than them.

Excitement breathed in her. He was understanding. There was a hierarchy present.

“Master!” 

Joslyn must have heard their voices, and trotted out from the kitchen. Her long blond hair was tied in two long ponytails, and heavy hand prints of flour were pasted all over her neck, face, and heavy tits. 

“It’s so wonderful to see you’re home, Master.” Joslyn clasped her hands against her massive breasts, kneeling immediately just like Quinn. “How may we please you, Sire? Shall I go on making lunch?”

Her bright, blue eyes were hopeful and full, shining with the eagerness of a totally brainwashed bimbo slave.

“Sure,” said Robert. “Whatever you like.”

Maria could tell he wasn’t paying attention—his focus was on Natalie

He wanted her little sister, and she wanted him to fuck her raw. There was suddenly nothing hotter to her than witnessing her Master fuck her little sister until her brain had turned into so much gray goo. 

Maria took a moment to dispose of her tight jacket and skirt, revealing the tight red bustier she had on underneath. It operated like a tight, lace minidress, her immaculate form looking spectacular in it, of course. 

She knew without even asking Robert that she was the most gorgeous woman in the entire condo, even the world, but just because she was the most gorgeous didn’t mean she automatically got fucked first. Even Maria knew that a man like Robert, a Real Man, would have tastes and whims from all possible angles of delight. 

And there was nothing Maria wanted less than to stand in the way of her Master’s whims. She wanted to indulge every single whim he had, no matter how flighty, temporary, or power-mad. 

He crawled up on the pile of furs, quickly taking off his clothes. Natalie waited, watching with baited breath, aching for a command.

“Bring everyone in here,” he said to Maria. “Tell Joslyn to either finish her food or throw it away.”

There was a steady click-clacking of heels and a chorus of moans and coos as his girls arranged themselves. In seconds, they were all gathered in front of him before the pile, with Natalie resting just behind him. Natalie's heels skated gently up and down her Master's back, eager to feel him.

“Come here,” he growled at Joslyn, taking her by the arm and whipping her roughly into the pile. 

She let out a delighted squeal, tits bouncing impressively, and landed in the furs and pillows. With greedy hands, he tore at her top, exposing her heavy tits to the air. His cock slid in between the thick valley of her breasts, already soaked with precum, and he began to slide in and out of her amazing cleavage. Rapidly her entire torso was soaked with his precum, completely lubricated, and Joslyn moaned with orgasm as his heavy hands clamped firm on her tits and nipples.

But as he did, Robert's gaze stayed on Natalie. 

Maria, sensing that this was all about her little sister, slid up close to Natalie and kissed her on the cheek. Slowly, she began to finger the beauty's cunt, moaning in her ear about how perfect it would be once Master Robert fucked her thoughts away.

While looking at Natalie, Robert thrust his cock into the sweet, slick valley between Joslyn’s tits. Then, Maria got an idea.

Taking Natalie and then Quinn by the hair, she moved the faces of the two young beauties to the top of Joslyn's breasts, under the blonde's neck. 

Each stroke, then, was met with their lapping, eager tongues. Their competing mouths pushed in front of Joslyn’s, hoping to have all of his cum. Maria slipped around and pushed him from behind, her wet cunt making his backside slippery as she ached and cooed for him to cum in his slaves. 

He was close, she could feel it. Three women pleasing him at once—the mouths of two, and the tits of another. He could feel only like a God with so much pleasure dedicated solely to him. 

But he turned his cock away from Natalie and from Quinn, both, turning around sharply to grab Maria and pulled her down by the thick locks of her hair. Within a split-second of feeling her perfect lips slide against his meat, he was cumming forcefully down her throat.

“First Slave,” he said, “first taste.”

Orgasm, hard and fast like lightning, struck through Maria at the first taste of his cum. Such pleasure would have blinded Quinn or Joslyn. For her, though, she knew it was merely a warm-up—that her night of love was just beginning. 

When he withdrew from her mouth, he was still hard—and still cumming. He emptied himself all over Joslyn's mouth and tits, covering her in a flood of cum, and then stuffed himself down Quinn's mouth. Maria took a great pleasure in watching her Master unloading in the redhead, knowing that Caleb would have never been able to fuck Quinn's mouth with such dreaded perfection. 

After nearly a minute of pumping into Quinn, Robert pulled out from her with a light popping sound. But he wasn’t done. Maria knew he wasn’t. 

This was about Natalie. Something about the day’s events made him want her more than any other. Maria wasn’t about to stand in his way. 

“Go on, Sir,” she cooed. “Fuck my little sister. Please? My little sisterslut. I know you can’t stop yourself from fucking her any longer...and you shouldn’t. She’s all yours. All yours, forever.”

His gaze fell on Natalie. Her slender, tiny body, so utterly fucking breakable. His cock, already hard, somehow grew even larger right before Maria's eyes. She moaned, needing to see it grow more. 

“You want to break her on your cock, don’t you Master?” Maria cooed into his ear. “You want to make her fucking feel your glory, don’t you? It’s so fucking hot, the thought of fucking my sister right in front of me. And look at how she’s dressed up for you. Dolled up for you...just for you. It’s so sexy, isn’t it? God, don’t you just want to destroy her little teenage cunt?”

He clearly did. In mere seconds he had Natalie’s knees drawn up against his chest, her heels clacking together just above their point of entry. Taking her roughly against his body, he slammed his cock into her cunt viciously, not holding back in the slightest. 

She was so tiny beneath him, so exquisite and beautiful. Maria pushed on her God's back, needing to feel him as he violated her little sister so expertly.

“Fuck!” Natalie cried out in ecstasy. “Oh fuck, oh god, oh Master, Master! Daddy!”

Maria moaned with need, watching her Man, her King fuck her little sister so rotten. She leaned harder on his hips—one of her favorite positions while her Master fucked another slave—increasing the force of his thrusts and feeling the satisfying thumping that came with every new thrust into her sister’s virgin-but-for-Robert’s-cock, hot, young, pussy. 

“Oh god, yes,” Maria moaned, cheering in his ear. Her voice, while exultant, was never more than a breathy whisper. Her Master didn't need her shouting in his ear. She was his cheerleader, his partner, his confidant, and she knew he wanted to hear the sultry sounds of her voice as they ached quietly for him to dominate Natalie totally. “She wouldn't fuck you for so long,” Maria cooed. “But you made her. You made her. You're a God. You're her God. You are God. Fuck her, baby. Fuck her, my King, please!”

“Yes, please, Sire!” Natalie gasped. “Fuck me! Oh god, my God, fuck me! Get me pregnant please, Sire, my King! I need your fucking cum in me, please!”

Maria watched with abject amazement as Robert picked Natalie up, cradling her tiny body against his and powering her down onto his monster cock. Maria bit into his shoulder, crying out with agonizing ecstasy at the display of his power. Her slippery cunt slid up and down his backside still, pleasuring her needy clit while he fucked the shit out of her little sister. 

“Do it, baby,” Maria moaned. “Do it. Oh God, my God, do it please!”

Finally he emptied into her, biting Natalie’s shoulder with abandon and leaving a heavy, red mark there. Natalie, half-conscious, stared up at him with open adoration in her Maria-like deep green eyes, a sultry gaze that promised eternal obedience to his will.

For several minutes, there was no sound but the satisfied coos and moans of his slaves, and the heavy sighs of Robert. Maria stared up at him with love and hope—her plan seemed to be working totally. 

Once he knew that this was what he could come home to at any time; once he knew that this was the life he deserved, he would never want anything else. He had too much power to want anything else. 

She watched, cunt dripping, as he put a hand on the ragged bite mark on Natalie’s shoulder. A second later, he removed his hand and the mark was gone. 

Maria’s pulse quickened at that display. Using his powers to hide brutality had never quite occurred to her before, but it seemed like an obvious extension now. 

Why, he could beat her, choke her, batter her...and she could beg for more and more, knowing that she was subject to the righteous and brutal love of her Master like no one else. And at the end, no matter what state he had put her in, he could simply reverse all damage like it had never happened. 

“You had Quinn working,” he said after a moment, “and Joslyn. But not Natalie. Why?”

She smirked. “Because hierarchy is sexy, Master.”

“Hmm?”

“Some slaves are better than others. If I’m better than the other three, then certainly my sister is better than the remaining two, isn’t she? Some of your slaves, those more naturally gorgeous, deserve higher places in your harem. Made only for pleasure and adoration. Their hands unspoiled by labor. But those who require more work...” she sniffed arrogantly, looking down at Joslyn and Quinn, barely cognizant as they swam in their Master's cum. “They are very pretty. But only because you made them so. And isn’t it hotter, knowing that even in your exclusive club of fucksluts, only some get full privilege and access to your cock more than all the others?”

“Yes, doll. That’s...that’s a good point.” Her words had gotten to him, she could tell. His voice was thick. “Natalie really got to me. She looked so hot on all those furs, those pillows, like a real harem girl. Something about the way her heels pressed against the pillows and furs, it was just...goddamn.”

Maria logged that information away for further use down the road. 

As he spoke, she noticed that his cock—still hard, fuck! He was such a fucking God—slid out from Natalie’s tight teenage pussy. Cum leaked out after it, the girl practically filled for life after the several loads he had pumped into her. No doubt she would be pregnant for sure, so long as that was what Robert desired.

“I notice you’ve exempted yourself from that hierarchy.”

“Not exempt,” she smiled, taking his cock in her hands. “Merely at the top. Subservient only to you. Isn’t that what you want?”

He nodded. “Very much. But, I also wanted you to cook. Or don’t you remember?”

“Yes, Master, I remember. It was my idea that perhaps my abilities were better spent elsewhere, more of a general, than someone who leads in the field. Doesn’t it turn you on to know that your darling fuckwife never gets her hands dirty unless she has to?”

“It does. But lots of things turn me on. I’ve heard your side,” he said, taking hold of her throat gently, “and I’m overriding it.”

A gentle rush of bliss washed through her as her Master’s change pushed through her body. 

Maria loved cooking. It made her feel whole; made her feel wonderful. Providing her Master with a lovely, delicious meal was a thrill that was eclipsed only by tossing around her magnificently haughty attitude, showing off her body, and pleasing him physically.

Even better was the fact that he had let her know that he had changed it. She could revel in the new obedience even more by knowing that just ten seconds before, her attitude toward cooking had been muted at best. 

A little tear had formed at one flawless emerald eye. Robert sat up, concerned. “Too much?”

She wrapped her hands around his neck and pulled him in for a long, melting kiss. Little tears kept falling down her cheeks. “I just love you so fucking much.”

Maria could feel that the answer pleased him. “I love you too, doll.”

That was the last thing she heard before his hand clamped down on her throat again, hard cock shoving inside her cunt, and her mind blinked off with bliss. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


Robert drifted back awake after a few hours. It was late in the evening outside. Beneath him, Natalie obediently suckled at the thick head of his cock. 

Maria was nuzzled against his bare chest, her body naked save for her glamorous heels. A hot trail of shiny dried cum was visible from her abdomen down past her thighs—she made him gush like nothing else. She had been awake for a while, it seemed like, and when she saw him stirring, her smile was cautious and needy.

“You’ll stay, won’t you? With us?”

Even after all her efforts, Maria was still clearly worried about Robert’s intentions. He felt it even despite all her efforts, all her thrills and planned pleasures. Her life and her happiness was still totally contingent on him remaining as powerful as he ever was...and on owning as many women as possible.

All it would take would be for him to think the thought, and her entire mental processes would change. She would forget all about her desire for more power, forget all about her need to see him mighty and cruel.

And yet, that would take the very best part of her away. That simple, needy arrogance; her unflinching willingness to do whatever she needed to make him the most powerful man around because her own ego wouldn’t let her belong to anyone less. 

He kissed her forehead, heart skipping still at the simplicity of being able to perform such an act to such an unimaginable beauty, which a month ago would have been the most ludicrous fantasy imaginable. 

“Of course, love. You provided a very good case.”

“I just love you so much, Robert. I can’t imagine you going off somewhere...being restrained again. It’s anathema to me.”

He stroked her hair, staring deeply into her eyes—those brilliant emerald eyes that would destroy anyone’s will but his own. “We need to form some kind of plan, though.”

“Plan?”

“For the cops.” He considered. “And for Estelle. I’ve been thinking about her threat to take us over. Why not let her? Put her in charge of it, even, until we meet the COO ourselves. And by that time—”

Maria nodded urgently. “By that time, you’ll be in total control of Estelle! Oh Master, I love it!”

“So.” He drummed his fingers across her hard oblique muscles, taut and perfect. “We invite her to the Sunshine Insurance office. Tonight. Tell her that Joslyn is capitulating totally. Have Joslyn tell her that.”

Maria shoved the dozing Joslyn in the face with her foot. “Do you hear that, girl? Master is honoring your name. Pay attention.”

Joslyn’s eyes immediately snapped open. “Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Master. What’s up?”

But Robert continued talking to Maria, as if Joslyn were beneath his attention entirely. Maria felt her cunt pulse at the gesture. “Joslyn tells Estelle to come over, and then we take Estelle. Then, we convince the cops to do as we say.”

“You could take them too, Master. Luciana wants you. I saw it.”

“We convince them. That’s all.” He frowned. “Maybe just a convincing for Estelle, too. This core group...this is good. I know what to expect from the four of you. Too much and it gets unwieldy.”

Maria took his cock in hand, sliding it with quiet, aching urgency. “You only need to order me, Sire. I can take care of the rest of them for you. I enjoy it.”

Robert smiled. She was more of a harem manager than an office manager, wasn’t she?

“Whatever I say, goes. I just haven’t made up my mind yet.”

Her smile indicated that she was fairly certain she knew how she could convince him. But, then another thought seemed to occur to her.

“I’ve been wondering, Sire...do your powers work on yourself?”

Robert had wondered such things in the past. In fact, he was decently certain that he had already used them on himself. Certainly other men didn’t stay hard after having the cum of their life in a supermodel-class beauty. And they weren’t ready to go with an even bigger load just minutes later. But those changes, if in fact they were changes and not just byproducts of his natural proclivity for being a fuckstud alpha male (in biology, if not quite yet in psychology), were subconscious. 

“Don’t you like me as I am?”

She looked shocked. “Of course I do, Master! Have I ever given you reason to doubt?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Don’t worry about that. You’ve always been complimentary.”

Her smile returned. “My point was merely to point out that if you were a bit taller...then I could wear my tallest heels, and still only come up to your chest. And if you were a bit stronger, then you could probably fuck me against the wall for hours and hours. That’s all.”

She said it in such a way that indicated the thought was a passing one, a mere chance inspiration, and not the guided missile of arousal targeted directly at his kinksets that she knew it to be. Robert knew she knew what she had done, and Maria knew that he knew she knew...but this was the game they played. 

He had her slide up to his body, taking her hand and wrapping it around his cock. Instinctively, she began to stroke. 

“Why, Master, you could make your cock bigger right now and just...make it so big that my little, delicate hand wouldn’t even be able to fit all the way around it. You'd have to change my body to accommodate it...so that I could fuck you better than anyone else could.”

That was too much. As she watched, Robert unleashed on himself, growing his cock in her grip until, indeed, her hand couldn’t even fit all the way around it. 

* * * * *
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For a long time, Maria had made an intricate, lovely game of seducing men to the point where they would be willing to do anything for her. She was a qualified expert in bringing them right to that special point of blueballs where their judgment evaporated, and any suggestion she had was taken for gospel—and then she could make that state last for months and months, milking their bank accounts dry. 

It was a fabulous game for her, one that made her feel valued and adored without all that stupid bullshit about love and reciprocation with so-called “men” who obviously didn’t deserve even a fraction of her time. 

And now, once Robert entered her life and revealed his Holy Power to her (she capitalized it in her head now, as she did several terms relating to Him), so much of that teasing and seduction made perfect sense. For example, it had given her a hot sports car to drive around, so she looked like a total fuckqueen in her hot body with a hot car to match, unavailable to anyone but the absolute best Man alive. 

For a more pertinent example, she considered as she waited in the Sunshine Insurance Office late that evening, all those designer clothes and thousand-dollar pieces of lingerie that she had made men buy her made perfect sense now. At the time, she bought them because they were expensive and pretty, and she had loved expensive, pretty things.

Now she knew she had them because she was a decoration—a feast for the eyes to be truly enjoyed only by her Master. 

Her outfit was amazing. She wore an expensive green gown with a long scooping neckline layered with priceless emerald stones. It had a wide slit on one side, exposing the entirety of one flawless leg and nearly all the way up to her sopping wet cunt, covered again in emerald-encrusted silk panties. Black diamonds shined on her ears, her wrists, her six-inch tall heels. Her gloves, sparkling green, wrapped all the way up to her elbows. She was a queen, an empress, a goddess, and she very much looked the part. 

All of her countenance, her expression, her attitude bespoke her exclusivity, her arrogance, her ability to be beyond anyone but Robert. 

Estelle strolled through the door thirty minutes after the agreed-upon time. She wore a tight gray pantsuit. Following after her were the still rather dazed-looking of Sheriff Hanson and Deputy Luciana, a smattering of hopeful lust in her eyes.. 

Maria, Robert, and company had arrived an hour before, getting everything ready. The inside of the office was cleared out, like a classroom preparing for a circle discussion. All the cubicles and tables had been pushed away to make room for a wide, open area. If Maria knew anything, it was that presentation was everything. Robert waited in the office, with Natalie obediently slurping his cock, while Maria waited to greet to their guests. 

Natalie had on a gown of her own, sparkling white and dripping with deep flawless diamonds. It was just a little less expensive than Maria's—which was, naturally, the point. Her white leather-gloved hands couldn't make it all the way around Master's cock either, and in fact had a harder time of it than Maria's. 

Estelle eyed Maria up and down, clearly hoping that there was some flaw she could tear down in the woman’s appearance. But even in the extravagant gown, Maria didn’t look whorish. Simply elegant, beautiful, and perfect. 

As always, Maria noted. 

“What’s this all about?” Estelle asked. “Where’s Joslyn? She told me she wanted to settle things for good.”

“I’m right here,” said Joslyn. 

The police and Estelle had approached Maria quickly in the middle of the office, summoned simply by the beauty of her presence. That allowed Quinn and Joslyn to emerge easily from their hiding space behind a rearranged cubicle and lock the front door. Sheriff Hanson’s hand immediately went to his gun.

“You open that door right now, or I draw.”

“Oh, dear,” said Maria, “don’t do that.”

She took Hanson by the sleeve and guided his eyes to hers. With all the power at her disposal, power given to her by her Lord and Master, she focused on bending Hanson to her will completely with her hypnotic gaze. His gun fell to the floor, and his eyes quickly glazed over.

“What are you doing?” said Estelle. “What the hell is happening? Stop looking at her. Deputy, do something!”

But Luciana was transfixed too. Robert had shown himself at the door of Joslyn’s former office, his pants undone and his wet cock hanging out. He crooked a finger and she walked forward, mouth hanging open with drool quickly slobbering down. Joslyn and Quinn snuck up behind her and undid her gunbelt, but the sneaking was hardly necessary. She was totally gone, obsessed now with the sight of the mammoth, mouthwet cock of her newest crush. 

In short order, Luciana was tied to a chair. She only started to squirm when Robert’s cock faded from view, but by that time it was too late. She was tied firm to the chair. A lusty stain appeared on the front of her pants. 

“Miles?” she asked, her thoughts returning to her. “Miles, you have to...you have to stop looking at her!”

She was talking to the sheriff about Maria, of course, and the effortless manner in which the dark-haired succubus had completely entranced Luciana’s husband. He slowly took off all his clothes, leaving himself in his underwear, and then used his own handcuffs to attach himself to the radiator. It was cold outside, and the radiator blaring hot, but he nestled against anyway. It would probably leave a long, vicious burn along his skin.

But all that mattered to him anymore was obeying Maria—and she had no qualms whatsoever about hurting this man who had threatened her God.

“Bring her in with me,” said Robert, pointing at Estelle. 

The terrified businesswoman, realizing suddenly she was in the company of deities, hardly struggled as Quinn and Joslyn hooked her by the arms and dumped her down into the office. Maria strutted forward, hoping to watch, but Robert shut the door on her and everyone else, shoving out Natalie at the same time. 

Maria pouted, but of course she would do nothing to defy him. He was her Master, and he always knew best. 

Besides, sweet man that he was, he had left the window open for her and the other girls to watch. 

* * * * * 
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They were in the office, alone. He had placed his cock back in his pants, head full of thoughts.

Robert wasn’t sure exactly why he wanted to be alone with her. Perhaps he just wanted some final sounding board—a chance for redemption. A chance to see if this was really the task he was made for. Estelle, ever the savvy negotiator, seemed to sense this innately. 

“Y-you don’t have to do this,” said Estelle. “Not to me. I can leave. Disappear. Be gone, forever.”

“You’ll say something,” he shook his head. “To someone. Word will get out. I can’t allow that.”

“You can allow anything. Anything.” Estelle took several deep breaths. “You’re powerful right? So...so very powerful.” A sheen of lust was very evident on her face. Even in her terror of the realization of what was happening, she could not stop Robert’s pheromones from working their magic on her body. “Show me your power the right way. Show me that you have mercy.”

“I’ve been thinking for a long, long time about this,” he shook his head. “I go back and forth, back and forth. I have these powers, okay? You’ve seen what I can do. Hell, I’m doing it to you right now without even trying. That’s why you’re so turned on by me, aren’t you?”

Estelle’s brow was coated with sweat. She nodded. “Yes.”

Her voice was weak, stuttery. She was a fine looking woman and it was harder and harder for Robert not to notice. All she would need would be a little dose of the “Joslyn” treatment. Not the big tits—let Joslyn keep those unique for a while. But the reversal of the aging process. Adding a little bit of plumpness in all the right places, and tone and firmness everywhere. 

Youth. Beauty. Immortality. He could offer it to Estelle...or he could just make her take it. 

“Why do I have them if not to use them? Why should I be above my nature?”

“Because it’s wrong. You can’t just...just decide what people should live like just because it-it-i-i-it turns you on!”

“Why not? You decide things for people every day. You pay bills, put money in pockets, take money out of other pockets. Politicians sit in big offices and decide our lives without any say-so from us. Men in suits decide what laws get passed and what don’t and there’s nothing anybody can do about any of it. That’s their nature.”

“And that’s wrong too. There has to be...has to be accountability.”

“But not provided by them. You see? You don’t expect them to be accountable.” He smiled. It made Estelle blush deep red. “You expect some other force, some other body to take care of it for them. There’s no incentive for the powerful to stop being powerful. Just because it’s wrong or you think it might not feel good. That’s your fucking problem, isn’t it?”

Estelle gulped. “You sound like you’ve made up your mind already.”

“I tell you what.” He unzipped his pants and drew out his thick, long cock. It was half-hard already and wet with precum. “You don’t want this cock?”

She gulped and shook her head, struggling not to look. But the smell of it got to her, little tendrils of drool slowly leaking out from her lips. 

“You really don’t want this cock?” he said.

She shook her head once more.

“What about now?” 

Robert concentrated, and his cock slowly grew before her eyes. It remained half-hard as before, but its actual girth and length grew nonetheless. His power in action. He enjoyed watching her amazement as it got hard, how big her sea blue eyes became. 

“F-fuck,” she let out a soft little moan. 

“How long has it been since you’ve been fucked properly, Estelle? How long since a man has taken you under his reign and dominated your pussy like you need?”

“Nnh...” 

He concentrated again, and his cock expanded, becoming thicker, longer. And at the same time, the rest of him changed. He was prepared after his speech to expend all of his power—but not on Estelle.

It occurred to him that Maria would want to watch this. He turned to the window and smiled. “I know you’re watching, darling. Come in. I want you to watch me with your mouth on me.”

It was all he had to say. She came in eagerly, crawling toward him with utter worship in her eyes, and in seconds, Maria's incomparable mouth was on his cock, quickly taking all of him down her throat.

“Here it comes,” said Robert, gathering his power.

Like before with the others, his slaves, he formed a picture in his mind of what he wanted to change, the result that he wanted to achieve. It seemed simple now, natural. He wondered why he hadn't done it before. His muscles expanded rapidly, tearing through his shirt as he reformed his entire torso into a marble-hard slab of titanic strength. 

Was this enough?

Maria’s eyes, filled with overwhelmed bliss as she slurped down his hardened oversized cock, tightening her esophagus on his long rod, gave him all the answer he needed. 

More. He deserved more.

Strength filled him. Coursed through him. He rapidly eclipsed seven feet, his biceps easily larger than melons. His deltoids like small boulders. Taking a hold of Maria’s skull, he shifted his features, looking deep into her mind for the picture of the ideal vision of handsomeness. His face remained, but the details were all sharpened—cheekbones just so, his nose regal and strong, his hair just a tad thicker and taller. 

He could feel his cock getting longer still, but her body beneath him adapting to it. She would always, from then on, be the most perfectly suited to his cock, his body, his love. She, the first in everything, his First Slave, his Premiere Servant. Her throat muscles molded to his meat, a period of several swift changes to her insides making her function more efficiently for suckling, swallowing, and serving his cock than she ever would be for consuming food. Which was useful, as her diet was rapidly transformed to only require his cum for nourishment. His precum gushed down into her belly, thick and white and dense like syrup, capable of choking a lesser woman.

But not her. Never her. 

He drove into her mouth, fucking her ever harder and harder, pinning her to the floor with with the force of his motion. He could see, beneath her, where the floor was cracking and breaking, wood tearing upward to reveal the concrete below—and even that was beginning to break and bend. 

But Maria could take it. She reveled in it. Not harmed. Not even bruised—simply exalting in his unstoppable force used on her. As he fucked her mouth, the mouth of his Favorite, he grew in power. And the more he grew in power, the more he exercised that power exclusively on her. 

His control over his own orgasm was complete. Doubt had left him, evaporated like a shadow under the sun of his new understanding. He decided to come, and so he came—a great flood of his supernatural seed emptying out into her belly. It permeated her entire being, sparking a chain reaction of orgasms that would not end for years. Her body was permanently high on bliss, permanently adapted to be riding on waves of orgasm during the entirety of her existence to her Master. 

She deserved such pleasure for showing him what he truly was. 

He slid out from her twitching body, enjoying the sight of her body quivering so from his product. Soon, she would recover—quicker than woman could—and she would be at his side once more. 

But there was more to take care of. Robert approached Estelle, his cock dripping down thick globs of cum that could fill tea cups—and that was what was left over. 

“You really sure you don’t want this cock?”

Her mouth quivered in longing. There weren’t even words left in her lust-overloaded head anymore. 

“Mmhhh!” she moaned. “Nnnnmm!”

“You’ve been a real bitch to my girl Joslyn,” he said. “So I tell you what. I’m going to see how good you can be. If you can handle some of my cum, I’ll let you take the rest.”

Quickly, his hand filled with his cum. With a grin, he wiped it down Estelle’s face, slathering her in it.

She fell to the ground, quaking in orgasm. This is what his cum did now—what he had made his cum do. Robert watched as her body became younger before his eyes—fitter, healthier, bustier. Longer hair, sexier face, everything he liked. A few more shots of his new and improved cum, and she would be everything he knew he deserved in a footstool beneath his royal throne.

“That’s so hot, Master,” Maria moaned.

He smirked at his slavebride, already recovered and sliding against his arm once more. Her hands ran worshipfully up and down his new body, eventually resting on his thick, veiny bicep. She kissed and massaged the perfectly cut muscle, thighs mincing as her body continued to shake with waves of pleasure. 

“So perfect,” she whispered, tracing her fingers along his torso. “So perfect.”

She would have been able to own any country in the world at this point, such was her beauty—such was how he had transformed her. And yet her only allegiance was to her living God. 

The two of them looked at Luciana, still bound right outside the door. She was shaking with lust, her tied hands desperately trying to get to her cunt. 

“Now, you,” Robert said with a grin. 

He broke the chair apart with barely an effort. It was made of solid steel, but it crumbled like rice paper beneath his titanic grip. In seconds he had Luciana's clothes torn off—they were unneeded. She would have to earn the right to wear clothes from now on. 

“I should have known,” Luciana crooned. “I should have known...I should have been worshiping, I should have known...”

Robert kept her hands bound—a mercy. He remembered that she liked that. And even if she didn't, he enjoyed the idea of her liking it, and now Luciana melted inside as his cock approached her bare pussy and her hands remained bound behind her back. 

“I'm so sorry I didn't...” Luciana babbled. “So sorry. So sorry. I'm so sorry, so sorry, so sorry, I'm...oh, oh fuck yes my King yes!”

His cock entered her completely—the massive tip barely fitting inside. With rapid concentration and practiced ease, he changed her as he entered her so that her cunt could handle all of him almost as well as Maria could. 

She was a real looker, that was for certain. And just like with Maria, it was always easier to change the beautiful ones to his liking. She would be a favored girl, a lap girl, someone he fucked on the regular like Natalie. At least, until someone better came around.

Maria slid on Robert's body, taking her usual place. She melded there like hot wax sliding down a candle. 

“Fuck her sir!” Maria cried. 

He knew her cunt hadn’t stopped pounding with blissful orgasms since he’d changed. He had made sure of it, in fact. She would stop cumming when he let her...but her mind would still be intact the entire time. 

If there was anything Robert loved more than anything else, it was hearing all the evil shit that came out of her mouth...and Maria knew it.

“Fuck her, baby,” Maria moaned, watching Robert's cock slide in and out of Luciana's tight cunt. “Oh Master, oh Daddy, fuck her.”

Robert shot her a look, unrestrained lust on his face. 

“You like that, Daddy? What if you were my Daddy? You can make me believe it. You can make me believe anything. Just like you can make Luciana here believe she’s my sister. Maybe an older sister of Natalie and mine? And you fuck all of us because our Daddy deserves his little girls’ cunts whenever he wants. Isn’t that hot, just thinking about it?”

It clearly was. Robert was fucking Luciana harder now than he’d ever fucked anyone—harder, truly, than anyone had ever fucked anyone. If he hadn’t reinforced the Latina's bones and her muscles, she might have been annihilated by now. 

The changes started happening almost without him willing them—but only almost. He wanted to hear that name, that term, from all his girls from now on. A wonderful addition to his nomenclature. He wanted to be every kind of male to them. Every step on the ladder of patriarchy owning their cunts.

“D-daddy!” Luciana moaned, staring up at Robert now with sudden recognition. 

He wasn't, of course. But that was what she believed now. The man above her was the one who had raised her, who was responsible for her creation...and now he was fucking the daylights from her mind. 

“Oh g-god, Daddy, you're so big inside me!” 

He knew he was. Maria's face was full of wicked ecstasy. Her body, holding on to his, meant that the same change that Luciana felt was felt by her as well. 

“Get her pregnant, Daddy!”

“Yes, Daddy!” Luciana moaned. “Oh fuck, Daddy! Daddy Master! My Daddy God please! Please get me preggo please!”

“Breed that little cunt,” Maria urged. “Make her yours. Leave no doubt, Daddy. Breed a fucking litter in her, please!”

All this talk of pregnancy, breeding, it was too much. Robert erupted inside her. His cum filled the tight young cunt of Luciana, spilling outward. He pulled out and grabbed the nearest wet, warm hole—Luciana's mouth, and continued to cum, pouring down her throat like a broken hose. 

His cum went everywhere, covering all of Luciana in a hot white, wet suit of the stuff. It glistened on her skin for several moments—nearly a minute—before finally it began to be absorbed inside of her. As the cum disappeared, Luciana's beauty increased a hundredfold. Her hair longer, breasts bigger and more gravity-defying, legs longer. She truly looked like Natalie and Maria's older sister. 

Finally, Robert, stooped down to his knees, pulling Maria and Luciana close. His long cock was half-hard in front of him, and both girls kissed and admired his muscles while tracing their gentle fingers over the thick surface of his meat. 

Quinn and Joslyn had entered after the fray. Both busty beauties crawled forward, Joslyn taking special care to grind her heels for a little while on Estelle's twitching body. The rival businesswoman was still a little come-and-go after the heavy dose of Robert's cum. He didn't know if she would live or not, and he didn't care. If a woman couldn't survive his touch, his cum, she didn't deserve to live. 

Joslyn and Quinn both tried to make a pass at cleaning Robert's cock. But Natalie made up the ground from behind them, trotting quickly forward in her tiny tight outfit, and pushed them out of the way. Luciana and Maria, smiling at the arrogant gesture, both kicked Joslyn and Quinn back as well, and then all three of his Favorite girls were on their knees before him, arrogant faces haughtily showing off to the other slaves how best to clean Master's cock.

He leaned back and sighed, eventually pulling Maria up so she could watch the other two work. Robert liked hearing her ideas about who should be doing what while he was pleasured. 

* * * * * 
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Maria loved her life. 

She was the Supreme Queen, the Number One Girl, the First Slave, the Mega Bitch, the Dream Empress, and of course, her favorite title, Master’s Favorite. 

In Robert’s expansive office suite, she sat on his lap as he inspected the latest batch of recruits that had been brought in. Her gloved hand openly stroked his cock. She wore a tight lingerie skirt that didn’t even bother to cover her ass, eagerly attending the brilliant curves of her heart-shaped phenomenon of a behind. The majestic bronze curves of that divine sight were matched only by the rest of her body, similarly clad in smoky dark lingerie with red trim. Tight stockings leading into six-inch heeled platform ballet shoes. Suede gloves with ruby buttons attending her hands, wrists, forearms, and elbows. 

Her bra was encrusted with heavy jewels, the product of an annual fashion company’s runway show that no one was supposed to afford. She now possessed more than fifteen of the dream bras, each of them worth more than a million dollars.

Robert had bought her every one. Money was easy to come by for him. To stretch out his enjoyment, he was only giving them to her a month at a time. This was the third one. She looked spectacular in it, of course—better than any of those models would have or did. 

She had tested it out—some of those models had ended up in Robert’s employ, thanks to a few tactfully planned vacations over the past several months to some beach fronts where they were shooting for their summer swimsuit magazine. Maria and the other models had lingerie contests for Robert’s enjoyment...and Maria always won. Those who made a good showing were placed high in the slave hierarchy.

Her victory was never in doubt; but even if she were to lose, she would adore the thought of someone even better than her (a thought almost blasphemous) of joining with her glorious Master. 

Of course, not a single one of the jewels were as brilliant as her emerald eyes, shining with complete devotion to the God that her Master had become. 

The girls who entered his office had seen Maria on Robert’s lap immediately. He had made no effort to hide his total domination of the beautiful, haughty Goddess. As she stroked his cock, slippery and slow, she cast an arrogant sneer toward the new crop, as if to say, “Surely, you don’t think even all three could be as good to you as I can?”

And Maria knew that her darling Robert did not think such nonsense. She was beyond mere mortal women. She was Master’s Favorite, and no amount of normal women could ever match that.

“Kneel,” said Robert, voice booming. 

Just the sound of his voice was enough to make a hot, sweet little orgasm ripple through Maria’s body. She kissed the side of his face, and when he turned, kissed him full on, whispering soft love notes to him that promised her eternal devotion.

Were she to walk in the street, Maria would be likely to cause traffic accidents on every stretch of the road she strutted besides. If she, god forbid, walked into a dam or a nuclear reactor, there would be a worldwide catastrophe. Her beauty was not just distracting, it was absolute. It commanded.

And Robert absolutely commanded her. 

Sometimes he was her Father. Sometimes he was her Big Brother. Sometimes he was her Husband. Sometimes he made her forget about him altogether, just so she could be taken again for the first time. Every new game they played was more erotic than the last. 

These new girls belonged to Robert and his campaign. They had since they walked into the building downstairs. Their arousal spiked at first, seeing the immodestly dressed interns on the first floor, all beautiful young women. Short skirts and tight tops galore, even for their manager Quinn. As they got on the elevator up, their wills began to erode. 

His presence was fighting a battle in the building that their souls didn’t even know was possible, and it was winning. On the top floor, the population was entirely lingerie-clad beauties, but the three recruits were too turned on to care. Competitiveness between them ramped up—they had to work here! They had to feel this way again—forever! They had to be good enough!

When they entered the office, Maria knew, they realized right away they looked at the man of their dreams. One had been a lesbian. One wasn't even sure she liked sex. It didn’t matter anymore. Nothing mattered except for their new Master's cock. 

The Mayoral election was approaching. He needed fighters. He needed women who would quit at nothing to please him. All three were beautiful, but only one would serve. 

“Make them deserve it...please?” Maria asked, an evil glint in her eye. “Make them each audition for the right to serve you?”

Auditions were standard practice now. Each girl would worship at the temple of their new God's cock. Those found wanting would be alone, forever, knowing they had tasted greatness and never be satisfied with another's touch for all their lives. 

“Come,” Robert beckoned. “Let me touch you and show you the light.”

The women approached the man of their dreams, and though they did not know it yet, they approached their Master, their King, their God, and the rest of their lives. 

Maria continued to stroke him, cooing worship in his ear, urging him to show these new girls just how dominant he could be.

# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Reversal of Fortune
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Avelyn pushes the bedroom door open, banging it against the stopper and startling me awake. It’s four in the morning and there’s a weird stench in the air—something like sulfur and musk. The sun shouldn’t be up for another couple of hours. All the same, there’s a strange red glow coming from behind her, lighting up her gorgeously toned form from behind and highlighting her ridiculously sensual silhouette. 

“I need your cock.”

I’m shocked. She’s never talked to me like this. She stalks onto the bed, naked except for a tiny white shirt. The luscious, firm shape of her hard nipples push through the flimsy cloth. 

“What?”

“Your cock. I need it in me. I need to finish.”

Her voice is husky, almost like a porn star’s. I’m guessing she’s been toying with herself already—without me, of course—and got so turned on that she thought it would be a good idea to fuck her husband. 

It’s a little insulting that she’s using me as little more than a masturbatory tool. And it’s a little presumptuous of her to think that she could get me hard and ready just by asking...but only a little. 

You see, I have this insane problem—my wife is just incredibly hot. 

I thought I had hit the jackpot when I met her, and then when I dated her, and then again when she married me. Several years younger than my own middle-aged self, she’s in her mid-twenties and is ultra-fit with the body of some eighteen-year-old hyper-athletic gymnast: perfectly toned in every single place and not a drop of unnecessary fat. 

Pilates, yoga, ballet—she does it all, and constantly. Physical movement seems to be one of the only things that will ease her anxiety, and she has a lot of it. Her hair is thick and a deep, lush chestnut brown, and though her tits are on the smaller side, they are perfectly plump and easily handfuls in my big hands. 

So what’s the problem? 

I mean, besides everything, you mean?

Six months into our relationship, it all went to shit in the intimacy department. I thought getting married would help, and it did for like two weeks, and then it was shit again. 

I don’t know how or why, and she won’t talk to me about it, but she’s built up this weird ball of fear and revulsion at being touched. Not just by me—but by anyone. 

Given her ridiculous body and overall hotness, and our wide age gap, I would have thought she was having an affair. But these fears were basically laid to rest after the several conversations I’ve had with a series of her yoga instructors. They tried to correct her downward dogs or cobras or half moon, and all of a sudden she’d be a total mess, an inconsolable mess of shuddering convulsions. 

I was already convinced her revulsion was real, but that stuff sealed the deal. 

She’s seen psychiatrists, she’s read ten thousand self-help books, she’s been in therapy, all of it. None of it helped much. There’s an emotional hole in her that would rival the Marianas Trench. 

Our love became a cold, hard, lump of a thing. Maybe think like a bar of hardened steel. Still there, and still reliable, but completely exhausted of any energy and not going to transform anytime soon without some kind of intense, targeted heat. 

So now—the dead of night. Her cunt so hot I can feel the heat sliding in waves over the sheets. Her body slick with sweat and her own juices. The tiny shirt she’s wearing sheer from her own moisture. The little gasps coming out of her gorgeous, museum-worthy lips as she slides over my body. 

All this, after everything I’ve seen out of her?

Or rather, after the nothing I’ve seen out of her?

Having my gorgeous wife beg for my cock out of the blue? Basically demanding it?

I’d be insulted if I hadn’t dreamed of this so much. 

And yet, even so—I’m no superman. Just because my dream is coming true doesn’t mean I’m hard—the harsh facts of reality when you’re not eighteen anymore. I've got a mortgage and a previously failed marriage and a mile-long sheet of credit card debt and I need a little time to work myself up, dammit. 

And, fuck it, I wanted to gamble a little. 

She slides on top of my waist. Dragging her naked, soaking cunt across my boxer briefs. They’re immediately soaked themselves, her juices urging me to stiffness from their comforting, welcoming warmth. 

“Give it to me...” she groans. Almost grunting. “Need it. Need the cock...”

God, she’s so small. I’m not that big myself, and she’s quite tall, but despite that, her lusciously hard ass barely reaches the half-way point of my thighs on either side. I take her and slide her underneath me and slip down between her legs. 

“Let me lick you first, Avelyn.”

I use her first name even though she far prefers her middle name, Claire. I always use it when I’m more serious, and I’ve always had fantasies of using it in moments like this—times of deep intimacy and half-awake longing and touching.

“What?”

She shakes her head. “No, it’s your cock, I need it, you don’t understand, give me your cock...”

“I want to lick your pussy, Avelyn.”

I’m already between her legs and—though she still begs confusion—she opens up her thighs easily enough before wrapping them quickly around my head once again once I probe the area with a kiss. 

“Oh fuck, that’s too good,” she moans, hips thrusting up into my face. “O-okay, yes, do it, do it fast, and then cooooock...”

Her voice trails off as I start licking. Her hips, perhaps subconsciously, continue to pump up into my face as I fall into a familiar rhythm. Like riding a bike. It’s been a long time, but my tongue still knows the geography, every fold and crevice and the almighty bump.

“Fuck, I can’t cum, I can’t cum,  I can’t—don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop—"  

Her entire body feels like it lifts in the air, almost like she’s levitating around me. Every muscle twitches and spasms and she screams in exultant, delirious ecstasy as she cums—and then she cums again, and again, and again in quick succession. My eyes are closed, but for a moment, I can swear I sense fireworks in the room. Everything turns bright red. I hear her fall to the bed, she’s thumping so hard. 

I’m completely surprised and rock fucking hard. I’ve never felt so powerful or in control of her. Every lick seems like it’s another cum. Of course I’d heard of women chaining orgasms together, but Avelyn had never been the kind to do it.

“The king...” she groans, her voice wrapped inside a new sultry glory that makes my hard cock throb precum. “You are the king...the king...”

I’m humping the sheets covered in her slickness as I lick her now, unable to stop myself. She’s so fucking warm underneath me. It’s like her temperature has doubled somehow. I lose track of time, licking, licking, licking—and feeling her cum, cum, cum...

I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. My brain turns off. I’m the happiest I’ve ever been. 

Finally, she tugs at my head, pulling me away from her cunt entirely. Her strength surprises me; those classes are really working for her. 

“I-inside me.” Her moan sounds like a thousand aching voices all at once. “Inside. Please. Now!”

I’m not going to argue. I climb upward—shocked when she passionately kisses me, moaning at the taste of her own wet pussy in her mouth. I enter her easily—I’ve made her so completely wet—and quickly slide her knees up under my chest. 

She cums. Again. 

“K-king!” She bites my chin, sucks my tongue. “My king!”

She’s always hated this position. Mating position. Breeding position. But I figure I’ve got her exactly where I’ve always wanted her, so why not try for more?

The way she looks at me as I push into her once more sells me on our entire relationship. Yesterday we were on the rocks, prepping for a vacation that I was sure would end in our divorce. Today, so long as she looks at me like that once in a while, I’m in this for life.

God, I want to breed her. She’s so obviously perfectly fertile. Her knees drawn up against my chest, my entire weight pumping down inside her, my hands not able to stop grabbing and pinching at her tits, her back, her ass. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan, looking down at her. The way she’s looking at me. Like I’m really her king. “I love you.”

“Oh yesss...” she nods. Somehow she’s thrusting her hips up toward me even as I have her completely pinned. “That is what this is. Love. Love.”

“I love you,’ I say again. 

“Yes, yes, I love you, yes...” 

Around us, I feel the heat grow. This is such a hot moment for me. The crazy red light seems to flicker, like a fire about to go out and burning at its final piece of fuel. Something clatters in the room, and then something else. I hear what might almost be footsteps, only they sound wrong. I try to look around, a little concerned, but Avelyn grabs me and I can’t help but melt as I see the total adoration in her eyes. 

“Finish it?” 

It’s begging. She’s begging me. 

“Finish it, now. The time draws near. You must finish, you must finish inside me...”

Her voice drifts off into hot, guttural noises that sounds almost like she’s speaking in tongues. I can’t explain it, but I don’t want to—the sound of it is like some binaural audio ASMR hooked up to headphones placed directly on my brain. And all the while, she’s looking at me in that way—that perfect loving adoring way—and I cum harder than I can ever remember. 

I cum in my wife. 



* * * * *
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So yeah, at the time, I was surprised by Avelyn’s attention. 

She had always been gorgeous, but incredibly cold. I felt all the time like she was just waiting for the right time to drop me out of her life. It shocked me when she agreed to marry me—and shocked me even more when she never seemed excited by it. She insisted that we get hitched in a courthouse, no ceremony, no family, and almost no witnesses. It wasn’t hard to get the sense that she was ashamed of me. I thought it was because of our age difference, with me almost fifteen years her senior. 

Of course, she said it was because she didn’t like her family—she wanted to separate from them entirely, and I always took her cold and reserved nature as something like proof that she hadn’t been loved enough when she was young. 

When I was still trying to fix everything, I had read books on emotionally neglectful parents, on learning the emotional cycle of pushing and pulling, on being a partner for someone who was abused—it all helped, sort of. Imagine trying to fill an ocean one bucket of water at a time from a faucet across town. At the end of the day, my wife was still mentally and spiritually frigid when it came to the bedroom. We’d had sex, of course, but it was deeply functional. Band-aid sex, as I came to think of it. 

Strange bumps? Weird lights? Shit, who says it doesn’t happen when you finally for-real make love with the woman you fell in love with over three years before?

She had been like nothing I had ever experienced her before—wanton, lush, full of mirth and seduction and need. Normally, she wouldn’t even have let me touch her pussy. No wonder I ate her out for so long. She told me later it was close to an hour.

That wasn’t the only reason her attention surprised me. We’d had a terrific fight—another fight after a series of terrific fights—earlier that day. 

I own and operate a shipping logistics business. You know how packages get to you? We figure out the best routes to make it happen for the most profit, in a nutshell. It’s not sexy, but it’s lucrative. All the same, I’ve got a young hot wife with broken insides, and outside of endless workouts, she found her dopamine rush from shopping. 

Gadgets, appliances, cars. She bought three new washer and dryer sets in a matter of three months at one point. She also broke them, so we couldn’t sell them. Automatic blinds. Holographic screens. Sports cars with drink dispensers. All that dumb shit.  

Her spending was out of control, and after a thousand broken agreements and arrangements and constructions to try and fix it, I lost my own sense of self-regulation and my spending went crazy too. I lost myself in my hobbies, particularly in expensive crafted miniatures to paint and model old historical scenes—anything to distract myself from the dissolution of our union. I don’t know if I spent more than her, but I sure as hell did try. 

Ultimately though, it was about the same old stuff that goes wrong in any marriage—just communication and intimacy. I honestly don’t know if I would mind all her spending if she would just let me know what was happening. That the numbers of our budget were “good” was not nearly as important as those numbers being accurate. 

All this led to a lot of lying on our taxes. A couple of phantom employees who pulled crazy salaries that just went to my and Avelyn’s spending. I always figured—what the hell? Why would anyone come after me? My business isn’t that big. I pay some taxes, just not technically “all” of them. What’s the big deal?

It’s funny how, when you get that stupid plain letter that says you’re being audited, all of a sudden you’re pretty sure you can travel in time? Like you can take back all the dumb lies you’ve sent to the government. 

Anyway, the auditor, June Crowley—or Miss Crowley, as she insisted on being called, even though I was easily fifteen years her senior—showed up at my office during the day that preceded the night in which Avelyn and I fucked each other’s brains out. 

At first, seeing Crowley walk in my office, I thought it was my lucky day. Gorgeous young blonde with a killer smile and a great rack, wearing a dark sea blue skirt suit with tall, designer heels?

She’s an absolutely stunning sexbomb of a woman; I have no idea why she’s working as an auditor. It doesn’t help that she’s supremely good at getting me to tell her the truth because she’s a sexbomb; I can’t help myself. I’m just a sucker for gorgeous women. 

Shortly after arriving in the office, she sat down in front of my desk, her white, button-up blouse barely containing her enormous tits. I have no idea how tits as big as hers aren’t constantly leaking milk or how they also seem to defy gravity with their natural bounciness. 

“You’ve done well for yourself, Mr. Marlowe.” 

She smiles. It’s very officious. Practiced. 

“I like to think I’ve done better for my employees.”

“Oh yes. Particularly, oh...” she makes a show of rifling through her notes. “Yes. Someone named John Joe Brown? Is he here?”

I’m not great with names. 

“I’d have to check. We employ a lot of people.”

She looks around. “Your office isn’t that big, Mr. Marlowe.”

“There’s remote workers, you know. We try to let people stay at home if they want. It’s actually really increased productivity, and—”

“—It’s very progressive of you, I’m sure. And Susan Suzington?”

“Sorry?”

“Susan Suzington. Is she also working remotely?”

I make a face. “It’s perfectly possible. She might be sick.”

“In any case, I’ll have to speak with them. And I’ll need to see their receipts. They have a lot of business expenses. Pretty much the entire sum of their salary! Isn’t that interesting? I would think you’d want to know exactly where they were so they weren’t off spending all your money.”

I twitch a little. “It’s the company’s money.”

Her smile turns conspiratorial. “Really? You wouldn’t ever take any money for yourself?”

“Profits go back into the company and the workers.”

“Workers like John Joe...and Susan. Who are real.”

“I’m sure they’ll be able to talk to you.” I had to get out of this conversation. “Tomorrow.”

“At your home?”

“My home?”

“I need to see your receipts. You also have a lot of business expenses. Unless...you keep the receipts here?”

“No.” I’m sweating so much, christ. “No. They’re at home.”

“Yes.” She stands up. “I thought so. Cheaters always keep them private. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She walked out, and when she turned back to watch me watching her, I knew she knew I was enjoying the view despite everything. 

So, later that evening, Avelyn had the kind of fight you might expect when a couple’s financial ruin is incumbent. And later still that evening, when Avelyn wanted to fuck—on top of everything else—a wild hope took me. Maybe everything doesn’t suck now. 



* * * * *
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The morning after Avelyn and I bang so beautifully, I wake up alone in the bed. Right away, I’m feeling the familiar pangs of rejection, knowing-without-knowing that it’s happening again. 

We come together, then we push apart, like moons in a terrible orbit around the same planet. The clock’s red numbers read nine am—the meeting with Crowley is at eleven. 

All the fucking in the world can’t stop the brutal reality of my shit finances. At this point, our balances hitting zero would be an improvement. 

Sighing, I get up, shower, and start getting dressed. I always look discerningly at my reflection. 

Hitting middle-age has meant I’ve had to forego a lot of my old treats. No more pizza every weekend or Hamburger Hump Day. I’ve got a dad bod all the same, big arms and heavy muscle-gut, even though Avelyn basically laughed away my desire to have kids. 

Halfway dressed, in boxer briefs and socks, I turn around to see Avelyn at the door openly touching herself to the sight of me. She’s wearing knee-socks and underwear and that’s it. I didn’t even know she had knee socks. Her face is pure lust.

“Keep going.” Her eyes sparkle. “I like watching you move.”

This is not what I was expecting. If anything, I didn’t really expect to hear from her until very late tonight and even then only about something related to a weekend plan about watching some reality show without me. 

Stunned, I stop entirely. She shrugs beautifully and struts toward me, hungry. 

“Listen, Claire...”

“Call me Avelyn.” She smiles. “I like that name better.”

Weird. She always insisted on Claire before, even though I always loved the name Avelyn. But, whatever, she just gave me the fuck of a lifetime. I’m happy to accommodate her. 

“Avelyn. Can we talk?”

Instead, she wraps her arms around my neck like a lovesick teenager and kisses me firmly, sliding her tongue across my lips and then pushing through to mine. Her moan is exultant; if I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she was cumming. 

Hell, I might not know better—she’s shivering and groaning and grinding her cunt into my crotch and it is wet. 

“Will you fuck me again soon?” she asks. “Maybe you’ll lick me again? Is that what you want to talk about?”

“I...shit.”

It all of a sudden seems very much like that’s what I should be talking about.

“I think you got me pregnant, but I’m not positive,” she whispers in my ear. “I’d love for you to try again?”

Her hand finds my stiffening cock and she lets out a delighted little gasp that melts my heart. 

“Such a king...”

“I mean—I can’t—I...we’ve got...”

My blubbering isn’t helped at all by the way she’s squeezing my cock through my briefs. How is she so good at that all of a sudden? How does she know it’s exactly the kind of gesture that turns me on, that makes me feel so completely close to her? 

My thoughts race. Is there time? I could fuck her quickly, but I want it to last for days. Is this real? Is she going to change her mind in a few minutes like she has before? I wish this was happening on any other day but today. 

“You could get me so pregnant, I bet.” She smiles, then leans in and bites my chin. I melt. “Your seed felt so virile inside of me this morning. I need to feel it again.”

My response is just more blubbering. Is this my wife?

“Only...I want to buy some lingerie. There isn’t any in my drawers. Isn’t that strange?”

Strange? She had always refused to buy anything sexier than a pair of Target-brand panties, saying it was too misogynistic to do otherwise. She would have bought granny panties if she could find them easier. 

“Will you stay hard for me while I’m gone? I want to shop for a little while.” She kisses me again, gripping my cock hard through my pants. “Please? I promise to get the nice kind. I want to make myself so beautiful for you.”

“I have...” I groan as she squeezes me again. What I’d give to just be able to do what she wants right now. “I have that meeting. With the auditor.”

“Auditor?”

It’s like she has no idea what I’m talking about sometimes. 

“We’ve talked about this. They’re going to fuck us.”

“Of course. Who wouldn’t want to fuck you? You’re terrific at it.”

I blush; I’ve never heard her compliment me like that before, and I love it.

“I mean financially. We’ve been lying on our taxes, remember? We’re going to be out of money soon?”

“All your material needs will be taken care of. That’s part of the deal. We made a pact. Just let me keep fucking you, okay? I promise I’ll take care of you.”

She gives me another sizzling, knee-melting kiss, and then she’s gone before I can say anything about how right now is the worst possible time for her to go buy expensive lingerie. 






* * * * *
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I hadn’t really intended to stay hard for Avelyn—I mean, who the hell could? But even so, I’m still stiff as a fucking board when Miss Crowley arrives.

She wears a peach-colored suit this time with a paisley blue blouse. Another skirt, this one just hitting her knees. Her skin is sensuously smooth; I can tell she does treatments or has great genetics or something; her whole being exudes vitality and youth and beauty. Her hair—thick and golden—is tied up in a thick knot at the back of her skull. She carries a small laptop bag around one arm and a tablet in her hands. 

“Hello, Mr. Marlowe,” she says brightly. “Are you ready to get to work?” 

I say nothing. She’s awfully gleeful for someone who knows she’s going to ruin my life. Like a middle-schooler, I grab some papers and folders to hide my bulge as I lead her over to the living room where we can sit down. 

She eyes the absurdly large television and the oversized ceilings and the two sectional couches hand-crafted in premium leather, not to mention the expensive art on the wall and—deep down the custom-lit hallway—my home office with its full-size replica of the Almada Pass of the Rocky Mountains circa 1851. The ceiling-to-floor windows and the cobblestone patio. The three-car garage easily visible through the windows with the four cars outside them in the drive. 

When she sits down on the couch, her skirt rides up. I can’t help but look. Her legs are so lush. I want to fuck her kneecaps—is that weird? That’s very weird. She catches my look and smirks a bit, but then blushes and looks away. 

I wasn’t expecting that. 

“Now,” she begins, taking out her laptop and setting it down on the coffee table. “You clearly are in a lot of trouble, Mr. Marlowe. I could find out half of what you’re doing and make my bones for the next five years. So, what I want from you...”

Her voice drifts off, like she heard someone call her name. She looks behind her, down the hallway again. She shakes her head and then tries to laugh it off, blushing more intensely now and looking at me with a pardon me look. 

“As I was saying...” She bites her lip, looking me up and down. “What was I saying?”

“What you want from me.”

“Right. Yes.” 

Looking me up and down again. Like that. What’s going on?

“What I...what I want from you...”  

She raises her head and tilts her nose to the air. Her profile is like something from a caricature of a gorgeous woman from a pin-up; her facial proportions are ridiculously hot. Her nose, small and pointed, makes my cock swell again. She tugs at her blouse and a button pops away. She doesn’t seem to notice when it lands on the floor near her heel. 

“Sorry, do you smell that?”

“Smell?”

Fuck. She can probably smell my pre-cum. I’ve been leaking like crazy all morning, and seeing her bodaciously hot body isn’t helping. 

“It just smells...I don’t know.” She smiles warmly. Sincerely. “If it’s a candle or something, I’d love to know where you got it. I’d love to...” she bites her lip. “I don’t know. Use it as a body lotion or something. I love that smell. Wow.”

She inhales deeply, and then does so again. She tugs at her blouse, and another button pops away. I can see easily all the down her bra and into her substantial, galactically hot cleavage. Her orbs, shining and smooth, appear soft and inviting. 

It’s surreal to see, but also hot as hell. She sees me staring and giggles and puts her hand on my knee. 

“Oh, you devil. Taking advantage of my wardrobe malfunction?” 

She makes no effort to fix it or stop me. Her back straightens, her chest pushing out, as if trying to enhance my view. My bulge grows, tenting my barely-capable pants, and more precum spurts out. 

“Gosh, that smell!” She giggles. “It’s making it hard to concentrate! It makes me so...mmm.” She bites her lip again, and fuck is that sexy. “Not hungry? But I definitely want something...in my mouth...”

Her eyes fall on my bulge. I’m not hiding it. Why bother? It’s too obvious anyway. The precum has soaked my pants. The tent in my pants is more like a tower. Seeing it, she seems to start to understand what it is she’s saying and what she’s wanting. 

And she breathes in deep...and then again. Then again. Like she’s feasting on the smell of my precum. 

“Gosh...mmm.” She takes a pen from her bag and slides it between her lips, sucking and suckling. Showing off.

“Okay...um...business. Wow.” She shakes her head. “I promise I’m a professional.”

I really don’t know what’s happening.

“Great.”

“Great, right. It would probably be great. And really fast. But long, too? Like a lot of long, fast sessions. And so great...”

I don’t think she realizes she’s speaking out loud. She’s staring at my bulge. A lot. And...

Did she just lick her lips? 

“I have a confession to make,” she says. 

“You have a confession? I thought that was my role here.”

“You’re so funny.” She laughs richly, as if I am that funny. She means it though, genuinely amused and almost, dare I say it...giggling? “No, I know I’m kind of a looker? So I dress to enhance it. Can you tell?”

“Sure,” I nod. “You’re kind of a looker.”

She giggles. “Okay, you caught me. I’m really hot. This is more secure than most jobs, though. Everyone is always trying to cheat. They all make the same mistakes. And I have other people at the service do the work for me. I just get the confessions and the deals with the awful terms. For you, I mean. It would be awful for you.”

“Would be?”

I’m just staring at her tits. I’m too turned on to do much else. I really need to cum. Fuck. Every word she says makes her heavy tits jiggle just so.

“Well, I’ve been unfair to you, haven’t I? Here I am, in your home, flirting with you when both of us know you’re married and you can’t very well fuck me rotten until I’m begging for your babies.”

Her own intensity seems to surprise her, but she capitalizes on the momentum of her words, squeezing my thigh. 

“There’s just no way, normally, that I’d be able to suck you off until you came down my needy little girl throat and turned me into your fuck doll forever. You know. Like. Because you’re married.”

She’s drooling. 

I nod. “Right.”

“But it’s just, you should know, as an auditor, I can be very good at keeping secrets.”

Her hair is undone, the bun is gone. Golden locks frame her gorgeous face. Her hands are stroking my thighs now, like she’s a stripper at a club. 

“Right. Right.” I shake my head. “What?”

“I mean, numbers just sort of do what I want, don’t they? I can make them appear or disappear. It would be really, really easy for me to sort of just, you know, forget about any overdue taxes you owe.” She squeezes me tighter, further up my thighs, and her eyes sparkle. “Or even see to it that you got a refund. Something that you might deserve.”

I can’t believe this is happening. I don’t know what to say. 

What the fuck has gotten into everyone lately? 

“Of course, I wouldn’t expect you to just go for that, would I?” Her lips are hypnotically wet. “I’d have to do something for you, too. To be able to give you a gift like that. To show you that I can be trusted. I’d have to be knocked up and fucked sideways and be your suck-you-off-sidepiece while I funnel hidden fortunes into your offshores accounts. What do you think about that?”

Her hand lands right on top of my straining bulge. Precum shoots out and stains her grip, and she groans and squeezes tighter. 

She leans in and kisses me softly, gently, urgently. It’s a lustful kiss, a please-let-me kiss. Her hand keeps joyfully squeezing my thick cockhead and I keep spurting out pleasure-soaked rounds of heavy precum. 

“Please?” she whispers. “Won’t you let me give you what you deserve?”

She pushes in for another kiss—and this time I hold her tight, hips bucking toward her as she fiddles with my zipper. My cock pops out, and she groans, tossing her hair to one side and sliding her tongue up for a long, soulful lick. 

Of course, it’s at this exact moment that Avelyn returns home. 






* * * * *
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“I can explain.”

We’re in the kitchen adjacent to the living room where June is waiting patiently. 

Avelyn walked in, said that she and I needed to talk, and told June to wait.

She looks phenomenal. Wherever she went to go buy stuff, I want to give them all a raise. Tight, black embroidered lace fabric clings to her tight body, utterly sheer in a starburst pattern on either side of her ultra-thin, long torso. Her heavy tits covered by a thin, sheer strip of fabric decorated with some kind of symbol or pattern I just almost recognize. 

Are her tits...bigger? It must just be the dress. She couldn’t have gotten bigger tits. And taller. And thinner. It’s just a really...really nice dress.

She has a cashmere shawl over her shoulders which somehow makes it all sexier—this ultra-hot cocktail dress matched with a cuddly-stay-in-and-snuggle-forever piece has my brain in a tizzy. 

Her hair, thick and luxuriously hot, seems somehow longer. She was only gone for like an hour—did she go to a stylist too? That’s weird. And—

My thoughts break off as she rubs my chest, oohing and ahhing under her breath. She’s so hot.  

“What’s to explain?” she asks. “You want to fuck the auditor, don’t you?”

“No!”

“No?” she eyes my pants, my once-again hidden hard-on, the soaking mess that my shooting pre-cum has made. “Really?”

“Okay, yes, I mean, sure, but also—I don’t know! I was surprised. And you made me so turned on from earlier, and—”

Her face turns from seductive to overjoyed.

“You were thinking of me still?”

“Well...”

The complete lack of her anger is making me drop my defensiveness, which is making me feel in turn a little defensive even still. 

I shrug. “Yeah. I mean, of course. Until she started...you know.”

“She’s very attractive,” says Avelyn. Back to seductive. “And you only stopped thinking about me when she was holding your cock and kissing you?”

Is this an accusation? I feel like this should be an accusation. Instead, Avelyn just seems impressed and flattered. 

“Ye-e-e-es? Yes. That’s right.”

Her hand slides to my bulge. She squeezes and I groan. She whispers it again—king. 

“But she couldn’t get your cock out in time before I got home. Otherwise you might have even started fucking her.”

“I don’t know about th—what?”

Avelyn expertly unsheathes my cock from inside my pants and begins stroking me. I’m fully hard in an instant; she’s looking at me that way again and I feel my heart overflowing with intimate love and affection. 

“Gosh, baby.” Her voice takes a sultry, soft sing-song that I’ve never heard her do before. It’s insanely hot. I’m almost falling over I’m so turned on. “You just feel so virile when I stroke your cock. And then I remember your hot, handsome load spraying my womb this morning...” she sighs happily. “I bet you would just fuck her pregnant, wouldn’t you?”

She leans in like we’re sharing a warm embrace, like she’s just come home from work. Except, of course, she’s eagerly stroking my cock and guiding my face toward June with her forehead on my chin. 

June, meanwhile, seems like she’s looking very intently at something out the window. I assume she’s desperately trying to be polite—perhaps expecting some kind of tongue lashing from Avelyn in a moment? 

“Look at that hot girl. Gosh, is she even twenty? She’s younger than me, and I’m so young. Too young to be your wife.”

“Fuck.”

“You’ll fuck her, won’t you? You deserve to fuck her.”

“H-how?”

“I’m hotter than her, aren’t I?”

Clearly, I almost shout. Instead, I nod, even though that really wasn’t the question I was asking. 

“Then it’s simple, isn’t it? If you deserve to fuck me, and I’m as hot as I am, then obviously you deserve to fuck her. What could be simpler?”

I’m expecting a fight, of course. A terrible one—made even worse because we’d had such utterly fantastic, lovey, achy, moany, orgasm-filled sex this morning. 

You remember that incredible look she gave me this morning? The one full of lustful, endless, shocked, eager passion and ambition and delight?

She looks at me with the same exact expression. 

“How do you want to fuck her?”

“What?”

My pants are down around my ankles. Stepping against me, she tosses them to one side using nothing but her heels. 

“With her knees against her chest, like you fucked me? Do you want me there while you fuck her pregnant?” she purrs. “I think it’s a good idea. What if she changes her mind halfway through? You’ll have to hold her down until you can cum in her and claim her cunt as your property.”

“I...I...what?”

“Don’t lick her, though. That’s only for me. Isn’t it?”

She’s stroking me and looking at me—my beautiful fucking earnestly adoring, lovestruck wife—like I’m the only man who has ever existed and she’s desperate as hell for my cock and approval. 

“Yeah,” I nod. “Sure. Yes. Only you. I only lick you.”

“So you will fuck her, then?”

She picks up her stroking pace, excited. I’m hard as a rock in her hands, slick in a river of precum.

“Ungh.” I lean into her body and she kisses my neck, my jaw. My lips run across her clavicles. Are her tits bigger than they were this morning? “Yes. If she wants.”

“She will,” says Avelyn. “And if she doesn’t want it, that hardly matters, does it? So long as you want it. I don’t care if you force her. And after you take her, neither will she.”

My wife—my fucking wife!—is encouraging me to force myself on this woman! I never would, of course, but for my wife to want me to is so insanely hot. I can’t even blubber out a response. I’m stunned. I’m just stuck in a loop of arousal, turned on because I’m looking at my wife, who is looking and me and saying hot shit because I’m looking at her, and I’m looking at her because she’s looking at me like that and saying all that hot shit... 

“Maybe we should go ask her?” 

Before I can say anything, she’s already walking into the room with June. 
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Because of my groping, Avelyn’s dress is out of position, her shawl forgotten in the kitchen. The odd symbols sparkle in her lingerie-like dress. How our affection has, until this point escaped June’s attention is beyond me, but now we’re due for a weird conversation. 

Only...June doesn’t say anything. 

In fact, she doesn’t do anything. She just sits there, staring straight ahead, her hands calmly in her lap. Every several seconds, she takes a languid, long blink, her thick eyelashes batting over her incredibly bright blue eyes.

I thought she was being polite or something, or maybe was just so caught up in the shame of being caught that she didn’t know how to leave. 

But instead she looks...like she’s entranced?

As I keep watching, her lips part slightly, her chest pushes upward, nipples fully erect, and her lower back and pelvis convulse slightly. A pink flush runs from her cleavage up to her forehead. 

She came. Just from sitting there. Just from...

What was it that Avelyn said to her?

Wait until I say we need you.

At the time, I was turned on by Avelyn’s confidence, her loyalty to me. The way she seemed to not even give a shit that there was an auditor present when she could be adoring her man instead. 

But now it seems like that throwaway line she told June before I caught up with Avelyn in the kitchen was some kind of legitimate command with, somehow, legitimate weight. 

So let’s check in, all right? You and me.

A suddenly changed wife, a mind-zapped auditor, strange symbols on her clothing...I suppose you’ve picked up on what’s happening already; I can only say that I was living it, and my bias is always going to be towards me. 

Can you blame me for wanting to believe that my wife was finally, finally head-over-heels in love with me the way I’ve been with her for years? That—at the same time—a crazy-hot auditor decided she would rather suck me off than give me a very deserved audit and tax bill? 

I mean, yes, both of those things are kind of insane to believe, but they feel really fucking good! 

But for whatever reason, seeing June like that, the placid look on her face staring into nothing and occasionally orgasming from her obedience to Avelyn’s command...that’s what finally tells me that I’m inside of something crazy, supernatural, and dangerous. 

I look at Avelyn and then June and then Avelyn again. She’s so stupidly hot. I twitch just looking at her. She left me so hard in the kitchen—and suddenly seems to realize it, moaning just slightly and pushing herself back into me. She guides my cock over to her carved, gorgeous hipbone, sliding my across it with one skillful hand. 

“What’s...happening?”

It’s all I can think to ask.

“Let me ask you something, darling.”

My cock surges again. Already, I was growing addicted to the sound of her voice, her long explanations, her total and absolute adoration for me. 

She continues. “I’ll wake this woman and she’ll be obsessed with serving your cock, should you want it. I’m passionately, desperately in love with you, and I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. And I’ll always be that way. This body hasn’t serviced you enough, and I’ll spend lifetimes correcting that error.” She strokes me harder.

“You were going to ask something,” I say dumbly. 

“Do you really care what’s happening?”

It would be a terrific time not to. But I can’t shake the feeling that this is all tremendously wrong. 

“Are you...” I don’t even know how to ask this question. “...are you my wife?”

“I can’t believe you would ask that, darling.”

I feel ashamed. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I—”

“She would never have stroked you in front of another woman like this, would she?”

Of course, she couples this bombshell with a bombshell stroke-increase, guiding me over to June’s face and pushing my cock against her entranced mouth and cheeks and neck. 

“Oh fuck.”

“She wouldn’t have offered to help you fuck another woman either. Or help you force another woman. Would she?”

With June entranced, cumming, Avelyn casually pumps my cock against June’s lips. I groan, unable to stop myself from sliding in just a bit. And then, deeper. Deeper. June moaning as I go inside. 

“Fuck...fuck...”

“Would she?”

I can’t help but be honest. “No. She wouldn’t.”

“And you love that I did, don’t you?”

I’m bulging in June’s throat. Her esophagus spasms around my cockhead.

“Yesss.

“You love that I love it, don’t you?”

“G-god, yes.”

She smirks. “God has very little to do with it.”

“J-just...just give me a straight answer. Why are you doing this?”

She looks surprised. The kind of look that says, do you even have to ask?

But she answers me anyway. 

“I love you, Nicolas. I’m all yours. Forever. I promise. I love, love, love you. In the ways she never could or would. I adore you. I exist for you. All my beauty. All my promise. All my effort and desire is just for you, forever and ever.”

“Ungh...”

What she’s saying has me so stricken with love and lust that I can’t form words any more.

“If you cum all over her, she’ll be yours forever. Don’t you want that? My gift for you. Proof of my devotion. There are other things I could do...but I want you to have my gift. Please? Please cum all over her?”

She’s using June’s head like her own hands, stroking me with her skull. My body is almost limp against Avelyn’s. She’s so tiny, but so firm, even as she’s soft. 

“You’ll do it so well,” she whispers. “King. Please do it. Cum on her.”

I’ve needed to cum for so long already. It feels like eternity. I don’t think I could stop myself if I wanted.  

“Cum on her, Daddy. Please?”

Oh fuck me. Claire never called me Daddy. I asked and asked. Avelyn did it without even thinking, just because it seemed right. 

“Oh fuck.” I’m a broken record. “Oh, Avelyn...”

“Cum on your crush, baby. Cum on this sexy little fucking tart. Cum all over her, just for me. You can do that, can’t you? Cum, please? Cum right now?”

I can’t do anything else. Avelyn, completely in tune with my orgasm, pulls me out just as I’m about to explode and finishes me by stroking perfectly. My load unleashes all over June’s heavy tits and perfectly slender neck, just a few droplets sparkling on her chin. Avelyn keeps jacking me and my cum continues—the hardest I’ve ever cum, ever—sending even more of it all over June and covering her perfectly toned legs in my seed. 

A great, terrible thunderclap fills the room—and I feel a presence arrive and leave in an instant. Something like an orgasm, but...in the air? 

“The pact is complete, darling,” says Avelyn, even as I tremble in her grip. “She is yours. 

“F-fuck.” I look down at my cock, still incredibly turgid. I still feel like I’m at the peak of my arousal. “H-how?”

It’s then, her legs shiny with my cum, that Avelyn touches June’s forehead and wakes her from her trance. 
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I know—I know—for a fact, that it is the middle of the afternoon. 

So why then, as June wakes up, is it suddenly midnight dark in my house? The windows are open and I can see that light switches are turned on. But all the light here is swallowed by something unholy. 

June drops to her knees in front of me. 

“Please, Sir. I ache to serve you. Please let me fulfill my duty? Mistress promised me my reward for serving your beautiful cock would be to serve your beautiful, perfect, incredible cock.”

I don’t try to point out how that doesn’t make the most sense. Avelyn promised her the reward for service was service and this was an offer she accepted with open arms and a wet pussy? Makes about as much sense as anything else today. 

When did either of them even have time for this? I run a fucking logistics company, and I know a thing or two about lead time!

Shadow billows around Avelyn for a moment before dropping away, leaving her stunning form in nothing but shiny, expensive-looking lingerie. The stitching and lace is inlaid with ancient-looking runes and symbols I don’t recognize for the most part, but the most prominent among them I certainly do: pentagrams. 

That’s what was on her dress, I realize. Kind of obvious, really. I was busy looking at her tits.

She also wears a pentagramical pendant and earrings, staring at me with open lust as she continues to stroke my precum-shooting cock toward June’s beautiful pleading face. 

“This...what was it called?” Avelyn searches for the term, angling her gorgeous jawline upward. “This audit. It’s over, is it not?”

“Yes. Oh Mistress.” June’s voice is pleading. “Master. Yes. Of course.”

“And in your capacity, you have access to several fortunes, don’t you?”

“Y-yes!” June nods more rapidly. “Of course, Mistress. Yes. I know where they squirrel their money away illegally. It’s easy for me to take it. They have no recourse because it’s a criminal action and they’re not going to take on the government. We’re the biggest gang of them all. We usually just don’t because then it would be open season on every politician who has money dumped like that, and—”

“That hardly matters, pet. The point is that my darling’s financial troubles are over, permanently. Is that right?”

“Y-yes, Mistress. Oh god.” She is answering immediately, but looking right at my precum-shooting cock. “Oh god, it’s so hard. Oh my god, p-please fuck me? I’m ovulating. If you were inside me, right now, I’d get pregnant for—”

I can’t stand to hear anymore. I grip her around the throat and mouth, pushing her down to the ground. Despite how much she’s just agreed to give me, I find myself furious with her. 

If they have all that fucking money around, why the fuck are they giving me and my barely six-figures of worth such a hard time with my barely fucking five digits of tax evasion? And this bitch was all too eager to do it, just to ruin me, as a rung on her ladder to a political career where she would know how to squirrel her money away better than anyone. 

For the first time today, Avelyn seems surprised at me. 

“Y-yes, darling!” she shouts, clapping her hands. “Oh yes! King! Take her! Make her yours!”

I do. I am. Fuck it. Fuck her. Fuck this. Devils and ghosts and spirits and what the fuck ever. I want to fuck this blonde stupid. My fingers in her mouth, gagging her as she chokes out her compliance even as I slam her into the carpet and spread her legs. 

“Like a man,” Avelyn pushes against my body. Hot milk runs from her tits all over me. “Like a real man. I can’t believe how lucky I am. I’m so lucky, oh fuck...”

I ram myself up inside June, feeling a satisfied electric thrill run through my body as she cums immediately. Fuck, but I am great at that lately. 

“You see how she responds to your glory, darling? You are her King. Her Master. You are the one. Fuck her pregnant. Claim her forever. King.”

I’m not forcing her—she wants it. Avelyn made her want it, somehow. But I am fucking her with that kind of wanton, quick, urgent force—a hatefucking that is passionate and furious and the opposite of what I gave Avelyn this morning. Every thrust is another June cum, wet and furiously thrashy and hot. She clings to me, grabbing my neck and back, desperate for more and more the longer I go.  

Avelyn seems to know this is a hatefuck, too. I would even go far as to say she’s pleased by it, knowing that the kind of loving, aching, losing-myself fuck that I gave her is reserved for her and her alone. 

And I know too that even if I were to be forcing her, Avelyn would be encouraging me, begging me to do it harder, to ignore her pleas and her desperate cries for help. 

As it is, though, June just moans for more as I completely manhandle her. Around us, the carpet burns away—and underneath is another pentagram surrounded by a series of other arcane symbols I don’t recognize. Did Avelyn put these here? Did Evangline?

“Fuck her pregnant.” Avelyn in her dripping hot lingerie shoves me into her from behind. “Complete it. Finish it. Take the power for yourself. Take it. Make it permanent.”

I don’t know what the fuck she’s talking about. Another ritual. I don’t think I need to know—I haven’t already, and at this point, I’m certainly not backing out. June’s eyes flash with pentagrams from the inside-out. Something dark and wicked possessing her—something I’m bringing into this world by fucking her on top of the ancient symbols.

Furniture lifts up in the air all around us. Sulfur filling my nostrils. Fire crawls along the walls in strange lines. 

“Do it, my love.”

Avelyn’s voice melts all possible hesitation. 

“Do it. Please. King.”

I empty inside of June, completely unprotected. My dense, sticky load sprays against her walls and then hard into her g-spot and beyond, unloading in a way that should be impossible for how recently I just came. 

“Yes!” Avelyn moans, wrapping herself even tighter around me. “Yes, darling! Oh yes, yes, yes!” 

I hold June for a long time, shuddering and emptying, before I’m able to pull away. I don’t feel regret. I wish I did, but I don’t. Even though I’ve just fucked another woman, and even though Avelyn isn’t even really my wife, I feel a deep sense of marital intimacy and wholeness that I never thought possible. 

Furniture floats around us. The walls are scorched with hellfire. And all the same, I feel safe. Together. One with my partner.   

She is leaning against me, seeming spent. Softly kissing my shoulder and my neck. Leaking milk all over me and June. I suspected before, but her tits have unquestionably gotten larger. 

“You like them big, don’t you?” she asks me, kissing me hotly. “I’ll make them as big as you like, Master. Anything for you.”

June looks up at me with eyes turned obsidian black, pupilless and cosmically deep. Again, hellfire pentagrams flash inside the darkness. 

“Yes, Master,” she whispers. “Anything for you.”

What the fuck have I gotten into?

And more importantly, why the fuck does it turn me on so much?
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❍  My Wife, The Succubus – Angelic Harem
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“Sooo good,” Avelyn moans, pausing just for a moment to catch her breath. “King. How are you so good?”

Sticky, long trails of drool slide down from her plump, perfect lips down her chin and jaw, across her sensational clavicles, and into the well-formed cleavage of her tantalizing tits, decorated with a push-up bra to enhance their naturally perfect shape.

She slides back in with her lips, taking my cock all the way down her throat as I drive and struggle to keep my eyes on the road. Avelyn is easily the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen, and sucking my cock—with her face flushed and her skin slippery with eager sweat and drool and her body on display in a tight skimpy outfit—she looks dynamite. 

She’s my wife. Basically. She looks like my wife. She insists that I call her my wife. She finds that really, really sexy and romantic.

But she is someone, or maybe something, else. 

It’s the morning after she used her hellish power to mindfuck the gorgeous auditor, June, into my obedient loveslave. We left the thoroughly well-fucked June in a tangled web of soaked sheets, and Avelyn and I set out on the road. 

We booked a vacation, you see, and some time ago. There’s a cozy lake house that I had spent a veritable fortune to reserve. Of course, at the time, I thought it was a horrible financial mistake, but I also didn’t give a shit because I also thought it would be the site of my divorce. 

I thought—what the hell. Break the news in a nice spot, with lots of room for us to be apart. She can take the main bedroom (and probably drink), I can take the smaller bedroom and do my own drinking, and we’ll be sad and apart and it will be fine. I mean, it would suck, but there would be nice views and really nice couches to sit on, you know?

Anyway. Obviously that’s not happening now. 

Now, my gloriously hot hell-wife is dressed in tight ass-baring black short-shorts and a tied-off red tee shirt displaying her absolutely sick abdominal tone (not to mention her perfect, buoyant tits). Her thick dark chestnut hair is in a low pony tail and she has her entire upper body pressing into mine as I drive, wrapped around me, whimpering and moaning against my exposed cock with a dreamy, sleepy expression. She’s crooning to my hard-on in some ancient, dense language that has so many consonants it sounds like its weighing down the air. As she speaks, she licks and kisses and melts and moans, her mouth melding with my cock even as her entrancing sounds go on.

And she strokes. Oh fuck. The strokes. They’re like murder attempts while I’m driving. 

Her feet, decorated with very tall platform sandals, kick the door every so often; like a dog having a dream, her legs twitch. Her long, perfect, gloriously smooth and thin legs that I can touch and rub and fondle as much as I want. Ugh.

Originally, we weren’t supposed to get to the cabin until later in the week, but I know it’s already been cleaned and prepped since last weekend. 

I had to get away. From the house, from June, from the entire affair. I want enough distance to think that it can all just be like a weird mid-life crisis or something. 

My house became a literal gate to hell, and Avelyn says it’s perfectly safe, but I’m not sure how she means that. 

I mean, she thinks June is perfectly safe. And June’s entire life got turned upside down just from doing her job (although being kind of an asshole about it), and now she’s a mindfucked model-faced beauty who could seduce the pants of a priest and who is immortally dedicated to bringing me wealth. 

Or so Avelyn tells me. And so does my bank account, for that matter. We’ve only been driving a few hours, but I have three notifications on my phone signaling that I’ve had several six figure deposits into my savings, checking, and investment accounts. I would be more amazed, but frankly, it’s really hard to top the supernaturally-enhanced beauty of the woman of my dreams singing heart-melting love songs to my cock while she makes out with it. For hours. 

Avelyn won’t tell me exactly what she is. She looks like my wife—with gorgeous long thick hair and a tight body and perfect tits and a gorgeous face with great bone structure and a terrific smile—except even more gorgeous in every single way. A few inches taller, thinner, bustier all over. 

So she’s not my wife. 

And it’s all got something to do with hell. Like, maybe she’s a witch or something? A sorceress? After last night and what happened to June, I definitely believe in magic. 

I asked last night, and Avelyn in response begged me to fuck June’s tits. Then I asked again, and she begged for me to make her pregnant. Then I asked this morning during the drive, and she started singing odes to my cock while slowly giving me the longest, most indescribably perfect hand-and-blow job ever.

A few hundred miles of that, and while my cock is still going strong (another reason to believe in magic, after cumming three times), the car is out of gas. 

There’s an exit and a gas station and I figure it’s as good of a time as any to try and get more information out of Avelyn. 

“Sorry,” I say, pulling into the gas station.

Avelyn moans mid-song, stroking me harder, chagrined that she has to stop. 

“Sorry,” I say again. “We need gas. And besides, I’d like you to ask for directions, okay? Just make sure we’re on the right road. I know we’re almost there. Also, I’d love it if you were honest with me about who you are...a-and...fuuck...”

Something about the way she strokes my cock changes. It doesn’t get faster or slower, or more or less intense. But all of a sudden I need to cum. I ram through a few traffic cones and nearly t-bone the filling pumps as Avelyn coaxes my cum out of my hard cock as if on command. I shoot hard, spurting down her tight throat, her velvet lips purring as she sucks and slurps down every last drop. 

“King,” she moans, her voice a heart-melting, loving whisper. “Yes, King. Of course.”

She cleans me off with her tongue. Anyone could peek into the car and see in. I forget what I asked her for, again. Just stunned at her love, her devotion, her presence.

A few minutes later, I step out of the car and stumble my way to the bathroom, feeling absolutely drained. My pants are basically soaked around the crotch, and it looks like I’ve either pissed myself or I’m some weird chronic masturbator. 

The gas station bathroom is kind of gross, but what are you going to do? A solid eight out of ten for gas stations. I want to wash my face, try to summon some courage and some backbone to deal with the devilishly hot seductress I’m with, but the faucets barely let out a dribble. Oh well.

Back outside, I feel like I’m in a dream. I’m going to walk back to the car, I think, and it’s all going to be some weird fantasy. Avelyn won’t even be in the car, and if she is, she’ll be cold and reserved and distant like she always was. 

For some reason, that’s almost a relief. I can almost see it now—the studious, dismissive way she looked at me. The disinterest in her eyes at everything I had to say. The dressed-down manner of everything about her, and—

Avelyn is sitting on the hood of the car making out with a really, really busty blonde. As I approach, Avelyn pulls away and smiles. Her eyes full of love and adoration. Wet, hopeful, aching. Needing. Whatever this thing with the blonde is, it’s about me. 

Because with Avelyn, everything is about me. 

Avelyn waves me over and the pretty blonde thing waves too. It’s only when I’m nearly in front of them that it hits me—the pretty blonde thing. 

Not the greasy, heavy-set, overall-wearing middle-aged lady attendant I remember working here from previous trips. 

No, this girl is hot. And I can see that, after just a few minutes talking with Avelyn, she’s already getting hotter. Her pants suddenly don’t fit as her thighs slim down and her waist narrows; she steps out of them ably and kicks them to one side. Her already absurdly huge tits grow bigger, past E and straight into F, stretching the tight white fabric of her graphic tee. 

“Darling.” Avelyn squeezes the blonde’s breasts. Milk spurts from enormous erect nipples, soaking her shirt entirely. “This is Lucille. Won’t you fuck this poor girl’s tits?”

* * * * *
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Avelyn waits until I am titfucking Lucille before talking to me again. 

I mean, she’s been talking—praising me for fucking Lucille, for how easily I could get Lucille pregnant (maybe), for fucking up Lucille’s mind with my cock (definitely), asking me if Lucille is thin enough or if she needs better tits or longer hair. 

We’re inside the gas station in a small break room in the back. It’s about as grody as you might expect. Two chairs, a broken table, and a microwave. I’m pretty I see a bong under some tee shirts in the corner. 

All those changes Avelyn asks about happen in real time with my cock inside Lucille and it’s amazing to watch her evolve from a sort of beautiful clerk to an aspiring starlet to a fully fledged supermodel-turned-pornstar in terms of looks.

Avelyn is hotter than Lucille, of course. Before Avelyn’s arrival—possession?—of Claire, Claire was already exactly my type. Athletic, thin, brunette with just the right amount of tits and ass. Avelyn turned all that up to eleven, a walking display of classy feminine perfection. 

June was pretty much the same, except blonde. So, not strictly my type, but still well within the venn diagram of what the fuck turns me on uncontrollably. 

Fucking Lucille is different. It’s like fucking a sideshow, almost, or some kind of freak of nature. Her tits are like a hentai girl’s, enormous and pliable and overflowing with delicious milk (I tried some, sue me), and she moans like a hentai girl too. Whimpering yes sir and no sir and please sir and gasping at how big and powerful I am constantly. Saying no no no but clearly meaning yes yes yes with the way she nods and grabs at my ass and cock and kisses and makes hot ahegao faces in fifteen second intervals. 

Avelyn keeps making adjustments. She pulls pillows from nowhere and places them under my knees. Then she touches my knees and removes the nagging pain that’s been there ever since my arthoscopic surgery eight years ago. And then she slides her hand across Lucille’s orgasming face, gently, like a mother’s almost, and Lucille’s beaded sweat becomes a hot sheen across her entire body, like a transparent second skin. 

“Do you...” Avelyn pulls herself against my body, tossing her hair to one side so I can see the glory of her sexy-as-fuck jawline. “...want to know the truth about your wife?” 

Of course I do. Just not while I’m fucking Lucille’s beautifully huge tits. 

“C-Can this wait?”

Avelyn shrugs. “It’s waited already. And when I’m touching your cock, king, making you cum and giving you more and more power is all I can think of. King.” She gives Lucille a playful slap. “Using this one up will help me concentrate for the moment.”

I don’t know what any of that fucking means. 

I’m also struck for the first time by the way she’s saying king. It sounds...loaded, somehow.  

It is so hot, though. My cock, unstoppably hard, remains firmly inside of Lucille’s perfect tit-pillows. Everything is slippery with her milk and my precum. 

“I’m a succubus, darling.”

I groan. Fucking Lucille’s tits feels so good that I can’t run away. And I’ve certainly seen enough that I believe her right away. 

“Sh-shit.”

“A demoness. Rather a high-ranking one at that. Not to brag. But bragging is really, really fun when you’re as beautiful and powerful as I am, and especially when you own everything about me.”

My need to run away is quickly becoming overpowered by my need to fuck Lucille’s tits, fuck Avelyn’s mouth, fuck this entire situation down its throat. 

“I hope it doesn’t surprise you too much?” 

She seems genuinely concerned. 

I manage to slow down just enough to reply. 

“I knew it was something. I didn’t know...didn’t know that. Like, immortal?”

She nods. “Immortal.”

“Like, from hell?”

“Correct.”

“Soul-eating? Evil? Permanently sexy?”

“Yes. Definitely. And,” she tosses her hair back. “Obviously.”

“And now, you’re...mortal?”

She laughs. God, she’s so fucking hot when she’s feeling joy. Her chin tilts and catches the light, and the way she smiles...

Lucille is crying out, asking me to slow down. She doesn’t mean it. She’s gripping my ass harder than ever. 

“Hardly. I shall explain from the beginning. Or rather, your beginning. Your wife was plagued by many, many afflictions. You are well aware. Depression was just the tip of the iceberg. Medicine failed her. Your therapists failed her. She was unable to find a way out, and like so many others, she turned to the occult.”

This needs my full attention. I try to stop fucking Lucille, but her tits are so fucking big, so slick...

“And so she began one ritual after another. Dumping all her material possessions and worldly goods into finding the right resources. Crystals, grimoires, totems, that kind of thing. The dark powers love symbols. She wanted power—the kind of power I have now. The power to control minds. To change bodies. To live immortally. To be forever young, forever happy, and forever beautiful.

“The power,” she whispers in my ear. Her lips and tongue practically fuck my ear, and her voice definitely fucks up my brain. “That I hold now and that I swear I dedicate entirely to you, forever. For all eternity, my love. Forever.”

I groan uncontrollably. Her easy, constant intimacy makes me so turned on I can barely think. She has, I now know, an immortality of lifetimes with which to draw from to know how to turn me the fuck on at any given time. Her slightest movement is designed from the ground up to be pure temptation. How am I supposed to resist anything she asks or does?

And now that she’s obtained this power, this power my wife wanted...that makes it even hotter. She took it from Claire—and she took me too. I can’t help it, that kind of denial makes my cock even harder as I pump it in and out of Lucille’s slick tits. 

“She was supposed to kill you while she fucked you. It was the final act in her ceremony. In doing so, she would free her mind of its many shackles and live the life she was robbed of by bad neurology. But the ceremony, as you may have noticed, left her incredibly turned on. This was intentional—after all, she had to fuck you to complete the spell. But instead, you ate her out first. You made her cum. She lost her concentration...and she damned her soul away. And this let me in.”

Now she slides into my body, smothering Lucille completely with her ass. 

“We demons exist outside of time and space. Without a physical form, we can only be here for very short amounts of time, and even then we are...unreal. Like corporeal shadows, you could say. The consistency of dense fog. We have no concept of human emotion until we have a human body. But we are always looking for a way in. Tempting mortals. Enticing them to let us come in and play.”

She licks her lips, and tightens her thighs around Lucille’s face even as she beckons me to fuck her harder. I can imagine just what playing means to a succubus when it comes to the lives of mortals. 

“With a physical form, our capacities are...altered. We must, in some ways, take on the properties of the shapes we inhabit. Can you imagine, my love, being brought into this world for the first time, and experiencing your tongue? Your perfect, masculine, amazing tongue bringing me to orgasm again and again and again and again and again? That kind of giving? And all without asking for anything in return.” She tosses her thick hair back and pushes her heavy tits against my chest. Lucille is running out of breath. I’m still fucking her tits. “King. And then you came in me when I needed it...you made me need it...” 

She shudders. I feel her cumming now from the memory. Drowning Lucille, no doubt.  

“Demons do not experience need except for what you might think. The need to hurt, maim, control. But now I need your control.” She wraps her hands around my neck, kissing me tearfully. “I need it eternally, because I am a demon, and I experience my needs forever. So I have always needed you...and I will always need you...and I need you to own whoever you want because your cock is holy to me. You see, my god is real...and he fucked my brains out within minutes of my existence in this realm. King.”

I shudder, barely able to control myself. Her love for me fills the room.

“God, I like it when you call me king.”

She laughs. I spurt, just a little. I fucking love her laugh, damn. 

“I am not saying ‘king’, king.”

I hear it again for the first time. She’s right. There’s a different sound there. Something like...

“I am saying tking.” She enunciates clearly. “It is a sacred term. As far as I know, I am the first of my kind who ever has had opportunity to use it. A full translation would require ten thousand years. But briefly, it loosely means My Demon Lover, Lord, Master, and God, who I will Serve Until The End of Time, Which Will Never Happen Because I Will Murder and Torture Ten Trillion Souls To Ensure The Universe Simply Restarts and Begins Anew In Your Image With Me At Your Side Ensuring all Worship You as You so Righteous Deserve, My Love of Loves of Love of Loves—”

Her passion, her intensity as she speaks is too much for me. Her lips brushing mine. Our eyes locked. I spurt again, but harder now, fully cumming in earnest all across her cunt from where she sits on Lucille’s face. My loads are so enormous now. A full cup splatters out from me, covering Lucille completely as well as Avelyn’s thighs and abdomen. 

Finally, she relinquishes her hold on Lucille’s skull with her thighs. Relief fills me; I was really worried she was going to off the poor girl just to turn me on. 

I was most worried about how much I found myself turned on by the idea. My beautiful, unstoppable, invincibly gorgeous wife making a statement by removing some pathetic wretch out of this world just because she can? Just to say I love you? That’s crazy hot. 

Mostly crazy. 

But still hot. 

Anyway. We both stand and I start to pull my pants back on. Lucille, on the ground, looks and me and moans, fingering her pussy even as she has barely caught her breath. I grab Avelyn and pull her close. 

She moans. She smiles. The way I’d always wanted Claire to do. I stroke her face—Claire hated having her face touched—and she looks like a lovestruck teenager. Her skin is so fucking smooth and fair. 

“I love you too.”

Her eyes are glittering, wet jewels of desire. We kiss then, harder than ever before. I can tell you no man will ever kiss a woman with the kind of abandon I unleashed on her—and no woman will ever kiss a man back with the ferocity and passion she has.

When finally she pulls away, she begins to wave one hand through the air, tracing shapes with her fingers. 

“I’m so glad to hear that, my love. It would be a shame if I had to feed on you.” She grins wickedly. It’s gorgeous and terrifying. “But I do still need to feed. Your power requires my power, for now. And I need your power to grow and grow.”

I don’t have time to say or do anything. She casts her tracing hand over toward Lucille, and the exhausted clerk begins to cum and cum and cum again. In a matter of seconds, she is floating up into the air before us, cumming wildly, her entire body vibrating in pleasure. 

“You broke down her defenses,” says Avelyn. “Your cum has rendered her spiritually incapacitated. She has sworn herself to you a thousand times in the last two minutes, and I...” she traces her fingers a little more. “I’m in her brain, invading her thoughts, coaxing her to swear her soul to us. We’re quite a team. You’re a natural incubus. This is so much easier than seducing her myself.”

I still don’t know quite what’s happening. Large circular runes fill the air around Lucille, lighting the night air to a neon pink. They slide over her body one way, and then another—and then she’s gone. 

Nothing left but a scorch mark on the carpet. 

I look back at Avelyn. She has her chin up, body trembling, grabbing her tits. She looks delightfully sated. Her voice is as sexy as I’ve ever heard it, a throaty whisper as she eyes me with love and adoration. 

“Delicious.”

* * * * *
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It’s night. At the cabin, sometime after my twentieth orgasm that day and Avelyn’s hundredth. 

I’m asleep. Or, I thought I was. I fucked Avelyn to exhaustion—whether it was hers or mine, I don’t know. But suddenly I’m in that awful position where I’m on the bed with my eyes open, but I can’t move. 

The cabin bed is enormous. I paid for an irresponsibly nice cabin. It has an indoor and outdoor hot tub, two refrigerators, daily laundry service, and a small yacht included for the lake. Avelyn bragged all night about how she was going to fill the yacht and the bed with the virgin daughters of other travelers come morning.

“Make me pregnant, tking. Fuck me like you fuck virgins.”

All night, talk like that. 

“You will have so many,” she promised. “So many to grow your power.” 

That all by itself was enough to make my blood run cold (except for how, because of the way Avelyn looks, it permanently runs hot). Her taking the minds of hot girls like June is kind of barely okay with me? And especially in the case of June, who is insanely hot and disastrously sexy and who had been such an awful bitch to me. 

But doing what she did to Lucille to anyone else, and in my name, scares me. 

Not enough to stop fucking Avelyn. Not even enough to stop being hard during the car ride ten minutes after she eliminated Lucille, with Avelyn moaning her hot spell-laden succubus songs into my cock and coaxing me to cumming while bragging about sending Lucille to hell for my growing power as her incubus lover.

Anyway. I wake up. I can’t move. I’m hard, of course, because Avelyn is nearby and she’s gorgeous and fertile and powerful and evil and obsessed with me and she turns me on. 

A red glow fills the room. The same kind that I saw the night that Avelyn entered my life and Claire left. 

Up, in the corner of the room’s ceiling, the red glow is most intense. In the shadows there, I see my wife. My real wife, I mean, not the glorious temptation that Avelyn has become. 

I see Claire. 

She’s upside-down, but sitting on some awful uncomfortable stool like gravity is turned upside-down for her. Her long hair flows up. She turns and sees me. She screams for my help. Screams. Something—something awful grabs her hair, and—

And then I sit up, breathing hard. The room is not dark, not red, not glowing. The moon shines right in through open windows and the cool lake air produces a breeze that keeps us comfy even in the warm weather. 

I get out of bed and Avelyn moans my name, fully fucked to sleep. In the mirror, I can see that I’ve trimmed down considerably over the past few days. I have a six-pack and everything. It’s probably all the succubus pussy I’ve been eating; I hear it’s great for your diet. I think I’m taller, too. My muscles bulge in ways they never have before.  

I walk to the corner of the room, under the ceiling where I saw Claire. 

There’s something burnt into the wall. Something still smoking.

* * * * *
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Of course, before the sun rises the next morning, I’m way the fuck out of there. 

Look, I have some sympathy for her, this Demon Avelyn that is now inside my wife’s body (or what’s left of it since she occupied and perfected it). I can tell she’s being genuine in her emotion for me. I can tell she really wants me, maybe even really loves me, and wants to give me everything she says she does. 

But dude, that’s a fucking demon from actual literal hell. She evaporated that clerk and fed on her soul! And there was some kind of visitation probably from hell in our bedroom, probably pissed at Avelyn and wanting to visit her and maybe fuck me up in the same way that Avelyn fucked up Lucille!

Fuck that!

I’m not religious and never have been, but I’m literate enough to know that if there’s a hell then there’s god, and I know who fucking wins between those two. 

The cabin was north of home; I drive west away from the slowly rising sun. I clock two hundred miles in two hours and cross three state lines before I start to slow down. It’s another three hours after that before I actually think about stopping, and when I finally do, the sun is setting. 

I have my phone turned off. I’m so fucking hard I can barely stand it and I know that if I hear Avelyn’s voice, I’m just going to run back to her to shove my face into her cunt again or pull her lips against my cock. 

Motel Amico in Fort Paul. That’s where I pull in—a nothing place that looks like it might be where the denizens of this tiny town go to have their affairs. Just in case, I pull around the back to hide my car from the road. I do feel bad I left Avelyn without a car, but mostly just because I know how she’s going to take her next one from whatever poor sap she happens to come across. 

The motel has a tiny little front office with wide windows and red carpet. The clerk, a young woman with blue hair and a nose piercing, eye-fucks the hell out of me. It happened at the gas stations when I stopped to fill up, with a married woman dropping her child on the concrete (he’ll live) to stare at me and touch her tits and then with a young woman slipping me a note while her fiancée wasn’t watching. I know it was her fiancée because the note said I’m getting married in a few weeks, but I’m still available to give you what you deserve.

I’m still not used to it. Whatever magic that Avelyn put on me, it seems to be catching. 

The clerk is cute, of course—short-haired and blonde underneath the blue hair and rather fit, like she powerlifts. Her ass looks like it could hold up a building. 

But I’m already feeling enough awful, weird guilt about cheating on my wife with someone who looks exactly like her (and with someone who that clone encouraged me to fuck), so there’s no way I’m giving in to temptation. 

We run through the pleasantries quick—one room, fifty bucks a night, vending machines in the back, all of that. 

“Can I walk you to your room?” The clerk bites her bottom lip. Her name is Faith. “It can be hard to find.”

Christ. What do you even do when women just throw themselves at you like this? 

When I don’t reply, she steps out from around the counter and puts her arm around mine. She wears a very similar outfit to Avelyn’s yesterday—tiny denim shorts and a tiny tee-shirt. She has on a thick, oversized flannel shirt over that. It only makes her already very built frame seem tinier and hotter.

“I just want to be there. In case you need me.”

Groan. 

She walks me out of the office, out onto the sidewalk, and to the very hard to find room that is directly next to the office. She smiles and drags her tits across my arm and opens the door. 

“See? It’s tricky.”

She sees me looking down her shirt, looking at her lips. Fuck. Boy, is it ever.

The room is a motel room; you’ve seen them a hundred times. Bed, shitty chair, television, bad bathroom. There’s enough room to do a downward dog on the floor and not much else. 

“Let me know if I can do anything for you,” says Faith. “Anything at all.”

“Sure. Of course.”

I watch her walk away, admiring the way her flannel sways in the breeze. She’s even thinner than I first thought, her incredibly slender torso hidden by the billowing flannel and her absolutely stacked tits. Everything about her vibe screams lesbian! except for how she now has an absolutely obvious massive crush on me. It doesn’t help my fixation on her supremely hot, round ass knowing that her waist is probably as wide-around as my hands making a circle. 

Closing the door. Trying to enjoy the silence, the separation. My cock is so stupidly hard. 

I pace the room for a minute, punching the wall and knocking off pieces of plaster to dust. Except when I look closer, it’s not plaster—it’s concrete, and I shattered it with a punch, and I don’t even have a mark. 

When I finally sit down on the bed, I’m still hard as hell. My cock’s length, girth, and sensitivity is incredibly distracting. I kick my pants off and slowly examine it, almost like I’m trying to figure out how to disarm a bomb. Slowly I stroke the cockhead, gasping when it spurts out heavy jolts of precum. I clench the bedsheets, trying to stop myself from jacking it, and the air kicks on. Even that small vibration in the air is enough to set me off again, another heavy stream of precum oozing down its surface and coating the carpet underneath me. 

Just to try and contain myself, I’m humping the air. A very contained kind of action. 

In some way, I feel like Avelyn knows where my cock is already—following its hardness, tracking my arousal like a hound. Drawn to me in the darkness of the world like a moth to a flame. 

It’s sort of romantic, honestly, and much more romantic than my old wife ever was. She deeply, truly, honestly loves me and is obsessed with me, and she’s so fucking hot and earnest and aching and servile that it’s hard to ignore despite my knowledge that she’s not my real wife. 

I want her to be, that’s all.

And more than I don’t want to be involved with a demon, I want to not mind. 

Maybe I was wrong anyway. Maybe there wasn’t any burning, wasn’t any Claire stuck in some awful place. Probably I was making it up, just scared and guilty and—

There’s a knock on the door. I can already tell, without opening or even looking, that it’s the clerk again. It’s like I can sense her—and her virgin cunt, calling out and aching for me. 

Can I resist it? Do I even want to? If I open the door, aren’t I just admitting that I’m totally fine with fucking her stupid like I did June?

I open the door anyway, not even bothering to cover up. Maybe she just wants towels? Maybe it’s room service, or—

I open the door to see the gorgeous, statuesque clerk dressed in flowing white robes. Her body framed by bright, shining white light. Her hair is thick and platinum blond. All the blue dye is gone, burnt away. She grabs me by the throat and lifts me up, slamming me against the back wall of the room and cracking more concrete. 

“Your streak of wickedness,” she says, eyes blazing heavenly life, “is over, hellspawn.”

* * * * *
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My cock continues to leak hot, musky precum even as this angel chokes me against the wall. 

And she is—it’s clear to me now—an angel. 

Call it intuition, call it some preternatural knowledge put inside me from osmosis, call it what you will. It’s possible that Avelyn’s continued influence on my mind and understanding has helped me know that the version of Faith in front of me is now an angel, her mortal body imbued with the heavenly spirit of a Seraphim headhunter. 

But also, it could just be the massive set of ethereal golden wings she’s sporting, the floating halo above her beautiful head, and the incandescent light that trails every move she makes. 

Somehow, she has assumed the form of the clerk and transformed it, changing her from a gorgeous and petite powerhouse of a woman to a still-gorgeous but now tall, platinum-haired Amazonian warrior. 

None of this sudden transformation makes my cock any less excited. The Faith who I saw for less than a few minutes was already driving me to distraction with lust—now she’s like an upgraded version, only more so. Like the final version of Faith you would get after upgrading her for ages. Every single feature is perfect, her beauty honestly hurts to see. If I wasn’t so already smitten with Avelyn, I’d probably be in love. 

But I’m still shooting precum all over her calves and feet and the strappy metallic high-heeled sandals she’s suddenly sporting. 

“I do not know where you come from, hellspawn,” she snarls, “ but you will return now and leave this mortal’s body.”

“I—cack—I-I am mortal,” I sputter. “It’s m-my wife who is a demon.”

She relinquishes her grip just slightly. Gorgeous features shadowed with consternation.

“You have laid with a demon? A succubus?”

“I d-didn’t exactly know it a-at the time.” I cough again, struggling with the new amount of air she’s allowed. “But yes.”

“You were tricked,” she smirks. “Mortals. You can never help yourselves, can you?”

She throws me down on the bed, looking about my room and beginning to go through my things. She has several minutes to search my small bag of belongings while I get my breath back and return feeling to my jaw. This angel is strong. 

All the time, my cock is just streaming and jetting precum; I can’t help it, and every time I look in Faith’s direction the aching, endlessly hot sensation of my need gets harder and harder. Her body is perfect. Like if a gymnast dieted perfectly for a thousand years and somehow remained barely eighteen the whole time.

Her musculature is organic, classical art. Every movement takes my breath away. I have an almost uncontrollable urge to run my cockhead down her abs, her lateral muscles, her shapely ass. Even though she’s tall, she looks still like the short-stack of erotic dynamism I met no more than fifteen minutes ago. Her robes, sheer and thin, do nothing to hide the fertile curves and enormous tits she has on full display. 

She looks down at her heels and notices all the thick, heavy, sticky precum I left all over them. Lifting one up, she inspects it with one finger and then two. Slowly she inhales the substance, her celestially-hot body blushing from head to toe. Then she turns her back to me with her head bent over and her fingers close to her face. I hear soft murmuring and moaning. 

It's not the same as the song that Avelyn had been singing. But it’s damn close. 

When she turns back around, her fingers are licked clean. She slides her fingers back in, closing her eyes, making sure there’s nothing left. When she opens them again, her burning blue eyes are full of compassion. Full of empathy. 

Full of desire. 

“I...choked you.” She says. “Did I harm you?”

“No.” I shake my head. 

Her voice is small and soft now. Sexy. Fuck, she’s sexy. 

“I doubt that I could. I can see your strength. And to lay with a demon, you must be immensely strong, musn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Immensely,” she nods, agreeing with herself. “Of course. Immensely strong. Unstoppable. Undeniable. Of course, of course. Yes. Of course.” 

Her nipples are erect. It’s very obvious.

She finds another dollop of precum on the sheets and scoops it up, licking it down like icing. Staring at me the whole time. There’s a peculiar innocence about everything she does; I realize for the first time that this millions-years-old being must be a virgin. She’s an angel, for fuck’s sake. 

“I hope you do not misunderstand me,” she says, biting her lip and tugging at the sheets. “I am here for God’s justice, but that does not mean I am without feeling. I know you long for love. I can...feel that longing now that I am close to you. The stink of the demon obscured it.” 

She sits down on the bed next to me. She sits very close.

“I am not just a tool of justice,” she whispers in my ear. “Would you like to feel what heavenly love feels like?”

I groan. Somehow I’m affecting an angel! How did I do that? 

It must be her body—the mortal body she’s inhabiting. My precum is lashing her mind to my lust. All she had to do was touch it. Smell it. And Avelyn’s endless spells did the rest. 

“Listen, I don’t think you’re thinking straight.” I hold her back by the shoulders. 

“So strong,” she whispers again, shuddering at my grip. “Undeniable.”

Her voice! Holy shit. Like a symphony of adoration. 

“I’ve been...tainted,” I try again. “By a demon. Like you said. You don’t want to...give me your love,” I say awkwardly. 

“Oh, but I do. You deserve it.”

You can’t imagine what a beautiful woman like her—a literal angel—saying that to me does to my lust. Her hands slide forward, urging at my cock. She dares only to stroke my naked thighs.

“But won’t you, you know, be corrupted?”

She nods sagely, staring only at my cock. “Of course. Th-that’s why I need to suck it. Suck the evil out of you. I just need to...need to taste it first...please?”

This angel—this actual Amazon-bodied angel from heaven—is begging me for permission to suck my cock. 

“Please, sir?” She continues. “I’ve never tasted a man before. I’ve never had any cock at all. But you could be the first. And I know you would treat me right. And even if it fucked up my head a little to suck all that evil out of you, to suck you dry, to suck you until you’re good, I just know that you would know how to treat me right, wouldn’t you? You would love me the way that a man like you deserves to love a beauty like me?”

Shuddering, my hands slide from her shoulders to her head and I push her down on my cock. 

Her moan is obviously orgasmic. It’s obviously first-time orgasmic. This gorgeous angel, within what, ten minutes? Of assuming a mortal form for the first time, has tasted irresistible cock and orgasmed just from having a thick, hard member shoved down her throat. 

This is because of Avelyn. Her power has altered me to be able to do this. I wish she was here—I wish I could share this with her...

I lay back on the bed and wrap my legs around her head, her enormous tits bouncing against my ass and thighs as she bobs up and down. She puts her whole body into sucking me off, quickly sliding her tits around my cock and suckling at the head. There’s so much of me down there now that she can titfuck me and suck me off at the same time.

“Ohhh...” she whimpers. “They’re leaking...”

She means her tits. Her voice, still tinged with constant orgasm, becomes just a series of moans as she slides her hot, leaking, milk-covered tits all over my cock and begs for my cum. 

“Give it to me...please.” Faith’s voice, so soft and insistent, only edges me toward insanity. “I need the evil. I’m leaking evil. I need to take in more. I need to help you...”

Her lips return to my cock. So puffy, so thick, pure cock-pillows supported by the pillows of her massive tits. I can’t help myself. I need to cum so bad. 

“Fuck...” I throw myself back on the bed, shaking my head. “I’ve got no idea how I’m going to explain this.” 

“Oh, darling.” Avelyn walks through the door, wearing a bright red cocktail dress. June crawls after her, wearing a tight blue number. “You don’t have to explain anything to me. I’m your one true love, remember?”

Her timing is uncanny. Just Faith sucks me to climax—I’m looking at Avelyn again, my perfect demon wife, and the undeniable love in her eyes. 

* * * * *
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The pecking order is established almost immediately. Avelyn sends June onto the bed to attend to my cock, cleaning it with her tongue and then proceeding to keep it hard and happy while I watch, amazed, as Avelyn quickly whips Faith into shape. 

She’s a demon and Faith is an angel, so naturally, I mean whips Faith into shape very literally. It’s a leather cat-of-nine tails with a steel rod handle. 

And Faith—powerful, strong, toned, and proud—just takes it. 

“You want my husband, angel girl?” 

The whip comes down with a crack. 

“You want my man?”

Crack.

“You have to prove it, angel girl. You have to show us.”

June, with each crack, sucks me harder. Of course she’s helped because I’m holding her skull and fucking it even harder. 

Holy shit. I can’t believe it. My demon wife whipping the angel who just sucked me off and I’m being sucked off by a mindfucked beauty and it all turns me on so much, fuck. 

I’m nowhere near the man I thought I was. 

I’m much, much worse. 

And—June on my cock, Avelyn smiling at me as she whips Faith, Faith staring with lust and jealousy at June on my cock—it feels fucking incredible. 

Avelyn’s clothing slowly morphs into the same hot red pentagram-laden lingerie she’s had on before. Her body is astounding—even more perfect than the angelic perfection of Faith. June’s tight blue dress morphs into the same outfit, but in blue. 

Because the hot, tiny, gorgeous minidresses they were wearing were the outside version of hot outfits for these women. 

These women I own. Fuck!

Avelyn takes Faith by the hair and forces her down on the ground before me, making her kneel at the foot of the bed. 

“How about it, angel?” says Avelyn, sliding Faith’s face across a stocking-clad leg. The cat-of-nine-tails slides across Faith’s miraculously unmarked back. “Are you going to be a good girl for your new lord and father?”

Faith whimpers and whines. “J-just...let m-me suck it...”

“You did suck it.” Avelyn pushes her heated cunt against Faith’s face. “You sucked him really, really well.”

Faith humps the air. Her wings flap uselessly. “N-need to suck...the evil out...”

“Oh you did, sweetness. But he’s got more to give. And now that evil is in you, isn’t it? You can feel it corrupting you. Fucking up your head. Your thoughts. Your loyalty. Can’t you, sweetie?”

“Y-yes...”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Mmm...” Avelyn leans in and licks the side of her face. “This one, we can keep.”

I nearly cum again. I wanted to ask. I needed the exception. I needed to know it wasn’t going to be all brimstone and fire all the time. 

Avelyn pulls Faith up on the bed, effortlessly tugging her across it and sliding her face up against June’s on my cock. 

“Mistress...” Faith moans. “Master...”

“I should have been more gentle with you, darling.” Avelyn grins wickedly. “Taking it slow is not a particularly well-explored skill set of mine. I just wanted to impress you.”

June makes room for Faith. Soon they’re both making out on my cock. 

“It did.”

June and Faith are whispering like gossiping school girls. They kiss each other and then my cock and then they giggle and smirk and go back to licking and kissing once more. 

“You just make me so excited. I wanted to show you what I can do for you. I wanted to show you the power you have. The power of god.”

An actual, for-real agent of god is currently vying for sucking headrights on my cock. 

“Jeez,” I groan, trying to think straight. “I mean...if there are angels, though. Doesn’t that change that? The whole god thing?”

“Oh, that.” Avelyn giggles. “I mean, you know we know about god too, right? Maybe better than you do, yes?”

I nod hesitantly. 

“Well. If him winning was such a sure thing, why wouldn’t we all turn ourselves over to him? We’re malicious, but we’re not stupid.”

She pushes in against me and so do the other girls. 

“It’s just...maybe we’ve been backing the wrong horse.” Avelyn’s lips crushing against my cheek, my ear. “Maybe we need a real man to lead us and remake the world in his image. Wouldn’t that be so much better than the world we have now?”

What she’s suggesting is preposterous. 

But I have a being made of literal, infinite, heavenly light beneath me softly and urgently licking my cock and calling me Master. 

“I mean, why isn’t God...you know. Stopping this?”

Avelyn rolls her eyes. “I doubt he cares very much.”

“What? You’ve been casting spells or something. You’re making me into...you know. Some kind of actual sex demon—”

“Incubus, my love. You’ll be an incubus, and women will either have you or kill themselves out of the anguish that they don’t deserve you.”

“Whatever! First of all, stop doing that—” I ignore the lusty look Faith flashes at Avelyn, begging her not to stop making me an incubus. “ —and secondly, I just took an angel from him!”

“It happens all the time.” Faith softly licks my cock, giggling with June. “Honestly.”

“Angels getting fucked by me?”

Faith grins. Fuck, she’s so gorgeous. “No, Master. I’m the only one lucky enough for that awesome honor. But demons and angels have many shifting loyalties. We were made with immense amounts of pride to be able to withstand the awesome amount of responsibilities we hold. This pride can veer toward righteousness or selfishness, given enough time. And we have plenty of that.”

“Have you ever switched sides?”

“No, Master.” Her eyes smolder. “Only your cock was powerful enough to make me turn my back on the Lord. I have a new God now.”

That’s too much talking from her. I guide her back down on my cock and sink back down on the bed. June, enterprising June, holds Faith down on my cock. Before long, I hear her choking.

“Think about it, Master.” Avelyn stretches out next to me, pushing her tits against my arm. A perfect model’s pose in sparkling hot supernatural lingerie. “If he’s so powerful, why isn’t he stopping this? It’s clearly ‘wrong’ according to his gospel. And why would he have angels at all, carrying out his will? Why would there be a hell if he’s so perfect and perfect in all his creation? Why would there be people fighting against him in the first place?”

She and June roll me over until I’m fucking Faith’s mouth down on the bed. I’m almost like a puppet in their hands, and I don’t care. It feels so fucking good. They lift me up just enough for Faith to escape being skullfucked and to raise up her knees to land underneath my chest.

“He’s probably scared of you. Don’t you deserve to be God?” Avelyn’s lips brush my ear. “Don’t you deserve to breed angels?”

With June and Avelyn pushing in on me, I enter Faith forcefully, violently, without restraint or any consideration for her virginal resistance. I break right through—and she cums hard.

“Master oh God!” she moans.

But it’s an ethereal moan. A moan full of light and music and heavenly trumpets. The room shakes.

“Oh god!” she moans again, as I pick up the pace and start to fuck her in earnest. “Oh god! My god! My god!”

I relish the power, the sweet, intoxicating rush of dominance. Faith’s moans crescendo into a symphony only I can conduct. Her body writhes beneath me, submitting to my every ruthless thrust. June and Avelyn serve as my sinister chorus, their hands on my back, guiding me, urging me deeper into the abyss of carnal conquest.

June leans forward, her breath hot against my neck. "Master," she whispers, dark reverence in her voice, "you are a god among men. They are nothing more than insects to you."

I keep fucking my angel pet, and Faith's screams reverberate through the room, a triumph of corrupted purity; her body convulses beneath me, her insides clamping down with sinful delight. June, with envious eyes that shimmer like shattered glass, crawls up to take in every second, lapping at the corner of Faith's quivering mouth while whispering filthy promises.

Avelyn, always the master orchestrator, watches with triumphant glee. Her hand sneaks beneath her own gossamer lingerie, a self-indulgent reward for the chaos she’s wrought. She leans in close enough that I can smell her scent—like jasmine laced with brimstone—and she hisses sweet venom into my ear.

"See what you've done? You've unmade an agent of Heaven with just a thrust of your hips. Isn't it divine?"

Her question is rhetorical; the answer is written across the debauched tableau before me. 

Faith whimpers. “Oh god...oh god...”

Avelyn sneers. “That other god is a stupid fucking pussy, isn’t he?”

“Oh my god!” Faith holds me tight, weeping, cumming constantly. “Yes! A fucking pussy!”

“This is your real god, isn’t it?” From sneering to stroking adoration.

“Yes it is! Yes he is! Yes you are!”

My chest swells with pride. A deluge of possessive satisfaction rushes through me, buoyed by the feverish and eager gazes of June and Avelyn.

"More," Faith gasps beneath me, her voice a shattered hallelujah, "please, Master..."

And I keep fucking her because her plea is more than a request—it’s worship.

With a renewed fervor, I take her harder. Each movement of our entwined bodies blurs the lines between sacrilege and sacrament. This is no longer an act of mere physicality; it’s a rite of passage, a coronation by fire and flesh.

The violence of our coupling resonates through the dimly lit chamber, a dark hymn to the power I wield.

“You worship him. You worship his cock with every part of your angelic being, don’t you?”

“Yes! Oh god, yes! Yes! Yes! God, yes!”

Faith's affirmations are music like all her sounds are, a devotional melody that swells in the air around us. The walls tremble with the force of her passion, and the very foundations of reality seem to quake under the might of my command. Her once-hallowed form is now an altar to my insatiable desire, and I am relentless in my worship of power.

Her affirmations become my gospel; her body, my altar. With every stroke, I imprint a new commandment upon her soul—Thou shalt have no other god before me.

Avelyn, now unable to contain her own burning desires, discards her lingerie with a swift flick of her wrist and mounts herself atop Faith's face. She grinds down, her expression one of heavenly ecstasy as she monopolizes the angel's mouth with her own divine form. The sight is profane yet mesmerizing; the women bound together in a vison of twisted worship—all for me.

June, not to be outdone in this ritualistic dance of hedonism, positions herself behind me, legs wrapped around my waist as if she could fuse her flesh to mine. Her fingers dig into my hips, steering me like a relentless harbinger of sin, urging me to push deeper into the heaven of Faith’s pussy.

Maybe I’m turning into an incubus. But I’m still a man right now. An angel cumming from my cock. A virgin. Her voice a symphony of the most beautiful sounds in the universe. And my demon wife and slave cheering me on.

I cum inside her, filling her, knowing that I’m desperate to breed her and make her mine forever. I want her love—want her to ache and moon over me the same way Avelyn does. Faith clings to me, gasping for breath as waves of orgasmic release continue to crash over her. Avelyn and June, both of them worshipful too, cum as well just from knowing I’m cumming.

After a long, heavy round of pumping into her perfect pussy, Faith opens her eyes. Slow. Romantic. Biting her lip in that perfectly hot way. Her voice still full of music and loving worship.

“Oh, my God...” she shakes her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe how lucky I am...”

She’s gorgeous. She’s a million years old. She’ll be young and hot forever.

And she’s lucky to be with me.

In the aftermath, Faith's body shudders with the remnants of her undoing, my seed marking the conquest within her sanctified womb. She clings to me, whispering adorations, her voice laced with a newfound reverence that sends chills down my spine.

With the deed done, the air in the room seems to crackle with a tangible energy, thick with the scent of lust and conquest. 

Avelyn slides off, a smirk curling her lips as she gazes down at the debased angel, now thoroughly desecrated and marked by my essence. Her eyes meet mine, a silent message passing between us: she is pleased with the monster I've become, proud even.

June's grip tightens, her movements becoming more fervent, a reflection of the passion that has engulfed the room. Her own cravings sated just by being a part of my dominion. My thighs drip with her orgasmic juices. She moves languidly to my side like a satisfied panther, basking in the aftermath of predatory triumph.

Her lips graze my earlobe, nibbling with a possessive intensity that only fuels my ego further.

"You've defiled an angel," she murmurs, "claimed her for your own dark kingdom. What is left for you to conquer, Master?"

* * * * *
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Later that night, I sit up—gasping, shuddering, close to shouting.

I saw it again. And this time, I know it was no dream.  

“My love?” Avelyn hugs tight to me. Awake and alert right away. Stroking. Needing. Comforting. Flowing from every movement and sound with deepest compassion. I love her so deeply. “What is it, my love?”

It’s hard to even describe. The dream is fading already, the way they do.

But I remember burning. Fire. Pain and suffering. 

Claire. My wife.

The vision from before wasn’t just a hallucination. It was real.

“She’s there, isn’t she?” I ask Avelyn. “In hell?”

“Let’s not talk about her,” says Avelyn, gripping my already-hard cock. 

Even in the dim light, she is radiantly gorgeous. I’ve said it a dozen times, but she’s my dream woman, and she looks at me with the kind of supernatural lust most other men could only ever dream of. Her hand expertly strokes me, just inches away from a cunt that has only ever tasted my cock. Over millions of years of creation, all this immortal beauty has ever known has been my cock—and she worships it.

“I...don’t want to leave her there.”

Avelyn stops stroking. Her eyes stay down.

“You’re feeling loyalty to her?”

For the first time, I hear a threat in her voice. She is angry. 

“I loved her for a long time. I can’t help it.”

Taking deep breaths now. Still not meeting my gaze. 

“She was willing to kill you, you know.”

I sigh. “...Yeah.”

“And not just any death. If she had killed you during a ritual, your soul would have gone to hell.”

“What?”

“It’s part of the deal.” Now she looks at me. Eyes blazing. Furious. “She receives power in exchange for delivering a soul to hell. Why do you think she’s there right now? She has to pay the price for the goods she bought.”

I’m quiet, thinking. 

“My powers, by the way,” she raises an eyebrow. Taunting. Daring me. “That was the deal she was trying to strike; that’s why I’m here at all. She would have left me powerless in hell and you dead and in hell. I probably would have found you and tried to eat your face for a few hundred years.”

I have very little doubt that she could have. 

“But...” I shrug. “Look, I appreciate your point. And I love you. This has nothing to do with who loves who. And you are hotter than all of hell, it’s true.”

I extend my hand. She takes it, her fingers so soft. Accepting the peace offering. 

She bites her lip. “I won’t tell any other succubi you said that.” She considers. “Except for the ones who will want to fuck you because you did.”

I try not to think of the implications of that.

“But...” I say, and have to hold on to Avelyn’s hand to keep her from pulling away. “I’m not just robbed of my compassion just because you’re stupid hot and my wife fell victim to her character flaws. She wanted to get rid of her depression, her anxiety, her ADHD, all that, right?”

“Yes. And she was willing to kill you for it.”

“And herself, too, I bet.”

Avelyn snarls slightly. “Yes. I don’t see how that matters.”

“I’m the partner of someone coupled up in that awful mess. I stayed in it for more than ten years. What do you think I wouldn’t give to get her out? You think I wouldn’t have died either?”

Her arms wrap around me possessively.

“I do not like that thought. Not at all.”

“Sorry.” 

She buries herself deeper into my arms. Whatever I felt toward Claire, this is true love. I want to fuck her so badly right now. Make love to her and eat her out for ages like I did the night we met. 

“So what do you want to do?”

“What else?” I pull her face up to mine. “I want to get my wife out of hell.”

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

❍  My Wife, The Succubus – Demon Power
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I still want Avelyn, just so that’s clear. 

I’ve got to put her mind straight about it, so as soon as we started driving along the edge of the massive dark forest—inside of which is the entrance to hell, according to Avelyn—I pull over to talk. 

We have an SUV with a lot of backseat now, which was a fantastic idea for impromptu fuck sessions like this. 

I’m not sure if it was a fantastic idea for the saleswoman who bought it for me and burned down her dealership to collect the insurance and, down the line, send that money to me as tribute for her new religion. But, I’ve found that the more I fuck Avelyn, the less and less I care about normal people. 

I'm not a demon. 

Really. 

But it's hard to focus on stupid things like "consequences of my actions" when I can literally order an angel or a demon to cosmically body slam that consequence out of existence. Why should I care if some irrevocably mid saleswoman abandoned her family to devote herself to a church in my name? She'll probably just make some fucking shack. Give me a call when she's taken up residence in the Sagrada Familia, okay?

If a woman isn't ultra hot, immortal, and supremely confidant about both—why should someone like me care?

Probably that’s the kind of thought that Avelyn loves me to have, and probably croons to my head at night while I’m sleeping so that I wake up full of hot aching need for domination of inferiors and submission from gorgeous women—but, it feels good.

That’s the secret that the forces of good won’t tell you, you know. 

A lot of time, evil just gets away with shit—and every time we do, it feels fantastic.

The spot I pull into is near a gated service road with plenty of shade.

“Faith,” I say to my newest servant—an actual angel from actual heaven who I corrupted with the power of my cock. “Go ahead and suck me off for real now.”

She had been trying all day as I drove, whispering prayers to my cock and moaning about how I'm her real god. She's wearing a tight, sheer sundress. It didn't start sheer, but it's white and she keeps leaking milk and honey. 

Now, I know what you’re thinking—what about those wings of hers?

I mean, besides making her sexy as fuck—it’s an awfully powerful feeling fucking someone who could put a runway angel to shame at will—they are for practical purposes. 

I mean, I think they are. 

I haven’t seen her fly, but I assume she must. 

Anyway, you’re thinking—those wings! They take up space! How are they fitting in an automobile, even an SUV you had a mindfucked saleswomen gift to you before ruining the lives of herself, her family, and all her co-workers? 

Well, the wings retract. Duh. So much so that she looks almost more like some kind of rococo cherubim than the literal Angel of Justice she very much is. 

Her thick, endless blond hair slides to one side as she melts up my lap and worshipfully slides her mouth over my cock, whimpering in sudden helpless orgasm as she sucks, licks, kisses, and strokes with everything left in her tinified heavenly brain. 

She's been growing horns. So far they're just small little nubs, but soon they'll be majestically sexy white protuberances from her skull. Living representations of her worship of me. 

A prayer from an angel to you is a hell of a thing, by the way. I could feel my strength and influence and just plain power increase with every word she spoke. No wonder God has an army of these girls. 

I can’t leave out June, however—the beauty queen-level hottie who was (or is? I don’t know if she’s been fired) a government tax agent responsible for redirecting the fortunes of several thousand dummy corporations to my bank accounts. June kneels between my legs on supplemental ball and cock duty while Faith sucks me off, giving my succubus wife even more pleasure as she watches me treated like god. June wears sexy yoga tights and a sports bra looking like a fucking fitness model because I told her to dress "normal."

“Avelyn...” I roll my head back and look at her sitting in the seat just behind me. “We need to talk.”

She’s distracted, of course. Watching Faith suck my cock, she touches herself. 

You see, Avelyn is completely and irrevocably in love with me. She always will be. A succubus who took over my wife’s body, her first few moments on this mortal plane of existence in my wife's shell were spent luxuriating in her first tastes of true, corporeal carnal bliss (she happened to replace my wife as I was eating her out). 

Demons don’t experience corporeal pleasure all that often, as it turns out. Or ever, actually. 

That’s why they make such good succubi—orgasms are more like currency than events to them. 

Now, Avelyn's belonged to me for days, and the entire time she’s been making me more and more powerful and more and more capable of inspiring lust in women, fucking up their minds with my presence and especially my precum and cum, and of course—delivering more pleasure to Avelyn herself. 

Even if once upon a time, some other man might have been better at delivering bliss to Avelyn’s perfect, demonically evil form, at this point I’ve so far surpassed them that they’re little more than spit wads compared to my thermonuclear blast. 

Avelyn absently strokes her clit through her paper-thin short shorts while looking at me with disbelief. Her plaid blouse is open—I can see down her cleavage and all of her utterly fit, tanned torso. She wears hot, tall-heeled ankle boots. She could run in them for sixty thousand miles before ever breaking a sweat; even so, I exhaust her every time we fuck.

“I don’t want to be here,” she says, for maybe the fifth time. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” She watches Faith sucking and jacking my cock. “Ridiculous...”

Her voice trails off as my cum spurts up and hits Faith under her elegant jawline. June, also kneeling before me, licks it up and then returns to licking the base of my balls. June is hot—a ten out of ten anywhere in the mortal realm—but Faith is a demonically-corrupted angel who worships me as her new god, defying billions of years of service to her heavenly master. 

Faith, in other words, gets priority on sucking me off.  

“Oh, Master...” Faith moans. “Master’s Cock....Master’s Cock...”

“Master...” June echoes. “I love you, Master...”

That’s me, I’m their Master. 

Yeah, I’m getting used to it too. 

Avelyn also calls me Master, and that also took some getting used to, though a little bit less than Faith or June. Part of it is just that I’ve known the "original" version of Avelyn for so long, imagined her exact countenance saying such things for so long, that I’m a little more inured to it. 

I think part of it also is just that it feels right. I do love Avelyn—I want her, I’m obsessed with her to be honest. 

Can you blame me? 

She’s a succubus demon who loves me so much that she’s defying hell and heaven to inhabit my wife’s body and make it completely her own just to worship my cock. 

She’s obedient, servile, seductive, loyal, eager—and absolutely the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever laid eyes on. 

That word, by the way—thing. She takes pride in that. She loves being my trophy. She loves the fact that she's the best prize possible for me, and even gets off on the idea of being—if not replaceable or disposable (never), easily not taking top-billing in the bedroom. 

She’s even hotter than Faith somehow. She’s taller, tighter, fitter, bustier, shinier, and so constantly encouraging and urging and cooing with the need for my power that I can’t help but feel head-over-heels in love every time I look at her. 

She is everything, everything, everything I ever wanted my wife Claire to be and so much more. 

So of course, this begs the question...

“...why her?” Avelyn shakes her head.

Avelyn is a powerful demon capable of shaping reality with a thought and a gesture. She consumes souls for power and has fucked me for hours and hours at a time, filling me with masculine strength, virility, and magnetism that makes women absolutely lose their minds with desire when they’re around me. All the same, when she’s staring at me with lovey-dovey eyes and fingering her cunt and pouting like this, it’s hard to take her seriously. 

“Claire doesn’t belong in hell.”

“She intentionally and knowingly performed an occult ceremony summoning the powers of a demon, the price for which she was willing to pay by sacrificing you.” She scoffs. “Who does belong in hell, according to you?”

“I don’t know, billionaires?” I shake my head. “I don’t want her in hell, all right?”

“You’ll be a billionaire soon,” June moans against my balls. “There’s so much money I’m giving you access to.”

Oh, right. I forget about that from time to time. It’s easy to forget about the power of capital wealth thrumming its endless wheels behind you when you’ve got mindfucked ultra-beauties whimpering for your pleasure. 

I’m sure I’ll be one of the moral billionaires, just as soon as I’ve fucked about three dozen supermodels on a private island made of gold and diamonds and precious furs. 

“He should have more.” Faith’s voice is muffled as she kisses my cock. “So much more...”

“He deserves it all.” June nods into my balls, licking and whimpering. 

I could listen to them talk like this all day. They’ve transformed since coming into my influence. Bustier. Longer. Tighter. Thicker hair. Their tits constantly streaming virility-inspiring milk. Even their voices are hotter. 

I’ve changed too. I look so much different than I used to now, thanks to Avelyn. Her demonic energy has transformed me into...well, a hunk. 

My body is tall and muscular, with broad shoulders and tapered hips. I stand taller than everyone around me, and every girl that looks my way can’t take her eyes off me. Everyone wants to touch me—they can feel the power radiating from my new form. Everywhere I go, throngs of females offer themselves to me—slipping me notes as I pass or caressing my arm in passing. All the power and attention is a heady rush that makes me feel ten feet tall and invincible.

But I want to get going. My wife is in hell, and every moment she’s there is like centuries of suffering. 

“Even if I had all of everything,” I say, “I would still want Claire out of hell.”

Avelyn continues to pout. She's jealous. 

“Do you honestly think she can replace you?” I ask, a bit surprised at her vulnerability.

She scoffs. “Of course not. But I am worried you might think so. You are so unaccustomed to what you deserve, Master. Despite our best efforts to tell you so.”

Faith and June both continue to whimper variations on their previous chorus:

You deserve it all.

You deserve more.

Can’t we enslave other angels to your cock, Master?

I do see Avelyn’s point. I have been resistant—although clearly not that resistant—to the idea of having slaves. 

“She’s my wife. I know you’re better than her in every way,” I say, before she can interrupt. “But it’s just wrong to let her burn in hell if I can change it. I know that our relationship wasn’t good, that it fucking sucked, honestly...but I have to try. I won’t be able to live with myself if I don’t. No matter what or who you three give me.”

Avelyn almost protests again and then thinks better of it. After a moment, she raises an eyebrow at me and leans forward, sliding herself on top of me and sliding her pussy-slick ass on the top of Faith’s head. 

Oh fuck. Here it comes.

“What if,” she says, crushing her heavy tits against my chest, “I agree to help you wholeheartedly, not just under protest? Maximum effort for my maximum Master.”

My cock, maximally filling Faith’s trembling esophagus, throbs and pulses up toward Avelyn’s incredible features. 

“What did you have in mind?”

“If we can bring her back...” She nibbles my ear. “Promise me you’ll make her serve you like you deserve.”

Fuck. 

Fuck.

“She...” I try to resist, to think of something else. 

“She should serve you.”

“Serve you,” June moans. “Serve you, serve you, serve you, serveyouserveyouserveyou...”

She continues to chant as Avelyn whispers in my ear.

“Go on, can’t you promise me just this one little thing? We can make her look just like she used to. Only better. Like my twin! Only she’ll be my obedient, pretty little servant.”

Two of her, holy fuck. 

“We’ll make her powerful. A succubus just like me, if you want. Or maybe Faith can gift her some angelic powers. But either way she’ll look like me and service you however and whenever you want. Our little servant girl, just like you deserve. That way, I know it’s me you really want and not her. Don’t I deserve to feel secure like that?”

Oh fuck, she really does.

“How about this?” She whispers. “If you want Claire the way I’ve described, if you want her to be our hot little servant girl forever, all you have to do is cum right in Faith’s mouth. How about that? You don’t even have to say it. You just have to mark your heavenly property with your cum. You know, the angel who never even wanted to fuck until she met you? The one whose mind is so completely fucked up on you that she’s ready to burn down entire civilizations just to make room for your harem? The hot angel who’s dying to find out if she can be pregnant because her new god is the only one who has ever made her ovulate? The angel who—”

It’s too much. She wins. I cum. I groan, my entire body shaking as I shoot load after heated load into the angelic Faith’s cum-hungry mouth. It’s too much, Avelyn’s words re-igniting fantasies I haven’t been able to stop thinking of. A harem of perfect women, all ruthlessly devoted to me, all vying for the privilege to have my children. 

Fuck.

Fine. I’ll take Evangeline as a servant. But I’m still getting her out of hell.

* * * * *
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So there’s the entrance to hell, and that’s as scary as you might expect. 

Behind a thicket of impenetrable vines and ominously tall trees and through a cave mouth that looks suspiciously like a fanged maw oozing dread and despair and past the rocks on the insides looking as though they’re covered in blood (and probably are) and well beyond that there's fires and torches burning and shambling zombies walking around groaning for brains and souls and eerie cackles and satanic symbols everywhere and bones for the floors and the stairwells and the handrails and screams on every breeze—but.

But.

That’s just the entrance. 

We make it through the cave unscathed by all of its many horrors, traversing in maybe three minutes what would take someone not-escorted by a ultra-hot demoness several eternities to work through. There’s a lot of damned souls walking around with spelunking gear; just poor saps who lost their way. 

Faith and June, despite being of great interest to the various abominations that populated the cave, are left untouched. They are all too scared of Avelyn to come too close. Most bow to her. 

Some bow to me.

Finally, through all the smoke and brimstone, the cave opens up to an entirely new world. 

And so, here's the thing.

Inside hell? 

It’s sort of... 

I don’t know how to put this without seeming like a creep. 

It’s nice.

Like, really nice.

There’s a sky, somehow. Even though we’ve descended for what felt like miles, we stand at the top of an enormous precipice overlooking a lush green meadow full of laughter, mirth, and joy. 

Below us directly is a giant garden, verdant and shimmering, featuring sparkling streams and little waterfalls and babbling brooks and bright, sweet flowers. Statues litter the grounds, depicting naked angels twisting into impossible shapes, all white marble glistening in the light.

The damned are here, of course. They’re the landscape. Their faces are neatly arranged in plots, gaping and whimpering. It reminds me of photos of European olive groves, or like when I’ve flown over farmland. You know how they square off acreages of land? It’s like that, except full of tormented faces. The ones on top are casually poked and prodded by succubi in aprons wielding staves and spades, testing them like fruit in a greenhouse. The ones underneath, well...they’re underneath.

“They don’t see hell for what it is,” Avelyn says. She’s curled up into my arm, like she always is now. In her plaid blouse and tiny shorts—hell, even with the hot-as-fuck ankle boots—she looks like she's having a day trip picnic. “All they see is endless torment. Fire and brimstone. Pokers and impaling. All the newly damned stay on top until we’re sure we’ve rotted their minds to complete suffering, and then they join the soil and spend eternity discarded, feeling nothing but abandonment and pain while we harvest the power of their souls to make our world more pleasant for us.” Avelyn’s hand paws at my bulge. “Isn’t that hot?”

With her gripping my cock the way she does when she speaks to me, everything is hot. 

You’d think such a sight would be unnerving or terrifying, but honestly it’s kind of nice? 

Like—they are very particular about where and how they’ve placed the plots of damned, and have decorated them accordingly with bright, colorful flowers and heavily-shading ferns. 

And by they, I mean the succubi everywhere. 

Oh fuck, are there ever. 

They are so, so fucking gorgeous.

Take every fantasy you’ve ever had about any kind of woman ever and crank it up to a thousand. That’s starting to enter the neighborhood of the houses these women trample over with their tall, tall heels, impossibly long legs, perfect asses, tight midsections, long hair, big tits, and endless happy smiles. Their skin every hue and saturation of red you can think of. They wear tight, luxurious outfits and designer lingerie and glamorous jewelry as they prance and play. 

They're all walking around with smug smirks on their faces, like they know they're the most beautiful things in existence. And they're not wrong.

Of course, none of them are as beautiful as Avelyn. As we descend, she holds her head high like she’s the queen of hell. She's got this air of arrogance and superiority that's almost palpable. If she wants to act like that, it’s fine by me. No one's going to argue with her and I find it hot as fuck.

We descend down from the precipice via an enormous marble staircase lined with obsidian railings. At the bottom, a gaggle of gorgeous vibrantly-hued skinned, smiling succubi await, casually shoving their stiletto heels into the groaning faces of the several damned that make up the road. 

Avelyn explains casually that every entrance to this part of hell creates a stir, thus the audience. 

When the succubi at the bottom of the stairs see that it’s her, they treat her with tremendous deference. 

They bow their heads before her, they whisper her name in hushed tones. She deserves it all. She's the hottest, most beautiful, most powerful demon in all of hell.

And she is madly, passionately, endlessly in love with me. 

I know I keep bringing that up. But fuck, it feels good.

Avelyn smirks at them. “Hello Girls!”

They all wave cheerily. There are about forty of them I think.

“Hi Avelyn!” A chorus of seductive, cooing lust.

“Who’s the stud?” asks one with bright, flowing pink hair. 

“Oh, him?” Avelyn leans into me like a schoolgirl with a crush. “Just my Master, that’s all.”

They all gasp. 

He made you submit?

Forever?

Like, forever and ever?

Avelyn nods. They all turn to me now with awe in their gorgeous eyes. Glimmering pinks and purples and reds.

“So, that means you belong to him?” asks Pink Hair.

Avelyn does a little shimmy into my body, gleeful. Nodding again and smiling madly. 

He’s yours?!

All yours?

You lucky bitch!

The succubi all circle around us, giggling and cooing and stroking my arms and shoulders, their fingers tracing patterns on my skin. Faith, behind me, whispers some kind of prayer in my ear. I can feel her horns growing, pushing against my skull; the time in hell is speeding her transformation. 

“So,” says Pink Hair, “can we play?” 

“Is that an angel?” another one asks. “It’s been so long since we’ve been able to play with an angel.”

“Is that June?” gasps another. “I didn’t think we would see her down here for another ten years at least. We’ve been waiting for you, sweetie. Do you want to see your plot? You're going to have such a terrible time here. I can't wait!”

June draws in closer to me, hiding behind my bulk and size. She’s got nothing to worry about, but it is hot that she expresses her worry like this. 

“Actually, ladies...” I begin. 

They respond with such immediate deference, solemnity, and eye-fucking reverence that I get a headrush. Avelyn insistently kisses my chin and jaw, whispering spells as she always does. No doubt that’s why I have forty actual demonesses from actual hell right now staring at me like I’m every crush they’ve ever had. 

“Did you know, Master, that succubi don’t actually fuck?” Avelyn is stroking me. Again. I groan. Again. "We just fuck with people’s heads. You’re the first to ever fuck a succubus.”

“He fucked you?” Pink-Hair gasps. “Oh my god. And he’s alive? Oh fuck. That means...”

A blue-skinned beauty bops up and down. “That means he could fuck all of us, couldn’t he? Forever?”

“Forever and ever?” Pink-Hair is so hopeful. She’s grasping the hands of other succubi. 

“Forever, and ever, and ever...” Avelyn whimpers and kisses my face and ear. 

Fuck, these women! They slide in toward me, all of them touching, caressing, stroking, giggling, smiling. Each one could put any insta model to shame. The glint of obsession in their eyes is growing into fucking stadium lights. 

They’re going to drown me if I don’t do something fast. 

“My wife!” I growl, roughly gripping Avelyn and shaking her. “We’re here to find Claire. Find me Claire.”

“That bitch?” Blue-Skin giggles. “What do you want her for? You know we’ll fuck you without marrying you, right?”

“Does he know she sucks?” says Pink-Hair. “You know she sucks, right?”

I put my fingers to my temple. I’m not going to fucking explain this shit again. 

“Find her,” I say, “or I’m not fucking any of you.”

That gets them moving. 

* * * * *
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I don’t know how else to put it. They had to excavate Claire out of the dirt. 

She’s covered in dust and filth, wearing the vestiges of the same hot tiny tee shirt she wore the last time I saw her. I suppose when you go to hell, you just wear what you had on. In her case, it's practically nothing. She doesn't seem to mind; her expression reads as dead to the world. 

We’re sitting alone on a small bench. Succubi watch behind trees sporting carved human faces in living, constant agony. Some of them, looking intently at me, touch their supernatural pussies by reaching down below their tight skirts and dresses.

Claire looks... not great. Gone is the perfectly made-up shopaholic fitness addict I once knew. In her place, a shell of a woman with matted hair, dirty clothes, and a look of utter defeat. I can't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction 

Gone are the tight designer clothes that hugged her every curve. The shirt she wears, once white, is stained through with brown and yellow, ripped nearly into shreds on her tiny frame. Rings of grime darken her once-perfect complexion. 

Her hair—once a cascade of hot chestnut brown—is matted and tangled, as if it's been months since she's last looked in a mirror. When she finally looks up at me, I catch a glimpse of those emerald eyes that used to reduce me to putty. 

Now, they're dull, lifeless pools full of pain and despair.

She's been here for only a few days.

Finally, she turns to me. Her voice is distant and soft. 

“Hi. Did you die too?”

I shake my head. 

“You came here for me?”

I nod.

“That was stupid of you. You were never very smart.”

“All right.”

“If you were smart, you would have left me a long time ago. You wanted to save me instead.”

“I want to save you now.”

“I can tell. That’s why I’m telling you you’re an idiot. You know I suck, right?”

“You don’t have to.”

“You always...you always say that.” Frustration fills her voice. “You always say that it’s not necessary, that it was some choice I was making and that’s why you stuck around, because if it was a choice then I could make a better choice, but what if it wasn’t? What if I just suck all the time? What if the whole stupid world is some balloon I’m taking the air out of?”

“I just don’t think that’s true.”

We’re quiet for a minute. This is a very old argument. I hold her hand and she pulls it away. 

“Well. What’s the deal, then?” she asks.

“Deal? There’s no deal.”

“This is hell. It’s all deals. Even I know that, and I’m the idiot who stayed with the biggest idiot I know.”

She's needling for a fight. It would make her feel better to be berated. I won't do it. 

“I mean. There’s kind of a deal. An offer.”

“You see?” She shakes her head. “I suppose it’s your soul on the line.”

I’m trying to leave out everything about having a harem of mindfucked beauties. Phrasing this next part is tricky. 

“They say you can come with me so long as you become a succubus yourself. You’ll...you know. The sadness you feel, the depression and all that. It will be gone. You’ll just be able to come with me and feel happy. It will be great.”

“Who is telling you this?”

“She’s been calling herself Avelyn.”

She stands up. I think she means it to be dramatic, but she's so weak that it just looks like she's aged forty years. 

“You mean the demon who switched places with me? She took you?”

“She’s pretty in love with me. To tell you the truth...”

“You’re in love with her?” She’s not angry. Not even sad. Just resigned. “Right. Well. Go on? Have a wonderful time. Have a demon wife, who cares? She’ll probably make you a harem.”

I chuckle and turn away.

“Oh, I suppose she did already? Good for you. You are a good lay. Just leave me out of it.”

I think that's the first time she's ever complimented my ability in bed.

“You want to stay in hell?”

“I told you, Jonathan. I suck.” 

Okay. You remember how I said I wasn't going to be baited into the fight?

Well.

Fuck it. 

“You can’t be fucking serious right now," I put my head in my hands. "You're so goddamn crazy. I’m offering you a way out of hell.”

“What else is new? Therapy. Books. Medication. You couldn’t give me enough of that shit. You can’t pave a road out of hell faster than I can fall into it, but you always did try. You always thought there was a way out. Just let it go. Go fuck a lovestruck demon. You have a golden chance. Don’t fuck it up.”

There’s no reasoning with her. 

There never was. 

* * * * *
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“You know, Master. There is a way to save her, whether she likes it or not.”

I’m in a small grotto surrounded by beautiful naked demons. Each one is sexier than the last. I’ve only learned the names of Yolanda—the blue-skinned one—and pink-haired Mauve. June makes out with one with firetruck red skin only a few feet away from me. I think June is turning into a succubus; her pale skin is definitely turning almost ashen down here. 

Avelyn is doing her best to cheer me up—which is to say, expertly stroking my shockingly hard cock and whispering all that dark hot prayer shit into my ears between every breath. 

Honestly? It must be working, all those prayers, because her best efforts are not working that great. 

What I mean is—she must be making me stronger and more powerful, because even her best efforts do little more than offer a small au jus to the roast beef sandwich of my misery concerning Claire. 

I know it probably seems insane to feel so empty and worthless and dumb, looking at a beautiful sunlit grotto full of immortal, stacked sex demons desperate to earn their way in my harem. 

But, I don't know. There's a lot about being the spouse of a depressive that doesn’t make sense; you fucking figure it out. 

Avelyn continues her pitch. “All we have to do is make you an incubus. It can only happen in hell, but...oh, whoops! Here we are.”

I'm not amused by her cheek.

“You’d have to turn one of us into your brainless fuckslaves and craft our essence into a small charm,” said Yolanda. “Snap the charm...and all that demonic power flows into you. Because of everything Avelyn's done to you, you would survive easily." Her voice drops to a heated whisper. "Any other mortal would die. You're so powerful..."

"Don't be ridiculous," says Avelyn. She procures a small, twisted double-helix of what looks like spiraling amber. "One succubus isn't nearly enough to devote to his glory."

Mauve gasps. "Sooo pretty...!"

Faith, behind me, her milking tits acting as a pillow for my head, gasps as well. "You found so many..."

"Oh, not that many. Just the souls of over ten thousand succubi who volunteered to give their power up for Master." Avelyn's eyes flash.

"Ten...thousand...?" I shake my head. I don't think I've even seen ten dozen in the two hours or so since we got here. "You had time for that?"

She shrugs. "You only talked with Claire for like thirty minutes, or I would have gotten more." Her grin is so fucking sexy. "Would you like me to get more?"

"You'll be the most powerful demon in hell, easy." Yolanda's voice clearly indicates how sopping wet her pussy is. "Oh fuck...you'd be unstoppable..." 

“Girls.” I shake my head. “You need to stop. I’m not becoming a fucking demon.”

“You already fuck up the minds of girls wherever you go." Avelyn strokes me more insistently. Faith is praying something unintelligible but super hot, whispering the word cum again and again. June has a succubus's tail up her pussy. “Including hell. Gosh, you have a whole army of succubi aching to be bred by you, Daddy. So many already gave up eternity for you, just because they knew you existed. Isn’t that so sexy? It’s just that...if you were an incubi, you would be able to breed us for real.”

I look at the succubi before me, each one more alluring than the last. Their tits and hips are otherworldly, their faces enchanting, and their eyes—oh, their eyes. They practically beg me to take them, to taste the forbidden fruit they so eagerly offer. 

And for a moment, I consider it. I'd be lying if I said the idea of becoming an incubus didn't have its appeal. I could have an endless harem of these divine creatures, my every carnal desire met and exceeded. Breeding them, over and over, for eternity. 

But the image of Claire, broken and defeated, haunts me as I stare at these hot demonic nymphs. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. 

A part of me wants to walk away, to leave this twisted realm and its sinful pleasures behind, but the other part craves power. Power over her, power over my own desires. The thought of her kneeling at my feet, the light in her eyes rekindled—albeit artificially—is a whole fucking lot to resist.

“Just think of it, darling...” Avelyn purrs. “She would beg your forgiveness. Your love would light up her life. All that despair would be gone forever. And at what price? Her will?” She grabs Yolanda's head and pushes it up on my cock. Yolanda's tongue splits into two and sucks my cock with eager, billion year-old alacrity that makes Faith seem like a nervous virgin. “What’s she ever done with it that’s been so great? Wouldn’t it be better if you were in charge? It’s not like you would ever make her anything but deliriously happy...” She bites her lip. “I mean, except for the times when she needed to be punished a little. Just a bit. With me helping her understand what a bad girl she was...”

Fuck. Fuck.

Fuck it. 

Okay. 

I grab Avelyn by the throat and push her down onto the ground. Pumping my hips into Yolanda's mouth still, trapping her under my weight. Avelyn smiles a wicked smile even as she turns blue beneath my grip. 

"I'm your Master, aren't I?"

Her body arches upward. Fuck, her hips are sexy.

"Yes, Master!"

"You do what I say?"

"Yes, Master. Anything."

I smile. "I'm changing our agreement."

And Avelyn—understanding—screams in frustration. 

* * * * * 
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A few minutes later, my ears are still ringing from Avelyn's outrage.

I'm glad I remembered how to navigate through the trees to where they kept Claire; the succubi seemed in no mood to help me out. 

They haven't put Claire back into the ground yet, but she went ahead and climbed in the hole. Standing above her, I offer her my hand. 

"Would you get out of there, please?"

She just looks at my hand. "What's the point? They're just going to put me back in. I'd rather get it over with. At least down here there's no fire."

Around me are brilliantly green fields, pink-flowering trees, and happy birds trilling beautiful songs. She sees none of this, of course. 

I take my hand back for a second, squatting down. I have to adjust my pants for a second. The charm is right there, bulging out of my pocket. I had to grab it away from Avelyn in case she had thoughts of any shenanigans. 

"Look. There's no more deal, okay? You're just done with hell. You get to go. No conditions."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean no conditions. I worked it out. You were right. Deals are bad. So, I mean you're going. You're gone. All you have to do is walk out. Okay?"

She frowns. And then she sits down. 

"I paid my ticket."

Oh. 

My.

Fucking. 

God. 

I have to stand up and walk away for a minute. Avelyn, looking fucking furious with me for the first time, leans up against a tree not too far away with her arms crossed and one long lean leg over the other. She's giving me hard, big I Told You So energy. 

I come back to the small pit where Claire sits and look down. 

"I can just pull you out of there, you know."

"You wouldn't dare."

I don't know what to call it. Obstinance, I guess. But when she treats me like I'm being an asshole, when I'm trying to be the best person I know how to be, it really makes me want to act like a bigger asshole. 

I hop down in the pit—easy—scoop her up and jump back up—easier. I used to barely be able to thirty push-ups, by the way. Now I can jump up fifteen feet with a woman in my arms. 

I drag her just for a few feet and then push her toward the marble stairway up the cliff with everything else. 

"Just go that way, and get out. No one will interfere. You're done with hell. Live a nice life."

"What the hell is wrong with you?" she asks. "Oh my god. I can't even be damned without you deciding it's your business."

"You're my wife! Of course it's my business!"

She pushes me. I'm caught so off-guard that I trip backward a few steps. 

"I could live every stupid day of my life more perfect than the last and you'd still want to run my head, you fucking jerk!"

It's the most emotion I've seen from her this whole time. I feel a flush of heat run through my body—real arousal though, not that intense, headfucky shit that Avelyn whispers into my ear. 

It doesn't help that she's right. I do want to run her head. 

Her shit isn't my business. Curing her depression isn't my business. Solving the darkness inside her or solving any part of her isn't my business. 

I sigh. "I know."

"You—what?"

"It isn't my business. None of it is. You're right." I shrug. "But I want it to be."

She doesn't understand right away. Avelyn is quicker on the uptake on such things than her. Another reason she's the real wife for me. I snap the charm in my pocket.

An otherworldly energy surges, crackling the air. The taste of heavy metal fills my mouth. The hellish power of thousands of demons coursing through my veins, all at once—competing with and then combining with each other to perfectly blend with every part of me. Thousands and thousands of succubi souls making love to every part of my being all at once, bathing me in their orgasmic, demonic power. 

With each heartbeat, my humanity slips away, replaced by a heated, burning, calculating desire for dominion and depravity. 

My body convulses, contorting and reshaping itself into the form of an all-powerful incubus. I can be hundreds of feet tall; I choose to be nine. My feet push hard into the earth; I leave thick footprints on the soil and on the plots of the damned, crushing their faces without even trying. 

No longer bound by morality or the constraints of a mortal soul. Forever changed.

Behind me, I hear the succubi cheer. 

Avelyn cums. 

With a thought, I make her cum again—and then again. And then I make her forget my betrayal of her—and then remember it and feel grateful that I did it—and then forget it again. Like turning a switch on and off. I leave the switch flipping that way—and every few changes, I allow her to be aware of what I’m doing. Each new change and each new awareness makes her cum again.

More business to protect the girls who brought me to the dance. More thoughts becoming reality. I turn June into a fully-fledged succubus, pale with glowing blue eyes. She grabs the firetruck-red succubi who was sure she would own June's soul and sits on her face, smiling and winking in my direction. 

Finally, I grind down the mountains in the distance, condensing and carbonizing them a million times over in less than a second, and form a flawless black blade for Faith, presenting it to her in a scabbard decorated with scenes from the battles to come, when she forces down angel after angel on their knees in service of my infernal cock. Her new tail whips in appreciation. Her horns, brilliant and white and tall, carry the splinters of her shattered halo within them. 

To Claire, I tilt my head. The recognition of what’s going to happen in her eyes lasts long enough for me to enjoy the rapture of the betrayal she feels so profoundly—the knowledge that I’m going to take away the one thing that was irrevocably (or she thought) was hers: her despair. 

With a thought, it’s gone. As is the filth and dirt and the grody tee-shirt. 

Lingerie instead, don’t you think? To fuck my wife in. Tight, black, gleaming with emeralds in her massive tits and sparkling down her cleavage. Smoky stockings and tall heels. Though Avelyn is still plainly much prettier than her, they could easily be sisters. Really, really attractive sisters. 

“Master,” says Claire, falling to her knees. Arms limp. Staring up at me. Cumming helplessly. “Please...”

I don’t know what the fuck my problem was. 

This feels fucking great.

I think, only for a moment, and Avelyn and June and Faith are gathered up next to me. They paw my body, aching for my cock. My entire body is naked and massive, my thigh easily the weight of June’s entire body. Avelyn shudders. 

“Th-thank you, husband,” she moans. “I’m s-so h-happy...”

She really is. But I make her happier anyway—ecstatic. The kind of manic that would make her unbearable in any real context or situation. Wide-eyed and frantically smiling and feeling a mind-melting orgasm every time she thinks, touches, kisses, or feels me. She cums and cums so much that she is almost frozen in a smile, helplessly grinding my thigh as she smiles her brilliant fucking smile up at me. 

This is her reward.

Another thought—and all the succubi in the realm are gathered around us. There are thousands and thousands of them. It looks like a festival crowd full of supermodels with me at the center. The lucky ones are able to push into me like my girls are. Some of the succubi haven’t even seen me yet—but they do now. And they love it. 

And if they don’t, I make them love it anyway. 

Fuck, I’m good.

“Please, Master, please?” Claire moans.

On the ground. Staring up at me. My precum spilling all over the ground all around her, fertilizing the land, sprouting flowers everywhere it lands. 

June gets down holds Claire from behind on the ground, spreading her legs out. Faith kneels down in front and to the side, grinning that same mad smile as Avelyn into Claire’s face. 

“He fucked my soul away,” she giggles. “I sang the loudest in God’s chorus. You don’t stand a chance.”

Claire nods and whimpers, her body arching up toward me. She needs it. 

I push into her, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. My new incubus cock ultra sensitive, extra hard and dense, full of mind-altering pleasure potential. 

Claire feels it too.

She screams, and her eyes roll back in her head as I claim her thoroughly, fucking her so hard and filling her up with my demonic essence that she can no longer tell where she ends and I begin. I feel Claire’s mind crack open, spilling her every thought and fear and want onto me like a waterfall. 

And I fuck her harder and take it all away until the only thing left in her skull is obedience to me. 

“Fuck her, yes!” Avelyn moans, pressing into me. “Fuck her, please!”

All the succubi—thousands and thousands—join in on the chants and encouragement. 

Fuck her. 

Breed her. 

Fuck the pretty mortal. 

Turn her into one of us. 

Give us another sister, Master.

Cumming inside of Claire will truly damn her forever—by marking her with an incubi’s seed in her cunt, she’ll be forever a succubus herself. 

I thrust faster and faster, my massive, demonic dick pulsing and throbbing with every inch of her tight pussy, every wail of hers lost in the roar of the succubi. I hold out as long as I can, but—fuck—I cum, deep inside her. 

Claire’s screams surpasses even Avelyn’s, and her body swells with power as she transforms. Her breasts grow. Her ass swells. Her hips flare. Her legs lengthen. Her hair thickens and lengthens; she looks more like Avelyn than ever before. 

Another sister for my succubi army. 

Around us, the thousands of succubi are on their knees, cumming and moaning my name and promising their eternal obedience. I make them cum every time they take a breath.

I turn to Avelyn and dial the manic insanity down a little bit. My control over her—over every woman here and every woman anywhere—is infinite and easy. I dial it down it not because I’ve had enough of her insane glee—but because I do miss her urgent dark obedience. 

Breathing hard, perfect breasts heaving, she stares at me with that hot, arrogant satisfaction that I love so much, pushing in June’s mouth onto my cock and using her mouth to stroke me off. 

I stroke her flawless face. She's so fucking obedient. 

“Good work, babe.”

She preens at the compliment.

“You know,” she says. “For a minute there...I really did think you were going to let her go. Even be with her.”

I smirk. “For a minute there...so did I.”

She rolls her eyes. “You’re such a bastard.”

But she’s happy about it. The evil bastard she aches to have in charge of her eternity.

Now that the heat’s died down a little, I want to fuck my old wife again. She’s starting to recover. Succubi physiology is rather more resilient than that of a mortal. 

When I slide back up on top of Claire—I see it. What I’ve craved for so long. That same look that Avelyn gave to me so readily. 

Love. 

# # #
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The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend
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Someone skilled and eager had their mouth wrapped around Stephen’s cock. He was in a bed, covered in sheets and blankets, and under those blankets with most of his body was someone with a spectacularly talented tongue. 

This was not how he started most mornings. This was not, indeed, how he started any mornings, and given the dismal state of affairs with his wife as of late, it was not even how he expected to spend any amount of time for the foreseeable future. 

Instead he twitched, moaned, thrust his hips, and the happy mouth under the covers moaned in return and sank deeper. His cockhead hit her throat, distending the succulent sucking flesh, and he gasped and rolled slightly, hitting the other girl. 

The other girl?

Yes, there were two of them. He hadn’t opened his eyes yet—this dream was far too nice to ruin. But there was clearly a face on his cock—no way around that—and his thigh just rolled into another face, which immediately began kissing his skin and whispering softly. 

“That’s it, dearie. You see how much he likes it? I told you would be so good at this.”

He groaned. Whoever that was had a voice like an angel. So far from the kinds of female voices he was used to hearing—angry, accusatory, insulted female voices had haunted him now for months, climaxing in the deliverance of divorce papers from his wife and a round of sexual assault allegations at work. 

How had he gotten here? Where was here? Dare he open his eyes to find out? There were two angels sucking his cock—he could feel the second girl guiding the first, her hand tight on the first girl’s skull and showing her the exact pace to drive him wild—and it felt entirely out of line to somehow break their spell. The last thing he could remember was being brilliantly, apocalyptically drunk—a drunk to end all drunks—and at the moment, although he was enjoying an incredible amount of heated, wet pleasure, he could feel no alcoholic-induced euphoria whatsoever. 

He wasn’t hungover, either. Had he died? He had sort of meant to. You didn’t drink that much and not account for possibly dying. There had been several, several shots of whiskey in a row, punctuated by tall beers and many other shots of other liquors. 

Slowly, finally, he opened his eyes. The clock told him it was late morning—far too late to be enjoying this sort of affair on a Monday. But the clock wasn’t his, and the sheets weren’t either, and he didn’t recognize the ceiling or the nightstand. They were all much nicer than anything he could have managed from his meager earnings at the law firm. 

Most of his clients were crooks and deserved the sentences they got, but that didn’t make him feel any better about never being able to argue his way toward good settlements. He was a “good enough” defense lawyer, which meant in other words that he had a pulse and a law degree and that was about it. Stephen hated confrontation, part of why he still had not drawn the covers up to see whose bed he was in. 

Two girls, that much was clear between the pitch of their voices, the feel of their heavy tits pressing against him, and the warmth of their pussies grinding on his legs. God, he hoped they were pretty. They certainly felt slim, and from the calf and high heel poking out from one part of the covers that he could see, at least they were rather in shape and healthy. Her skin was radiant, actually, glowing tan like she spent most of her days playing tennis. That was the life his wife Marisa afforded herself even though they as a family couldn’t afford it in the least. 

Something wet and creamy dripped from the tits of the girls, lubricating their bodies and his. Milk. Somehow they were lactating, though neither felt pregnant. Their tummies, occasionally slipping across his thighs, were utterly trim as far as he could feel. 

He didn’t know how such a thing was possible, but it made him even harder inside the mouth of the one blessed girl doing the perfect job of loving his cock with her tongue and lips and throat. 

How had he managed two girls? Why couldn’t he remember it at all? The last thing he recalled was going to bed alone. He must have been on some divorce-inspired bender...

The leader of the two—the one guiding the girl on his cock—seemed to notice he was more awake. She sat up straighter under the heavy duvet and started working the other girl’s skull even faster. 

“He needs it, dear.” Her voice pure sex. “Can’t you tell he needs it? Give Daddy what he wants.”

“Oh, god,” he groaned. “God...god...”

Calling him Daddy was a particular kink of his that he had never been able to shake, despite Marisa stripping most of the rest of his intimate desires from him. 

“Take his cum, sweetie,” said the leader. “You can do it. You can take Daddy’s cum. You can take all of it...”

He bucked, hands reaching across the blankets and sheets and squeezing, looking for anything at all to keep from applauding. His legs wrapped tight and he twisted, fucking the girl’s face hard into the bed while he shot load after load down her throat. She was there for it, eagerly gripping his backside and moaning. Honestly, she sounded like she was cumming.

In all the twisting of the sheets, the other girl—the one who had been running the show—was revealed. An absolute smokeshow with dark hair, big bright brown eyes, and an utterly built body clad entirely in show-off lingerie. She looked fit for a runway, not a bed he was in. 

Fuck yeah, man, all right. Good work, good work. 

She looked at him with absolute adoration in her eyes and a deep intimacy that made him a little uncomfortable to be the recipient of. She was, after all, just some girl he had presumably picked up somewhere. But—whatever. If she wanted to guide her roommate onto his cock, then that was fine by him. 

“Was it good, darling?” she asked him. “Did you like it?”

Something about the way she called him darling struck him as familiar, like he should know her. But he didn’t know any woman this beautiful, and certainly none who had slept with her.

“Hell yes,” he said, sitting up in the bed. “Of course I liked it. Hell yes.”

She clapped her hands excitedly. “That’s so lovely. I told Gale we could do it every day if you pleased her.”

He laughed, cringing a bit. 

“Oh,” she frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“N-nothing. Really. It was great. It’s just...that’s my daughter’s name.”

Gale, of course, was the adopted barely-eighteen year-old daughter of Stephen and Marisa, but they had raised her since she was little.

Under the sheets, the girl giggled. He could hear her lips smacking with his cum. The woman on top tossed her hair back and smiled. 

“Of course that’s her name, my love.”

Everything felt like it turned to slow motion. He looked closer at the woman in front of him. 

Nothing about her was similar to his wife—a cold, angry, stern woman who had been raised to despise pleasure in all its forms. Sex for her was for procreation and holding others in contempt. Stephen had made the match to earn a job from her father that he then proceeded to drink himself out of it in misery when it was utterly clear his wife didn’t love him, and anyway the business collapsed when her father had suffered a massive, hate-induced stroke. 

Marisa had dark hair, but it wasn’t this dark hair. Not silky smooth and long and effortlessly sexy in tangles and waves. 

His wife had brown eyes, but not these brown eyes. Not vibrant, full of love and warmth and promise—sparkling with intensity and need and the promise of her service for years. 

His wife was in shape, but it was a formidable, utilitarian kind of shape. Stocky, almost. Rectangular. This siren in front of him was curves and angles, a rhomboid of sexual lust, sharp around her face and collarbones and curving at her waist just so. 

And yet there was something...something there...in her face that was utterly familiar. Utterly belonging to Marisa.

And that meant...that meant...

Horrified, he ripped the sheets off the bed entirely and saw what he already knew was true—there was his sexy daughter Gale, smiling and cumdrunk, reaching around the waist of his transformed wife and working to slide her beautiful, young, barely legal face into her mother’s pussy.

* * * * *
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The next few minutes were a blur. Somehow he found enough clothes to get to the garage. 

He shuffled on his pants and hurried through his shoes and shirt, cursing as he buttoned and tied everything wrong twice, panicking. He was sure someone was on their way to catch him, to trap him, to expose him. 

Worse yet were Marisa and Gale, who followed him downstairs in their high heels—he heard each distinctive click-clack with a wince—and called after him. 

“Darling, don’t you want breakfast? You’ve got such a big day today.”

Gale joined in. “Will you let me suck you off again while you eat, Daddy?”

And when that didn’t work:

“Daddy, can’t I watch Mommy suck you off so I can do it better? I must have missed something in all the video I studied. Please let me make it better? I promise I’ll finger myself like a good girl! Daddy?”

Somehow, sex-crazed nymphomaniacs had replaced his wife and daughter. Or who at least said they were his wife and daughter. Yes—yes, that was it, perhaps they were just strange imposters playing some preposterous, sexy, jesus-goodlording-christ-they-were-both-so-fucking-hot game. His real wife and daughter were trapped somewhere, or held against their will. Perhaps he had to go save them?

If it had just been Marisa, perhaps he could believe that. But it was Gale, too—sweet Gale, lovely Gale, perfect Gale who absolutely hated his guts ever since he had just the once—the once!—hit on her best friend at one of their swim meets after filling up just a bit on liquid courage. And Gale hadn’t changed at all like Marisa had. Yes, she seemed rather more filled out, and certainly any female form was going to be enhanced from lingerie, but she was still definitely Gale—not some hyper-sexualized version of herself like Marisa. 

That’s because Gale already was hyper-sexualized and one of the reasons Stephen had hit on her best friends was because Gale was terrifically pretty and was the kind of terrifically pretty girl who only had deeply terrifically pretty friends. And it just wouldn’t do for Stephen to hit on his only daughter—where would he even hide if she rejected him?—and so, feeling utterly despondent over another course of failed couples counseling with Marisa, he had remarked on how well Addalyn’s swimsuit fit on her ass. 

And of course the whole situation wasn’t helped at all when he had followed up that rejection by getting a little more tight and hitting on Addalyn’s stepmother Abigail, who worked for him. He thought it had been a sure thing—she was unhappy in her marriage too and was always complaining—but then suddenly it was lawsuit this and disbarring that and it got quite out of hand. 

That was all last week. 

So why was Gale sucking his cock, for god’s sake, and what was Marisa doing showing her how to do it? Gale was barely even a month past eighteen. 

And that—that wasn’t everything that was wrong. He tried to take stock in the garage, holding himself steady on a workbench filled with shiny tools. That was all wrong. His workbench was right here in the garage, but his tools were grungy and misused and the edges of anything sharp mostly dull—a side-effect of largely trying to use them while he was drunk. Thinking back now, he recalled other similar disparities. Everywhere he had looked, this was his house, but it wasn’t. 

Everything was topsy-turvy and crazy. The busted wooden stairs that had squeaked on every step and constantly let Marisa know when he was coming in too late from the bar had been smooth, carpeted, and immaculate. The dreary entryway with its curtains so thick and dusty they may as well have been carpets in a mausoleum was instead now bright and airy and shining white, immaculate in its cleanliness. 

Even his clothes! What were these clothes? He’d never owned a pair of pants that fit so well—yet they were clearly tailored and so clearly tailored for him. 

And this car! The car in the garage—what even was it? Without thinking, he clicked the keys to turn on its lights, and saw one of those fancy top-of-the-line electric self-driving jobs that cost about twice as much as his net yearly income. 

These were his keys. Attached to them was the little rubber logo of the college he went to, a dumb keepsake he kept around because he liked to mess with his hands in his pockets. Restless personality. It was even rubbed down and ripped on the same end as his.

“Darling? My love?” Marisa knocked on the door. “Darling, won’t you please come let me suck your cock in front of our daughter?”

His wife’s voice sparked something deep and undeniable in his soul. She made him burn with need, and even though only minutes ago he had cum, his cock hardened again. His erection was furious and instant, tailored pants easily making room for it, and it demanded attention and satisfaction. His legs drew him toward the door, toward her voice. Dear god, she had looked so sexy. The way she said Daddy. The way she had tossed her hair and smiled and looked so warm and inviting, god god god...

“Please, husband? Your daughter is just beside herself. I think she may start to cry if you don’t tell her what a good job she did, and—”

He couldn’t bear to hear anymore. Stephen lunged into the car and sped to work. 

* * * * *
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The car kept trying to drive itself and Stephen struggled with it for several minutes until finally the controls relented and recognized his authority. 

This whole world had gone crazy and out of his control, by god, but he could at least control a car! He drove deliberately, focusing on the street and the machine only. Just the feeling of the wheel under both palms, eyes attentive to upcoming traffic lights, ears listening to the sound of the engine. 

Over time, it calmed him. But he was so focused on these small sensations that it took him about halfway to his office before he started to notice some other pertinent factors. 

For one, he was hard. 

He was really hard. He had just cum—god help him—deep down the throat of his spectacularly gorgeous daughter. His refractory period had gotten worse over the years, as he expected it did with any man, and the drinking certainly didn’t help. In fact, getting hard at all was something of a rare occurrence, more like once a week or even bi-weekly. 

Now, his cock strained, pushing at his pants. Attentive, urgent, needy. Beads of precum seeping through his trousers. Every time he stepped on the gas or brakes, it shifted his leg, and the sensation of his clothing against the suddenly-sensitive, throbbing head of his cock made him groan in a wave of need and pleasure. 

Trying to take his mind off that, he looked around once more at the town around him. What he saw was odd, to say the least. For the most part, the streets were empty. That in itself was odd, as usually this time of day he had to fight traffic to get to work. But instead of busy streets, he saw busy cafes and parks, and busied particularly by women. 

Beautiful women.

Women, beautiful women, dressed in tiny form-fitting dresses and skirts and sweaters and blouses and high heels, with long gorgeous shining hair and smiling and giggling. 

A gaggle of them at a small ice cream parlor saw him and waved. One winked. Their smiles were brilliant. 

Of course, he assumed they were mistaken, or he was, and that there was someone else they were waving at. He didn’t even think these women lived here. He had a general sense of the overall attractiveness level of the town, men and women included, and it was a steady four, four and a half maybe, out of ten. These women were all colossal beauties, each one—every manner of complexion and hair color and height—outstanding thirty-fives out of ten easily. 

He was at a stop light, just staring. His cock twitching. His hips had started gyrating unconsciously, and consciously trying to stop himself had a limited effect. A dark town car pulled up to him, driven by a sickly-looking man in a chauffeur’s outfit. 

That was odd in and of itself, but not as odd as when the back window opened up to reveal a woman in a fur coat and diamonds. She winked and licked her lips at Stephen, and—startled—he slammed on the gas and ran the light. Luckily, no one was coming. 

Her tits. God, her tits. They had been nearly popping out of her tiny dress. 

When he drove into the garage, he was relieved by the normalcy of its drabness. It was just a huge, brutalist chunk of stained concrete. Nothing strange, nothing out-of-the-ordinary. Whatever else was happening in his life, he could at least rely on his empty office full of his own quiet desperation to do anything at all that mattered in the world. 

That wasn’t exactly a huge comfort, but that desperation was his, by god, and after waking up how he had, he wanted to recognize the qualities of his world for what they were. 

This was all shattered, of course, when he opened the doors to his fourth-floor office and saw Abigail waiting there with a cup of hot coffee just beside her. 

The office was small. There was a front room with Abigail’s desk and a small waiting area, and then a backroom where he worked—or, more usual lately, worked off hangovers—and that was all. 

His heart sank at the sight of Abigail. First of all, she wasn’t even supposed to be here. She had threatened lawsuits against him. Several lawsuits, actually, starting with sexual harassment and going all the way up to withholding pay from her. And yes, he had done all of those things, but they had all seemed like they were done for very good reasons at the time. 

“Abigail?” he could scarcely believe it. The last time he saw her, the only reason she hadn’t slapped him silly was because she didn’t want to be counter-sued for assault. 

“Oh, lovely!” she clapped her hands. “Marisa called ahead. We weren’t sure where you went to. She was very concerned about how upset you were after that terrible blowjob this morning. Would you like me to have Addalyn have a talk with Gale?”

This Abigail looked twenty years younger than the one he knew; she looked much closer to her stepdaughter Addalyn’s age, or Gale’s, in point of fact. She was smiling brightly at him, blue eyes shining, wearing a tight pencil skirt and a blouse that threatened to unbutton from the pressure of her heavy, perfectly formed breasts. 

“No,” Stephen shook his head. “I mean, it wasn’t terrible, it was—”

“Oh yes, of course, we don’t want to insult the poor girl.” She nodded sagely. “It was her first time and everything, just so freshly eighteen. And who could blame her if she wasn’t as good as her mother? Do you think she’d receive the advice better if it came from me?”

“From you?”

He could barely tear his eyes away from her sumptuous cleavage. Abigail was so definitely filled out now. Her tits invited staring. She noticed and played with her jewelry there.

“Yes! I mean, it might hit wrong from a friend or her mother, but from a friend’s mother, it could be a little more formal and so a little less invasive, you know? She’ll be sucking you off right in no time.”

“No, the blowjob was amazing. I mean, no, no—”

Stephen threw up his hands and rushed to his office, closing the door behind him. 

This was insane. Abigail as well. What the fuck was happening? 

Maybe there was some kind of clue on his computer. Certainly there seemed to be a time lapse he wasn’t aware of. Again, he suspected the bender to end all benders. Like most drunks, he danced with the idea of becoming suicidally drunk from time to time, though usually after tying one on he felt well enough to just have a blackout and be done with the night. But today felt like his life was drunk. 

Plus he was hard. All the time. God.

He’d been hard since he’d heard Marisa begging for a blowjob and now from seeing Abigail his cock was only more insistent. Offering to teach his daughter how to suck his cock! What was even the appropriate reaction? Outrage? Police? 

His cock had decided the correct reaction was yes, harder, more of that, do it now. 

Feeling exhausted with this day already, he sat down in a heap and powered up his computer. Immediately, a pair of nimble young hands unzipped him and began stroking his shaft and slurping softly at his cockhead. 

“What the fuck...?” he groaned.

He pulled away from the desk and the girl followed him out, obediently crawling and sucking and slurping as she went, whining softly as he continued sliding out of reach of her insistent lips. 

“Addalyn?”

It was Addalyn, his daughter’s best friend. The one he had hit on so clumsily, the one who had tattled on him. 

Abigail walked in just as he had his hands all over Addalyn’s skull. Originally, they were there to push her away. But in seeing Abigail, Stephen yelped and felt instinctively the need to hide, and drew his arms to his sides. But he still held on to Addalyn’s gorgeous head, and so this just meant he fucked her throat harder than before. His cockhead pressed against the soft flesh of her esophagus, suddenly deep-fucking her like her face was a cunt. 

“Fu-oh fuck...”

Abigail’s eyes lit up at what she saw. “I just noticed you forgot your coffee outside, sir.”

She strutted toward him, deliberately swaying her hips. God she looked amazing in that skirt, the way it hugged her long, long legs. Her hair, brilliant and brown and shining, hung down one side of her face in a thick gorgeous pile. It was no mystery at all to Abigail what was happening, no secret, and certainly no scandal. Her luscious lips parted, her eyes sparkling with desire. She walked all the way up until her hand clasped on top of Stephen’s on top of her daughter’s thrillingly hot skull. 

“I was wondering where she had gotten to,” she whispered. 

She pushed in harder, her crotch cinching tight around the back of Stephen’s hand and so also her daughter’s head. 

“Is she doing it right, sir? It’s so important to me to have raised a quality daughter for you. I need to raise her correctly.”

“Correctly...?”

He groaned, feeling trapped. One beautiful woman on his cock, and another—apparently her mother but looking gorgeous enough to be her sister—pushing in and eagerly encouraging him to do more. 

“To suck your cock.” Abigail’s voice was a sultry whisper. “A good girl needs to serve her man correctly. It’s so important. And you’re her man...if she’s good enough, I mean.” She smiled, biting a bottom lip. She looked at him like a teenager wanting to ask out a crush to a dance. “I don’t want to presume. I just want my daughter to impress you.”

“Impresss...” he gulped, struggling to stand. Addalyn hummed with pleasure on his cock. His eyes feeling like they would roll in the back of his head. “Impress me...”

For a moment—well, to be honest, for several moments—he just enjoyed the moment. His cock was in charge, demanding he take more and more from the willing, wet-mouthed Addalyn. The thought of her in that tiny, skimpy swim-team uniform flashed before his eyes. She was so fucking young, just barely eighteen just like his daughter.

But...no! Christ, no. This was wrong; this was all wrong. He had been drunk when he made those idiotic comments, and he was dry as a bone, and he couldn’t blame his lack of willpower here on anything but himself. He had to stop this. 

He stood up completely, but Addalyn kept sucking, and Abigail pushed harder against them both, rubbing her hands up and down Stephen’s chest. He backed into the nearby bookshelf. His degrees knocked against the wall. Addalyn’s skirt and heels shuffled as she slid forward. He noticed for the first time that she was fingering herself with her free hand while she sucked. A puddle followed on the floor behind her. 

“Yes, that’s it, dearie,” urged Abigail. He didn’t know if she meant Addalyn or him. “I mean, she’s wanted you for so long. It would break her dear little heart to disappoint you now, don’t you know? All those times she wore those skimpy, teeny, tiny swim suits, she was just thinking about you. She and Gale having all those sleepovers, and the whole time she just wanted you. Both of them just needing you, dreaming of you, wishing somehow they could please you. Look at her, darling.”

All he had to do to look at Addalyn was glance down, but that would be acknowledging a level of reality to this situation that was hard to take. He’d have to look at the way Abigail ground her hips into her daughter’s head into his cock, guiding her as she sucked him dry. Abigail’s lips, so glossy and plump, were inches away from his own. The only thing keeping him from kissing her madly was air resistance and his evaporating willpower. 

But he didn’t even need to look down that far. Abigail had brought up her phone—showing him pre-loaded images of Addalyn in bikinis. Curated photographs, professionally done, showing off her own daughter in provocative poses. 

“I took them myself,” she whispered. “It’s just you, me, and her who have seen them. Not even Gale knows.” She giggled. “Addalyn wanted a competitive edge over her. She figured Gale’s going to be on your mind all the time with you living with her and all.” Her hips fucked insistently now into Addalyn, into him, skullfucking her own daughter against her boss’s cock. “Did it work? Do you like it? Do you like her?”

Addalyn moaned, needing to know that he thought she was pretty, even as he fucked her throat with his harder-than-ever cock. 

“Do you think she’s pretty?” Abigail asked. Her lips brushing against his chin now. “Is my daughter fuckable?”

She showed him a picture of Addalyn in a red bikini.

“Won’t you cum in my pretty, pretty daughter?”

Addalyn in a pink bikini, eyes smoldering.

“She’s pretty just for you.” 

Pink bikini, biting her lower lip, cupping her breasts.

“She needs to be fucked just by you.” 

Kneeling down, hands holding her heels tight with chest up. Topless with a white bikini bottom.

“Please won’t you show her how pretty she is and cum in her throat? She won’t know otherwise.” 

A gif of Addalyn mouthing please.

“There’s no way to know for sure unless you cum in my daughter’s throat.” 

A close-up of Addalyn’s profile, eyes full of want.

“Look at how pretty she is. She told me she thought about you in every photo. Just thinking of her new Daddy and his big cock and how much she needed him—”

That was it, that was too much. Calling him her new Daddy. 

Cumming heatedly, he grabbed both of them—taking Abigail in his arms with a long kiss and wrapping one leg around Addalyn’s slender back. He came as hard as he ever had—losing himself in the sensation, dumping load after load of hot, virile cum down Addalyn’s eighteen year-old throat. She was so wet, willing, and able, taking him with orgasmic glee. As his thrusting pulses slowly subsided, she became gentler as well—slowly sucking and kissing to make sure she milked everything. 

His mind came back to him. Fucking shit, what had he done? This was insane. There was no way to explain this to Marisa or Gale. He had to get away.  

He extricated himself slowly. As soon as he tried, though, they were at it again—Abigail leaning down to kiss Addalyn. 

“I want to taste him,” she purred, licking Stephen’s cum off of her daughter’s lips. “I want to taste Daddy with you...”

Their lips met, sharing his cum between them in thick, gooey trails. They giggled and slid the excess over their necks and cleavage, making their skin even shinier than before. 

Holy christ, he could not watch any more of that. 

“I-I’ve got to get out of here.”

* * * * *
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In the car, uncertain of where to go or what to do, his cock compelled him to act. He sat with it unzipped, unleashed, rising out from his lap like a majestic totem, streaming precum and harder than he’d ever felt it before. 

Before—between the raucous wake-up call, escaping, arriving at the office and escaping again—he hadn’t really had a good look at his cock. It had felt big and hard, sure, but he just thought he was especially turned on because gloriously stacked supermodel-esque beauties were worshiping him with their mouths and begging him for more. 

But now, in the garage’s dim light, he took another look. It was bigger. Much, much bigger—longer by at least three inches and thicker in diameter by at least another inch and a half. How had he grown such a monster? What the fuck was happening?

Gentle, groaning, he wrapped a hand around it and stroked just slightly. He was so hard. Precum shot out like a cannon, streaming upward and then splattering over the steering wheel and his hands and shaft. 

It was perfectly possible, he realized, to make himself cum. There was plenty of material to work with from his recollection of today. Addalyn’s mouth. Abigail’s begging. Marisa’s imploring. Gale’s...fuck...Gale...

Why couldn’t he get the thought of Gale sucking him off out of his head? She had been so spectacular at it. And—like a drunk who threw away half a liter of vodka on his way to a recovery center—he could not help but wish he’d had the presence of mind to go further before he had known it was her. God, if he had just been able to fuck her sweet, tight body before he had known who she was...

No, no that was wrong.

And the feeling of wrongness only intensified when he stroked himself thinking about it. Something stopped him from making himself cum by himself—it was almost revolting. And it wasn’t just the sapping engineer team of Gale-type-thoughts drilling under the walls of his brain that made it feel wrong; it was the fact of him stroking himself to a finish at all. 

Like he needed—like he had earned—a gorgeous woman to absorb whatever cum he created.

What he needed, perhaps even more than he needed to cum, if that was possible, was someone to talk to. 

He needed someone who wouldn’t want to fuck him. Someone he could trust to tell him the truth. 

* * * * *
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He drove up to the Fontaine Law Office in the middle of the afternoon. It was windy, and he wished it wasn’t—every time the warm breeze blew into him, his overly-sensitive cock mistook the sensation as someone tugging it into action. 

So, staggering with lust and struggling not to stop and grind his palm against his straining oak, he entered Ella Fontaine’s office. 

She was his oldest friend; they went to law school together and had run their year’s most successful study group. After graduating, they ended up at the same firm—under “good old Hartman,” which is what they had called the vicious old bastard who had paid them next to nothing to grind their fingers into dust writing him briefs—and shared long talks about opening up a firm together. It had always been friendly and easy between Stephen and Ella because she was a committed lesbian and let him know that on their very first meeting. They became best friends fast, and relied on each other for help with their growing client list across town. 

Nonetheless, they had suffered a falling out years ago when—too drunk at a party—he’d made a clumsy pass at her. 

Something of a pattern, that. Perhaps he should look into it. 

No time now.

Inside, some young thing was bent over the front desk wearing a tiny white skirt and tall, tall white heels. Her delectable ass, perfectly sculpted in the form of a heart-shaped bubble, shifted this way and that as she searched for something inside a drawer. He groaned audibly. This was the last thing he’d wanted to see. He had to take hold of the door frame just to not rush forward and start molesting this poor young woman whose only indiscretion had been dropping her pen. 

Stephen’s office was small; Ella’s was practically a coffin. They shared a similar structure—small waiting room and an office in the back—but Ella had never, to his knowledge, made enough to afford a secretary. She had moved into divorce lawyering, the last he heard. The lobby had three men in it, all staring helplessly at the display of the gorgeous blonde before him. Stephen looked over at them and they immediately averted their eyes—not from the blonde, but from him.

It was strange, like they were intimidated. It was not a response he was used to; Stephen had been beat up so many times growing up that he had built up his argumentative skills particularly to respond to bigger, stronger men bullying him around. 

The blonde, in front of them all, bent over further. Her panties—or perhaps the absence of them, judging from the total lack of lines in her skirt—would soon be visible. 

He cleared his throat, hoping to encourage her to stop what she was doing. Instead, she bent over further, giggling, flashing her pink-wet slit, and then rose up vertebrae-by-vertebrae like a yoga instructor and shot her thick blond hair back in an elaborately sexy toss. 

“Oh my god! Stephen! Thank goodness you’re here!”

The blonde—only more stunning now that she had turned around—smiled and leapt towards Stephen, giving him a long and intimate hug. Her breasts, plush and plump in her tiny sweater, crushed fetchingly against his chest. She smelled like fresh strawberries. Stephen’s cock urged against the confines of his trousers, sliding up against her thigh. The way she giggled and pressed off of him made it ambiguous as to whether she was just friendly and airheaded or actually feeling him up; either way, her fingernails raked against his shaft and pushed a long heated sigh from his mouth. 

She braced his shoulders. “Now, how are you holding up? Has that bitch made any more demands?”

“Bitch?” He blinked. “Demands? You mean Marisa? No, I mean...I think our marriage might be okay...”

Her laughter was intoxicating; he felt like laughing because she was so pretty as she did it. 

“No, no,” her smile faded after a moment. “The bitch! You know, Rhonda! I couldn’t believe it when I heard they picked Ladwell as the judge, could you? I mean, she doesn’t have a prayer once this thing gets to court, but—”

“Sorry, stop.” 

He held up a hand, and the blonde beauty obeyed him immediately, mid-sentence. Rhonda Sullivan was the leading partner at his rival law firm, Hanson & Hanson. They’d competed for clients for years. Was she suing him? For what? 

What was going on?

In front of him, the blonde waited patiently, happy to stare at him and soak him up with her bright sea-blue eyes.

It was her eyes that gave it away.

“Ella?”

“Yes, sir?”

Sir. What the fuck was she doing calling him that?

No, no, that’s the second question. The first question was obviously what the fuck was Ella doing looking like that?

“Ella...” he shook his head. “We have to talk. Privately.”

She nodded, taking his hand and guiding him to the back office. Her fingers were soft and long, a far cry from the stubby, utilitarian sausages that the Ella he knew had. This woman—this girl—looked barely legal, just like Abigail. 

Just like his wife. 

Oh god, had they gotten to her too?

“Ella,” he said again. “This is important—”

“I know,” she nodded, sliding up on her desk. “I can smell it. It’s been hours for you, hasn’t it?”

“No, Ella. Something’s happened. You’ve changed, and—”

“I know,” she nodded, tugging him toward her. 

Her hand pushed him up her flimsy skirt. He could both see and feel quite suddenly that his presumption about her lack of panties was correct. Her pussy was tight, wet, and beautiful. Perfectly waxed, shining, waiting for him. Somehow his cock had left his zipper at last. Had he unzipped himself or had she? Did he care?

Her skirt pushed up higher, almost like a string belt. Ready and willing and waiting. She slipped up on top of the desk and slid her legs around his waist. Precum dripped from his cock down onto the surface of the desk, mixing with the quickly forming puddle of her heated juices of arousal.

Right above her pussy was a curious tattoo. It looked a little like the letter H, but the edges were more diagonal and the line through the middle was a crooked slash. It seemed to glow as he approach, though surely that was just the light. 

“I know I’ve changed,” she continued. “I used to be able to last for months without you,” she whimpered, wrapping her arms around his neck. “But it’s been days and I’m losing my mind. Please fuck me? I promise I’ll get you the best settlement possible.”

His cock hovered right above her entrance. God, he wanted her. But he was so confused. 

“What do you mean, settlement? What is happening with Rhonda? And w-with you, and with Marisa, and Abigail, and—ohhhh fuck!”

She had edged herself forward toward his cock on the desk, sliding easily from the sudden and constant lubrication of her own juices. Her pussy lips kissed his cockhead just as she reached up and kissed his chin. Her entire demeanor was so wholly submissive and seductive. The tattoo over her pussy shimmered and sparkled. That was just her sweat sliding over the pattern, of course.

Desperately, he tried to keep his wits about him. His cock was inside her, but only just so. He could still pull out and call this whole thing a misunderstanding. 

Ella tossed her hair to one side, licking her lips and settling her wide-eyed gaze on him with a deadly mixture of avarice and lust. 

I’m trouble, but I can keep a secret.

That’s what she advertised. 

“Wh-what about Rosie?” he asked. “Your wife?”

“She-she’s at home,” Ella whispered between kisses. “She won’t be able to make it before you fuck me stupid. Please don’t stop!”

The fact that Ella described her wife’s location in terms of inconvenience for him—he wouldn’t be able to fuck her before he fucked Ella, because he so obviously had to fuck Ella—instead of trying to persuade him that she would never find out really hit home for Stephen. Ella didn’t care if Rosie knew because in this crazy world he had entered, he apparently fucked Ella and Rosie at will. 

Her heels, resting on his rear, patted him forward. Her legs were strong, toned, long. Suddenly he was inside her in earnest, gripping her hips, and plunging his manhood deep up inside her utterly tight entrance. 

“Fuck!” she cried. “Oh my god! You’re bigg-bigger than ever!”

She was so fucking thin. Her slender body rivalled what he remembered of Marisa or Gale this morning. It was so simple to wrap his hands around her waist and take hold, and he immediately had control of her entire body weight. 

He could—and did—twist her this way and that, and she contorted her body appropriately, twisting herself to let him see her entire slim length, positioning herself like a model on a magazine cover to best display her many angles and tilt her tits or ass or jawline at him in the most fetching way possible. 

Constantly, constantly trying to make him harder and to have him lust after her lusciously transformed body even further. 

The more he drilled into her body, the more he examined her—unable to stop himself. He roamed over her tight, soft skin with his hands, toying with her tits and especially her nipples. They were shiny and glossy like the rest of her, but wet also. 

She was leaking milk, he realized after a moment. Leaking hot, fertile milk because he fucked her, because her body was so driven by the need to be his breeding instrument. 

“Please,” she whimpered, as if reading his mind. “I need your babies. If you fuck a baby in me, I’ll get to be around your cock all the time, please...”

He didn’t know how to respond to that, and she cradled his head down to her tits.

“You can taste it,” she urged him. “Taste how good I’ll be, Daddy...”

He couldn’t stop himself. A part of him tried—thoughts of Marisa, her transformation, loyalty to his wife in this one way despite all the numerous instances of infidelity he had engaged in already today. 

But a stronger part of him—the cock-leading part—leapt full-bore into owning this bimbo blonde who so clearly wanted him to run her life. 

He sucked on her nipples as she called him Daddy, the taste overwhelming the pleasure centers of his brain. It wasn’t normal milk, just like none of this was normal anymore—this was special somehow and it made his need to cum overwhelm whatever control he may have once had. 

Standing up straight, growling, he pinned her down to the desk with his and almost violently choking her around the neck. Ella loved it, squeezing his arm tight, as if daring him to choke her harder. 

Her eagerness, the milk, her silently mouthing the words Please, Daddy? over and over again sent him over the edge, and Stephen came inside of her tight, wet pussy. 

As he did, his grip relinquished just enough for her voice to come back, and she came loudly—screaming his name.

“You’re the fucking best, Master!” she cried. “You’re so fucking good! So. Fucking. Good! Oh my god, oh my-my god, my god! Yes, Daddy, yes!”

“Ella...” he moaned. “Oh fuck, oh god, Ella...”

“Master! I love you! I love you forever! Forever!”

Just when he thought he couldn’t keep going, when his orgasm was totally done, that pronouncement urged even more from him—a final spraying of his heavy seed down in the beautifully tight canal she was swearing was just for him.

Finally, though, she settled down, kissing him loudly on the neck and shoulders, making a long show of raking her nails over his back and biting him possessively. It was all very theatrical. 

The door, he noticed suddenly. The door to the front of the office—she had never closed it and he had been too turned on to notice. The men in front had been watching the whole time. Two of them were on their knees, dry-humping their hands as they watched. 

“M-mistress?” one of the men called out. “Should we go?”

Ella sneered, calling out the door. “Shut the fuck up, worm.”

Her change in countenance was extraordinary. She had been so worshipful toward Stephen—so utterly impressed and seductive and needy. Raising her eyebrows just so. 

As she turned towards those in the lobby, though, her expression became entirely contemptuous. Sneering wholeheartedly. Eyes narrowing down to murder-killer slits. 

The men in the front, cowed, resumed their silence. They were crying, he realized. Crying because he was fucking the girl they wanted. 

He knew he should feel bad. But instead it only emboldened him further. He gripped her tits, her ass, hard as he could—squeezing for her attention. 

Just as quickly as she darkened, she brightened again, looking back up at Stephen with need and reverence. 

“I’m sorry about that, my love.”

“Mistress?” he asked. 

She shrugged. “Not my idea. But one of them started doing it and I just kind of ran with it, you know? Weak little boys like a strong woman to tell them what to do. Not like you, though. You’re the strongest. Ungh.”

She took a hold of his cock, which had exited her cunt only to rest against her belly now, still streaming and hard. Stroking, holding him tight against her rock-solid abdomen, she looked up at Stephen with deep, unreserved lust. 

“So strong,” she whimpered. “Won’t you show me again how strong you are?”

There were so many questions he still had—this business with Rhonda Sullivan, what had happened to Ella’s wife, what had happened to the women and men in this town, and probably most importantly, what was going on with his wife and daughter...

But Ella was soft and hard in all the right places, warm and willing as he was between her legs, and stroking and kissing him like there was no tomorrow. 

Problem solving could wait. He slid inside her again and listened to her confess her undying love once more. 

# # #
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“I’ve got to figure this out,” Stephen said, gripping Ella’s perfectly formed ass even harder. “Something is up. I just can’t figure out what.”

As he casually fucked his former confidant over her desk, sliding her this lusciously busty way and that, Stephen tried to keep his composure long enough for some real critical thinking to occur. Ella’s hands sprawled out, reaching to grab on to anything in the ecstatic fervor she felt as his thick cock utterly filled her tight pussy. 

“Fi-figure it out!” she moaned. “Y-yes! Yes, of course you will! You’re so smart! You’re the smartest everrr...”

Her voice drifted off as yet another orgasm hit her system. They seemed to arrive every seven or eight thrusts. He had ripped her clothes off somewhere in the throes of their passion because he liked watching her tight, newly-young body tremble and shake before him with the unstoppable might of her bliss. Her back, exposed to him, was perfectly muscled and undulated with terrifically erotic precision. Her legs had wrapped around his waist, locking in place with her preposterously tall heels—the only clothing she still had on that was in one piece. Now she balanced on top of her smooshed tits astride the desk, banging her fists as the currents of passion took her.

So far, it was only while he fucked her that he was really able to think clearly. And he liked to speak these newly clear thoughts out loud. 

“This day has just been insane. It starts with my fucking daughter sucking me off of all things, good gracious. And then Marisa, she seems really into it. And she was going to leave me! I remember signing papers that you put together for her.”

“Sss...sorry about that,” Ella mumbled. “I dunn...fuck. Don’t ‘member it much. But I’m sorry, Daddy—oh! Ohhh!”

His thrusts picked up and he hit the magic cum number for Ella once again. That always hit home, calling him Daddy like that. Even though he technically wasn’t Gale’s real father, they had adopted her at a very young age and both he and Marisa had raised her. That made the current level of transgression—with her sucking him off like she had with her adopted mother’s encouragement—somehow worse to him. Taking in a girl from some other home just to—apparently, now that she was barely eighteen—corrupt her into serving her new father’s cock. 

“So then every woman I come across wants to fuck me. I want to fuck them. I can’t even think straight, I’m so hard half the time, and it’s only fucking you that I’ve been able to put all this together a little. It just feels like I’m missing whole days. I got drunk, sure, man did I get drunk, but I’ve never lost a month or more. How long did you say you’ve been in love with me?”

“My whole life, Daddy. I live for you. You’re my whole world and all I want to do is make your cock so happy and hard and—”

He picked her up briefly off the desk and then roughly set her down again. Not quite a slam but not quite not one either. Her tits mostly cushioned the blow. Mostly. 

“How long. Did you. Say. Stupid?”

Ella giggled. “Ohhh, I just dee kay, baby. Like, three weeksish?”

“Three weeks. Three weeks and you’re in love with me, and so is Abigail and Addalyn and suddenly Marisa again and for some fucking reason Gale is too, and you’re looking like this, god, are you ever...”

He stared down at the tight, tanned flesh of her back. He really had a thing for bare backs—and not just the complete lack of protection he employed now to probably fuck a whole litter of babies into Ella with. When she had originally seduced him, there was no time for condoms, and he figured the damage was already done. He also found that, when he thought about Ella being pregnant, full of his seed, he only wanted to fuck her more.

But her back now was gloriously tight, muscled, and toned. Before, the Ella he had known had been almost brutish in appearance; squat and square and businesslike. Ella now was a phenomenal bombshell of cover model proportions. 

“And I’ve changed too,” he said. “I’m fit. I’ve been fucking you for what, an hour now?”

“Yeah you have,” Ella groaned, bucking her hips up into his thrusts. “What a man you are...”

“And my cock is huge. And I’m stronger. And I don’t even want a drink, christ. I can’t even tell you how long it’s been since I haven’t wanted a drink.”

“And your cock is huge!” 

“I said that.”

“It’s soo fucking big, and good, and hot, and ‘mazing...” She picked herself up off the desk by her forearms just a bit, sneering out to the audience in the lobby. “You hear that, you fucking twerps? It’s more man than you’ll ever be!”

Her orgasm-laced contempt carried easily across the small confines of her office to the small gathering of men which had only grown since Stephen had been fucking her. When he first came in, he assumed they were clients of hers. She had revealed to him between fuck-sessions that she basically bullied them into accepting the worse divorce settlement conditions possible—completely giving up all of their individual savings and wealth and agreeing to alimony conditions that essentially made them slaves to their ex-wives for years. Stephen, his clear thoughts only lasting as long until his next fuck, hadn’t quite thought through the implications of that yet. 

“And there’s that,” he said. “These dummies out there. All so hopelessly in love with you. I don’t mind it like I thought I might, them watching.”

“It’s good for you to cuck them, Daddy,” Ella smiled and then sneered. “They deserve humiliation.”

That earned her several hard thrusts in a row, until her long, pointed nails left scratch marks in the lovely carpentry of her desk. 

“It seems like,” he huffed, “The only woman who apparently doesn’t want to fuck me, the only person around totally unaffected, is Rhonda Sullivan and—”

“Don’t worry about her,” Ella moaned, tilting her back up like a cat. “She’s in the lock-up already. It won’t be long now.”

He wanted to ask more about that—lock-up? Won’t be long until what? But Ella tossed her hair to one side in a gloriously sexy motion and sneered again at the audience waiting in the lobby.

“They’re so in l-love with me,” she giggled, her voice sounding practically mindless. “All those stupid little wimps. But I only love you. I’m fucking up their lives for you. The law is changing to fuck them just like you fuck me, and it’s all because I love you, I love you, I love you—”

She kept repeating it and the sound of this exquisite phrase from such an immaculately lovely mouth was too much for Stephen. He came inside her amazing, orgasming body for the fifth time that day, pulling out after several loads to spray even more all over her back. Marking her as his. She writhed under his load, obviously cumming even more—her count must have been in the dozens at this point. A sheen of heated sweat covered her glorious curves and tight angles, making her every movement all the sexier. 

God, cumming inside of and all over her felt good. That felt right. This new Ella was what he deserved. The old one was so stupid and haggard, and—

He shook his head. No. No, that was wrong. That was wrong. Something kept fucking with his head, his thoughts. This was all wrong, and—

“Nnng,” Ella moaned, turning over and back again, rubbing his cum all over herself. Her already shiny skin became even shinier, seeming to absorb the seed right away and giving her body a clear-coat finish. “If those dummies think I’m sexy, Marisa will really throw them for a loop.”

Stephen was confused. “Marisa?”

“She’s even hotter than me.” She raised an eyebrow. “Surely you’ve noticed?”

Her composure returned to her quicker than his did. Perhaps some compensation mechanism for the quickness and ease of her many, many orgasms. She was so ready to fuck, all the time, and just for him...god, it was enough to make him hard again...

He shook his head. Had to focus. 

“No, I mean, what do you mean they’ll see her?”

“She’s on her way.” She smiled brightly, like a good student getting the answer right in class. “Gale too. Didn’t you see me texting them?”

“No, I didn’t see you fucking texting my wife and daughter!”

Stephen started throwing on his clothes in a hurry. This—hurriedly dressing to get away from his family—was becoming a pattern; one more of several new ones. Ella kept pushing her body against his, touching at his muscles, his arms and chest. Rubbing him. Her voice sliding into his ear, so soft and insistent and needy.

“Well, yeah. I mean, we’re all so concerned about Gale. We want to study her technique and show her where she went wrong, and I thought, well, you’re here and you’re calm and yourself again, so it just makes sense for Auntie Ella and Mommy Marisa to look at Gale while she sucks your cock and tell her the best way to go about it.”

As she spoke, Ella absentmindedly started finger-fucking herself, as if thinking about Stephen’s daughter being taught to suck his cock was so helplessly arousing that there was no other choice other than to resort to self-pleasure.

“Jesus fucking christ.” 

He stumbled through his pants one leg at a time. Where were his shoes?

“We’ll suck you too, to show her first, if you’re worried about that.” Ella backed off a bit finally and sat up with cover-model perfect posture on the desk. She took a long time to cross her lusciously long legs. Somehow, even with her clothes mostly ripped off and covered in the sheen of his cum, she looked elegant and sexy. “And we’ll finger ourselves while we watch. It won’t be all about you. We love to watch.”

“No. Christ, no.”

He was fully dressed now, just looking at the gorgeous Ella. The blinds were up, he noticed for the first time. Anyone could have been watching, and several were. Men on their knees, and women holding each other in small masses. They crooked into one another’s elbows and joined hands, like they were at some kind of vigil. When the women saw him looking, they smiled brightly and waved. Hopeful for his attention. 

“Is that entirely fair, counselor?” asked Ella. “I mean, you let Abigail give Addalyn a lesson earlier, and Addalyn isn’t nearly as pretty as Gale, though she is lovely of course, and—”

“I don’t want anyone teaching anyone about my cock! Nobody else needs to learn about the best way to suck me off!”

Ella scoffed for a second and then tore up laughing, as if that was the funniest thing anyone had ever said to her. 

She was still laughing as Stephen left.

* * * * *
[image: image]


Stephen still didn’t quite know what was happening, but his latest cum had sated his lust for a moment and the clarity he had felt while fucking had not yet succumbed to the ever-present needs of his raging, titanic cock. 

“Maybe I’ve got this thing beat,” he said, driving through the sparsely-populated roads of town. “Maybe I’m in charge after all.”

He drove to the “lock-up,” as Ella had put it—which he assumed could only mean the local police station. Somehow, and he didn’t know how exactly, the key to understanding all of this was Rhonda Sullivan. 

In a lot of ways, Rhonda was the source of all his problems. Perhaps not his current problems—with a rapidly expanding set of women who seemed both dead-set on fucking him and on teaching his daughter how to suck his cock—but all his problems prior to that.

They had competed for the same set of clients for years. They were both lawyers in corporate law—mostly rote contract-inspection and creation and careful application of legal pressure to weed out competition for high-stakes clients. She had spread rumors about his drinking and philandering and womanizing, and while that was all true, certainly none of it had been a problem before she had started saying it was. 

She hated his guts. The exact reasons why were unclear to him, but he suspected it had something to do with how he had slept with her sister. 

That dumb broad had blown their whole—incredibly brief!—affair way out of proportion. Started saying she loved him and she’d kill herself without him, that kind of thing. Sure, he hadn’t called her back, but she had been kind of an awful lay and was a nut besides, so who cared? He heard something later about how she had been to a mental institute, some sort of psych ward, but that hardly had anything to do with him. 

The few sights he did see on the way to the station were odd indeed. Earlier when he had been driving to work and to Ella’s office, he had treated each new vision of gloriously hot women with confusion and even fear. Tunnel-visioned on his quest to escape from his own erection. This drive was longer—the station was on the edge of town due to some poor city planning (nothing like having a police station on the other end of town when you needed them)—and so he had the time to take in the sights. 

There were no “normal” people. Not really. The women were tall and beautiful. The men—what few of them there were—followed behind the women by several paces, often holding enormous piles of bags from expensive clothing stores. Several of those men were on leashes. Women stopped and chatted with each other, spectacular beauties in wide-brimmed hats and gorgeous plunge-cleavage dresses and blouses, and admired one another’s leash selection. 

One woman with a leashed husband spoke to another with her unleashed husband, and let her try out the joys of tugging him this way and that. The collars were not nice; most of them looked to be the kind of choke collars that used to be in vogue for large misbehaving dogs. The sort that dug into flesh when they were pulled. 

Stephen, stopping and staring at one of these exchanges, was caught in his voyeurism. 

One woman pointed at him, surprised, eyes wide. They both stopped what they were doing. The leash-holder roughly pulled hers, pulling her man to ground. Packages spilled all around him. She stepped on the back of his neck with one high heel and curtsied deeply. The other knelt down entirely like she prayed at an altar. 

The light had long ago turned green. Stephen sped along before his erection became even more pressing. 

At the police station, he hoped, there would be some version of normalcy. It was the police! Whatever was happening to corrupt the rest of the culture, the policy would surely be exempt. They were there to protect and serve and that was it. 

This stray hope for a conservative reality was dashed in less than a minute after parking at the police station lot. Striding through the front doors, the first sight he was exposed to was the sight of his own bare legs and cock on a poster, hanging over the front desk. 

Serve and Adore, the poster read. 

“Goddammit,” Stephen muttered, shaking his head. This was already a bad idea. 

The officer at the front desk perked up at his arrival, smiling gorgeously and unbuttoning the top buttons of her already rather-unbuttoned uniform. She was busty, pale, with gorgeous auburn hair that swept out in waves across her shoulders. Beneath the shirt, she may as well have been an Abigail-class sexpot secretary, wearing a tiny miniskirt and thigh-high high-heeled boots. Soft wrist-length silk gloves adorned her hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clasped her hands together. “Can I help you, sir? Is there someone you need us to arrest? The other girls all brag about holding them down for you to have your way with them, and I just wish that—”

“I want to see Rhonda Sullivan,” he said. “Where is she?

Right away, she sneered. “Oh, that dumb bitch? Why do you want to see her?”

Stephen didn’t relish his reply, but his temper was growing short. 

“Are you questioning me, now?”

This was a bit of a gamble—were they all really under his influence and just madly in love with him like Ella and the rest seemed to be?

The redheaded officer—Malone?, as it read on her name tag—gulped and blushed. 

“No, of course not. I’ll hold her down for you, even! I’d love to do that. May I please do that?”

“Where is she?”

She pointed. “Just back there in holding. They’ve been prepping the needles for her all day. You put us through such a rush last week, I think three dozen or so? We had to wait for some to become available, and—”

Stephen didn’t know what any of that meant and kept walking as she spoke to him, leading the way with an outstretched, dainty hand. She apparently walked and talked, one too many tasks for her simple head, and tumbled over the edges of her desk as she tried to keep his attention. 

A week ago—or what felt like a week ago to Stephen’s apparently time-altered head—he would have been tongue-tied and flummoxed while talking with that gorgeous girl. Hell, without a few drinks in him, he probably wouldn’t have had the courage to talk to her at all. And yet, now, today, he had ordered her around and even ignored her while she was still desperate to talk to him. 

Probably she might even go to bed tonight fingering herself silly thinking of the fact that she’d had a conversation with him at all. 

The police station’s layout and décor was basic and utilitarian; your standard dystopian model of public service with fluorescent lighting, chipped linoleum floors, leakage stains in the tile ceiling. But there had been clearly attempts over the last little while—Stephen guessed three weeks or so—to liven it up. Fresh flowers attended every cubicle and desk. Large posters of gorgeous cover models in bikinis plastered on one wall under an ornate, pink and gold plaque reading: “The Ideal Servicewoman!” 

Club music thumped from one closed office and Stephen saw several sexy, high-heeled, pornographically uniformed officers dancing and drinking with each other inside. The interior courtyard was visible through the windows; nearly a dozen girls sunbathed totally naked. Someone had posted a large yellow sign with black, imperial font reading “TAN LINES ARE FAIL LINES.”

And of course, there wasn’t a man in sight.

Down the hall, he approached two young—god, every woman looked so young now, so fresh and virginal—two young guards outside a door holding heavy batons. 

“Is she in there?” he asked. “Rhonda?”

They both nodded, faces flushing red at his presence, clearly turned on. Buttons, as apparently they did now in his presence, swiftly became undone from fast-acting fingers, and he soon had a vision field full of perfectly arranged police-woman cleavage. 

He opened the door, pushing past them—they both pushed into him with their soft, heavy, loving tits—and closed the door behind him. 

Inside, he saw Rhonda handcuffed to a table.

Rhonda was a petite, pretty brunette. She wore sweatpants and an oversized sweater, like they had picked her up late at night after a microwave dinner. Even so, he had to admit she looked good. Some ruddiness in her cheeks; a bit of fullness to her lips, hips, and nips he hadn’t remembered.

“You?” she sneered. “Really? Good lord, I was wondering what this was all about. Is it really you they’re raising such a fucking fuss about?”

Though he understood her ire, he could not help but be a little insulted. Why not him? Was it that crazy?

He remembered the poster on the wall, Serve & Adore, and the picture of his cock. When had anyone even had a camera out in front of his penis like that?

Maybe it was a little crazy.

“Look,” he said, “I’m not sure how much time we have. Everyone seems to be kind of crazy right now for some reason or another. I don’t know exactly what they’re capable of, but they seem to be obedient enough that I can get us out of here.” He sat down across from her. “Are you in your right mind?”

She spat in his face. 

“Great.” He wiped himself off. “Let’s go.”

* * * * *
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Half an hour later, they were outside of the city and on the highway, heading to a mountain cabin that Stephen sometimes rented. It was a summer cabin, and it was the middle of the fall, so he hoped that it would be unoccupied for a little while yet. It might be dirty, but he could handle that kind of thing. 

Rhonda had refused to talk with him after the breakout, staring mostly out the window and keeping quiet. Every so often he heard her grunt or sigh, clearly annoyed with the situation. 

“Look,” he said, “I know you’re upset. And probably scared. And I know you don’t like me. But I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do.”

He was trying to drive and have a serious conversation, never an easy task. The weather was mostly clear at least, and there weren’t many other cars on the road.

“Is that what you said to all of them before you took them hostage and fucked up their minds?”

“I’m not going to fuck up your mind,” he insisted, “and you’re not my hostage. You can go at any time. I just thought I would take us some place safe first. You can have the car when we get there. Unless you want to be picked up by someone from town?”

She paled a little at that. Slowly, she shook her head and looked out the window. 

“I just don’t get it. I don’t get any of it,” she said after a minute. “The girls, the...the changes. Or like, you. Look at you. I mean how did you even do that? With the handcuffs?”

They had broken like wet paper in his hands—both the chain to remove Rhonda from the table and then the cuffs themselves when he’d set her free. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I guess I’m just...stronger now. There’s a lot of things I don’t understand.”

She made a face. “So the whole town is turning into your personal harem...except for the men, who are like, a gang of beta simp cucks now, and you’re telling me you’ve got nothing to do with it?”

“I’ve clearly got something to do with it,” he said, “I just don’t understand it. I was hoping maybe you would help.”

“Why would I help you?”

“I mean you want to see me ruined, right? For some inane fucking reason? What better way to ruin my day than to take away all of this nonstop blowjob action?”

“It’s not an inane reason. You sent my sister to the fucking madhouse, and—”

It was Stephen’s turn to make a face. He nearly took his eyes off the road. 

“I did what? We slept together, once, and it wasn’t even—”

“She was in love with you, stupid!” Her cheeks flushed a lovely shade of red. “She had been in love with you for ages, and once she realized you didn’t care—”

“You’re not supposed to call it a madhouse, you know. You’re supposed to be sensitive.”

Rhonda looked short-circuited, which was the point of his comment. 

“You’re telling me how to call it? Are you serious right now?”

“Hold on.”

They passed a hitchhiker and Stephen slowed down the car to pull over. She had thick burgundy red hair tied up in a bun and wore a giant backpack. 

“What?” said Rhonda. “Are you kidding? No.”

“She’s heading out of town,” he said. “That means she might know something too.”

“Hitchhikers are dangerous! You can’t just pick someone up. And you’re just trying to change the subject, because you won’t face that you fucked up someone’s life and—hi! Hello. Where are you headed?”

The hitchhiker appeared at the window that Stephen had rolled down. He smirked at Rhonda’s natural instinct to be welcoming. 

“Anywhere, just out of that crazy place,” she said. 

Stephen noticed—or rather, his cock really noticed—that this girl was young and fresh and she smelled like a virgin and she was gloriously sexy as hell. There was a ruddiness about her cheeks that made him want to fuck her in a field full of flowers. He had thought she was bulky and stout, but it was just the many layers of her clothing. As she leaned over, he saw her magnificently constructed clavicles inside her dangling sweaters and shirts, just above a tremendous pair of heavy tits. 

She was fit. She was busty. She was a virgin. 

She was exactly the kind of girl he shouldn’t be picking up if he was serious about getting away from the problems the town presented. 

But—maybe it would be different in a different location? What did they call it? A geographical cure? If it didn’t work, they wouldn’t call it a cure, right?

“What’s your name?” asked Rhonda. 

“I’m Kylie. I’m ei-eighteen. I’m totally single, and I’m a virgin?” She giggled and pushed her hand through her thick, shiny mess of red hair, smiling and looking directly at Stephen. “Sorry. I don’t know why I said that. I just wanted you to know? Is that okay?”

Stephen held in a groan of lust. 

“Get in.”

* * * * *
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The cabin was up in the mountains but, as often was the case, there was a small center at the base of the mountain road where people could resupply. This was where Stephen offered to drop Kylie off, and she had agreed; it was only an hour away.

That had been an hour and a half ago when Kylie still had all her clothes on, had been sitting in the backseat, and wasn’t sliding her hands up and down Stephen’s body whispering in his ears about how much she needed his cock. 

Now she wore nothing but a tight-fitting tank top and a pair of panties. She looked like a college coed, her clothes piled up next to the car door and her dark red hair down and in a mess hanging over his lap. 

“It’s so big,” she whispered, squeezing him through his pants. “Look at it. I need it. Please? I didn’t know how much I needed it but I really do...”

She had asked—once they got to the mountain base—to go with them up to the cabin so she could use the trails. She was a hiker, thus the backpack, and was always looking for some great place in the wilderness “to hang.”

Kylie and Rhonda had switched places, Rhonda asking to sleep in the backseat. Now that they were driving up the mountain trail, Kylie was right next to Stephen, staring at him with large needy hazel eyes, moaning and whimpering. He couldn’t stop or pull over on the narrow mountain road, nor could he spare much attention to fight Kylie off. 

All his focus needed to be on the road. Probably he would have been rather worried about driving safely regardless, but his grandfather had died by driving off a mountain road and Stephen’s childhood was punctuated with several horror stories of his ancestor’s demise. It was the early evening now, and on this side of the mountain, the daylight wavered. 

No sooner had Kylie traded places with Rhonda than the beautiful teenager started stripping. First she was too warm, then she was too dirty, and then she just started explaining that she really wanted Stephen to see her legs. Did he want to see them?

Boy, did he ever. They were long and supple and slender and her thigh-gap looked like it could hold a coconut. 

“Do you think my mouth can even hold it?” Kylie asked him. 

She referred to his cock. Everything she said was in a soft, melty-voiced whisper, her lips sliding against his ears. Big, soft tits pressing against his bulky arm, docking on either side. They felt like they were full of milk; smelled like it too.

“It’s so big. I can feel how big it is.” She squeezed his cock through his pants. “I’m not sure it would even fit in my mouth or my pussy. You’d probably break me forever.”

“Fucking hell.”

His trousers were slick with his precum, cock straining, begging to be released. Rhonda seemed perfectly asleep in the back. Exhausted from the day’s ordeals. A little bit of embarrassing drool ran from one corner of her mouth down onto her shoulder. Despite Kylie’s constant whimpers and begging, the auburn beauty’s decibel level was quite low. The car in low gear, the gravel trail of the mountain road, and the constant winds must have drowned out anything she said. But then, all it would take was a simple eye-opening from Rhonda to expose them. 

“Please, sir?” she whispered again. “Please? Please let me just touch it. Would that be so bad?”

He struggled to find the reason why she couldn’t. His thoughts were clouded over with lust. If he were more sober, more aware, he might have wondered how it was that this hitchhiker seemed to possess the same need for him that women from town did. He might have wondered, too, why it hadn’t been as instant with her. 

Instead all he could think about were her lips, glossy and pink and so close, and how he couldn’t kiss them because that would mean taking his eyes off the road and killing all three of them. 

Her hand continued to slide over his cock, encouraging more precum to soak his pants. The cloth was so thin there now that she might as well be stroking him for real. 

Might as well. That was a powerful phrase for someone like him. 

Might as well have another few drinks at the party; the wife was mad with him anyway and he’d be sobering up for good tomorrow. Again.

Might as well hit on the secretary; she seemed to think low of him and would probably be out of his life soon, should see what could happen while it could still happen.

Might as well let this gorgeous virgin eighteen year-old vixen stroke him off if she was just going to stroke his cock over his trousers regardless. 

Besides, wouldn’t it just make sense? Wouldn’t it be better to stop being so torn between two worlds? He could just let her suck his cock and then his thoughts would get clearer again, like they had with Ella. Wouldn’t that be a responsible decision for him to make? 

This virginal, buxom beauty, so eager for his permission. That made his cock pulse even more, thinking of that. She was all over him—touching, kissing, cooing—but to actually touch or taste his cock for real required his permission because he was in charge of her. And the way she acted and sounded and moved, that meant he was in charge of her entire life.

He sighed. “It’s j-just...”

“Yes, sir? Tell me, please. I’ll do anything.”

He didn’t know how to explain it. 

“I have a daughter. She’s about your age.”

“Oh, I see.” Her voice became somehow even lower and sultrier. Squeezing his cock harder. “Do I remind you of her? Do you want to call me her name?”

“...fuck.”

“You can call me her name if it makes you happy, Sir. I’ll dress up like her. I’ll become her friend. If she doesn’t want to fuck you like you deserve, I’ll hold her down. She should have a little fuckdoll friend, shouldn’t she? Someone whispering sin in her ear all the time?” Her voice changed octaves just slightly. “‘You’re so lucky to have such a hot Daddy. I wish I could surprise him in the shower in the morning and suck his cock like a good daughter. You’re so lucky to be able to do that.’ Like that, Daddy?”

“...fuck...fuck...”

“Do you want me to help teach her, later? Do you want her to have a special secret slavefucksister to serve you, Daddy?”

That...that was too much.

He let one hand down just for a moment and unzipped himself, guiding her hand onto his cock. Right away she started stroking expertly. She hugged herself into his body and sighed happily, loving every second of touching his cock. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “This is so amazing. It’s so big. Look at my fingers. They don’t even touch. You’re so huge, Daddy.’

He couldn’t look—but he was sorely tempted. But it would be too easy to stop looking at the road entirely. Her fingers were heavenly. Soft, long, and nimble. Nothing like what he might have thought her rough hitchhiking life would land her. 

“What’s the deal with your girlfriend?” Kylie asked. “Why isn’t she doing this for you, Daddy?”

Again, she called him Daddy. Fuck. She really was taken under the same spell as everyone else in town. Was it his proximity? But if it was that, why was Rhonda still immune?

“No,” he shook his head. “No, we’re more like...I don’t know. Kind of enemies. Competitors in business.”

She scoffed. “What a bitch.”

As she said it, her stroking became more elaborate and long. Like she was showing off what she could do and what Rhonda wouldn’t. Her hand was already slick with his precum. A long, sticky, warm stream of drool dripped from her mouth all over his cock and balls.

His resistance evaporated. He needed to cum, needed her mouth on him.

“Take it,” he ordered her. “Take it all.”

She let out such a gleeful sound in response that he was almost worried that she would wake Rhonda. But as her lips found purchase over his trembling, spurting cockhead, Rhonda’s eyes remained closed. She looked almost like she was having bad dreams. Her hands drawn up over her lap and turned intensely to one side, eyes firmly shut and head pressed against the window. 

In another world, another time, he might have been concerned. Something certainly seemed up with her, but he couldn’t figure out what. 

Instead, while Rhonda lived a nightmare, he lived a dream with Kylie’s talented teenage mouth shunting up and down his shaft. 

* * * * *
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He slowed down as he drove because he wasn’t sure of his ability to handle Kylie’s beautiful mouth and handling the steering wheel. Every ten seconds or so, her tongue and mouth delivered some fresh heaven of pleasure he had never experienced before. When he came—which he did three times in  the extra hour it took them to go all the way up the mountain road—she came too. And he struggled not to watch as her body became tighter, longer, bustier, sexier as it was jammed between his crotch and the steering wheel with each load he busted up into her willing, slavish throat.

In the backseat, Rhonda was clearly pleasuring herself. He put it together after his first cum. Her fingers caught between her legs, even with as much as she tried to obscure it with her positioning. Eyes out the window to look away—but in doing so, catching the reflection of Stephen and Kylie.

Helpless. Lost in  lust. Sweating, shaking, moaning, shifting. She wasn’t even hiding it by the time the cabin actually came into view. 

The parking spot in front of the cabin was marked off with sticks and stones. He pulled into it oblong and harsh, jolting Rhonda out of her seat like poorly stacked groceries. She landed down in the space between the back and front seats, legs sprawled out, her head stuck upright with eyes fixated cleanly on Kylie’s mouth worshiping her new god’s cock.

He pushed Kylie down on the seat, but there wasn’t enough room. He was getting larger somehow. He could barely fit behind the steering wheel. Growling, he kicked the door open, metal wrenching and busting from the impact, and grabbed her by the hair. She screamed but she loved it, the quick pain only intensifying the pleasure she felt at being manhandled. 

Out of the car, still dragging Kylie by the hair. Feeling violent; feeling like a conqueror unrealized. He slammed Kylie down on the hood of the car ass-first, spreading her legs wide and entered her abruptly and easily. 

“Y-yes!” she shouted. “Oh my fuck, yes!”

The bulge of his cock could be seen all the way up to her abdomen. She was so fucking fit. 

Gone were any worries of hesitation on his part, of his wife finding out, of what Rhonda might think. All he could think of was how young, virginal, fresh, and fertile Kylie was and how that meant she badly needed to be fucked by him all day long. 

Just above her shining, superbly wet cunt was another tattoo—the same kind of symbology that Ella sported. It glimmered and glowed, and seemed to shine even more as a lusty sheen of sweat ran over its surface.

Something to think about later. He pushed deeper inside of Kylie, feeling her virginal resistance crumble before the might of his new, enhanced cock. He felt so fucking strong—taking her, pushing her down. She needed it, wanted it, begged him to go deeper right away—but even if she had fought, she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. They both knew it, and it drove their lust levels even higher. 

Every piston-like thrust into Kylie’s cunt powered her tiny body into the car, seeming to do permanent damage to its frame and everything under the hood. He heard metal rattling around, screeching, begging him to slow or stop—but being able to drive back to town suddenly held a lot less interest for him. 

Not for Rhonda, though. She stumbled out of the car, crying. 

“Please, stop! Stop fucking her! I can’t take it!”

Her hand was deep in her snatch as she begged him. Kylie’s legs wrapped around him tighter; her wildly orgasming cunt spasming around his thick shaft, her thick hair spread all over the hood of the car. 

“Never stop!” Kylie begged. “Please, don’t ever stop fucking me!”

Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Stop!”

Kylie pulled him in tighter. “Don’t!”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

Rhonda suddenly seemed to realize she was just playing into Kylie’s chanting hand and ran to the cabin, trying to get inside. But she didn’t have the keys. She knelt down and hugged herself near the door, looking away, furious. Her fingers once again slipped up between her legs and she sulkily played with herself, trying to ignore the display Stephen and Kylie made.

With her out of the way, he focused entirely on Kylie—and there was so much to focus on. 

She was a beautiful young woman, and whatever had happened to transform the women of the town had clearly happened to her as well—making her even more beautiful. Her exposure to his cock meant her young, healthy skin was even more vibrant, her hair longer and thicker, and her hefty tits even becoming bustier even as he kneaded them. The supple titflesh pushed through the gaps in his fingers, slick from her gathering milk . 

“Cum in me, Daddy. Put a baby in me. Please, Daddy? Please fuck me pregnant?”

Nothing from his previous life told him that he could have a baby with some random college girl and have no consequences. But now that felt entirely different—he felt like he could impregnate her and all her friends and never suffer a single repercussion. 

“Do it, please? Please, Daddy? You’re a stud. You’re such a fucking stud. Fuck up my life, please? Make me your pregnant little fucktoy, please, Daddy?”

Stephen knew he had to give her what she wanted. For as much as these women promised him their obedience, they sure seemed to influence the hell out of him. 

Looking at her squirming, lusciously lithe body, Stephen decided he could live with their influence. 

He emptied his load inside her fertile belly, exulting in the immediate orgasm she obviously felt at the splashing of his seed inside her. Her beautiful face, caught in the waves of purest pleasure—cheeks flushed, pupils dilated, glossy lips parted—softened his heart for her considerably. 

He wanted to keep this girl. He wanted her to belong to him. She was his fucking property now. Not just owned by him like all those girls in town—but actually his. Someone in his household. How had she put it? A “special secret slavefucksister” for Gale. 

His hands roamed over her trembling, post-orgasm body—all the way down to her pussy, above which still featured that same odd tattoo. 

“They grabbed you in town, right?” he asked. “Marked you like this.”

Kylie nodded. “I thought it was really weird and scary at the time, but I’m super happy about it now, Daddy.”

His cock—even though he had just cum harder than ever—jolted at her calling him Daddy. Thoughts of fucking her supple, smooth-as-silk body again ran through his mind. This time, though, he could think about a solution to this host of problems, instead of just being lost to the passion of it all. He lifted her legs back up around his hips, already trying to problem-solve with his cock resting on top of her entrance. 

The tattoo is magic somehow, okay. Sure. But where does it come from? Why does that symbol look so familiar?

Rhonda approached, averting her eyes from the sight of Stephen astride Kylie. She had her hands stuffed up inside her armpits, arms crossed, but her thighs rubbed together to try and create some friction on her needy cunt. It wasn’t much use; her thighs were thin now. 

She was changing too. Changing like all the other girls. She had always been a looker, but now her brown hair glistened, a sexy tangle drooping down into a heavy pair of thoroughly smashing tits. 

“Please,” said Rhonda. Her lips looked so sexy when she said that. “Give me the keys. You promised. You said. Give me the keys. Let me leave. Please.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Daddy.” Kylie slid up and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him with her feet wrapped just so around his thighs. “She’s a dumb bitch for being against you, but she is a stunner. Should we really just let her go?” She leaned in close and whispered. “Why let her go when you can fuck her however you want, no matter what she says? We’re in the middle of nowhere. What’s she going to do about it?”

Fuck! 

What was it about this tattoo that made every woman he came across not only smoking hot, but desperate to give him as many fucktoys as possible? It was like he had somehow earned the favor of some mad sex god. 

“I’ll let you go,” he said, pushing Kylie away just slightly. “I did promise. I’ll keep my word. But you have to show me something first.”

Rhonda tugged on her clothes, now all out of sorts from her constant, failing attempts to not pleasure herself. Her thick hair was piled all to one side. God, Stephen wanted to fuck her. It hit him hard like a pile of bricks; he wanted to strip her down and make her sorry she was so fucking stupid for ever going against him. 

He could imagine Ella, standing over her with a whip. What the fuck is wrong with you? Don’t you realize who he IS? You stupid cunt.

And here...already holding his cock, was Kylie. She wasn’t quite as impressive as Ella—few could be—but she still was something, and she definitely had the right attitude. 

“Show you something?” Rhonda asked.

“I want to see your pussy.”

Kylie bounced with glee. “Yes! Yay!”

“You’re cr-crazy. You-you’re...no!”

But her hands had already started to go to her zipper and buttons, like she couldn’t help but do what he said. Like something had changed her already. 

Stephen walked away from the crumpled, probably-now-useless car and advanced on Rhonda. She backed up, whimpering, licking her lips, big eyes searching for mercy and finding none. Before long, he cornered her against the side of the cabin. Kylie, simpering, sidled up next to him and gave Rhonda dagger-eyes. 

“You better do what he says. There’s no one out here to hear you scream. And he and I could do anything to you. No one would know. And even if they did find out...no one would care, would they? Your struggle against the wants of a man like him? Would anyone give a fuck?”

Her hand slipped up onto his cock as she spoke, stroking him so that he spilled precum all down Rhonda’s legs and feet. She was so twisted and evil and willing, and so easily. Stephen knew nothing about this girl and yet she was already in so many ways like a carbon copy of Ella or Abigail. It was like one template had been handed out for the whole town. 

“Please,” Rhonda whimpered. “Don’t make me. Don’t make me...”

“Don’t make me,” said Stephen. “Show me your fucking pussy. Right now.”

Trembling and nodding, Rhonda began to strip. 

Her body was unbelievable. Tight, toned, busty. Milk streaming from her heavy tits. Thick chestnut hair like something from a painting. She had clearly changed from the Rhonda he knew. 

From what her body looked like, at least, he was mostly certain what he would find—but she wasn’t done yet.  

“Panties too,” said Kylie. “Show Master everything. It’s what he wants.”

Kylie’s urgency filled him with a different urgency—to fuck her until she wanted him to conquer even more, if that was possible. 

The fight was gone from Rhonda—he saw it leave her countenance like the air from a balloon. Deflated. Defeated. Totally willing.

Finally, Rhonda was naked entirely beneath the waist, and he saw why she had been so reticent to show him. 

She had the tattoo, just like Kylie and Ella. And just like them, it was the same symbol and in the exact same placement. 

But that wasn’t why she didn’t want to show him what she had. No—she had apparently stuffed her pussy full of a vibrator plug. 

Kylie giggled. “What the fuck is that?” 

“I—I’m not stupid,” Rhonda said, clearly struggling. “I saw what was happening around town. I knew that women would get really turned on and then it would all become about you for some reason. So I thought that if I controlled my orgasms, if I edged and came enough, that I would be able to keep my composure. And it worked! I was right!”

Even if it had worked for a moment, it was clear the efficacy was waning if not outright eliminated by Stephen’s recognition of his power over Kylie—and by extension, Rhonda herself. She had been touching herself quite a bit—fingering her clit while the plug buzzed along inside her pussy...so much stimulation. She nearly got away with it, too. 

Kylie slipped a hand up between Rhonda’s thighs and removed the plug with a laugh, tossing it into the dirt.

“Do you feel like you’re in control of your orgasms right now, stupid?”

Rhonda whimpered and came down on her knees, weakly reaching after the plug. Kylie took her by the hair and slapped her. 

“Hey. Bitch. Stupid bitch. I asked you a question. Are you in control?”

Rhonda, knees knocking, eyes searching all over Stephen and Kylie for help, shook her head. “No. No.”

“Who is in control, stupid?”

“He is. Stephen.”

Kylie slapped her again, leaving a blazing red mark on one cheek.

“Who is, bitch?”

“M-Master.” Rhonda’s voice became a whimpering whisper. “D-Daddy. Daddy’s in control of my cunt. I w-want it. I want his control. Please.”

Kylie held her tight to her face, sneering against her cheek and ear. “You feel smart now, bitch?”

“No. No. I’m so sorry. I’m so stupid.”

From this display, this dominance of one beautiful slave over another, Stephen was harder than he knew how to handle. 

There was a bed just inside. He ripped the door off its hinges and shoved Rhonda into the cabin and down onto the bed. Kylie slid around them both, serpentine, holding down Rhonda at the shoulders. 

“Please, Daddy,” begged Rhonda, spreading her legs wide for him. “I’ll do all the things you say. Please make me sorry I was so stupid.”

He would.

# # #
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The Bimbo Fix – His Home
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Stephen had decided to do the right thing. 

Beneath him, an eighteen year-old college freshman and his fiercest rival competed intimately with their mouths over the thick, heavy expanse of his now-constantly hard cock. Kylie and Rhonda, respectively, did everything they could to make their Master happy. 

“He’s soo big,” Rhonda murmured in awe for maybe the hundredth time. Her plump lips attended the tip of his cock. “I can’t believe how big he is.”

“That’s because you’re a stupid bitch.” Kylie pushed her to one side and slurped Stephen down, showing Rhonda how it was done.

Both girls were naked. Their clothes were in tatters. The one thing they seemed to be able to agree on was how it was a shame that they weren’t in sexy outfits for their Master; they both were exceedingly distraught that they didn’t have high-high heels to wear for him. 

Everything else, though, seemed to be an excuse for Kylie to find fault with Rhonda—and Stephen only egged her on. 

It was the morning after the day he had awoken to find that pretty much every woman he came across in his town wanted to serve him sexually. That day began with his own adopted eighteen year-old daughter giving him a blowjob, guided in doing so by his wife. At work, his secretary served up her barely legal stepdaughter to him on a sexual platter, forcefully urging the girl she raised to be “a good girl” and receive a skullfucking from the arousal-compelled Stephen. When he looked for help from his closest friend, Ella, she seduced him into fucking her stupid.

That was the first piece of the puzzle. Up until that point, it was like he had been transported into some weird pornographic film obsessed with training barely legal teenagers to serve his cock. But Ella was clearly dominating the men who came to her law office, even going so far as legally declaring them as wage-slaves to the women who were divorcing them in utterly punishing settlements. Even stranger, she had a special tattoo right above her pussy. 

He wouldn’t have thought much of it. Far too much to think of otherwise, what with every woman—in addition to becoming his seductive cockslaves—transforming into real-life bombshells with superheroine measurements and magazine cover wardrobes. But then, through a turn of events, trying to escape the madness to get his head straight, Stephen managed to wind up at this cabin in the middle of the mountains with two other girls—his worst enemy and a random teenage hitchhiker they had picked up—with both of them begging, whimpering, and working for the pleasure of his cock. 

And both of them, just like Ella—and he could only imagine, just like Abigail and Marisa and the rest of the women he had seen—had the same tattoo just above their pussy. 

Kylie was a jealous cocksucker, even though his cock had grown tremendously in girth and length over the past thirty-six hours. She pushed Rhonda to one side frequently. When Rhonda managed kiss and lick and squirm her way into taking over cocksucking duty, Kylie would choke her—stroking Stephen’s cockhead by gripping the bulge he made in Rhonda’s throat—until Rhonda turned purple and had to relent to give up to Kylie. Rhonda, surprisingly timid, only whimpered and begged and kissed and licked in return for her own turn.

Much of the venom was out of Kylie’s attitude toward Rhonda, but it was no less toxic. She still berated her constantly for ever being against Stephen; he suspected this was for the same reason that both girls constantly called him Master and especially Daddy. 

Kylie called Rhonda stupid bitch because it really, really turned him on. 

“Can you believe this stupid bitch?” Kylie asked him, stroking him heatedly and continuing to both kiss his shaft and shoulder Rhonda out. “She can’t believe how big you are. I can. I always knew. I was born knowing how big and perfect your cock is, Daddy. I’ll always be ready for it.”

He found he didn’t have to say much. A nod here, a grunt there, a tugging of her hair there. Sex was about him, not them, and so his own voice was less important as a result. He didn’t give a fuck if anything he said turned them on; all they needed was his cock. 

He grunted, testing this theory, and Kylie immediately intuited his meaning by slipping up onto the bed with her legs open. Rhonda, just like he wanted, was close to tears. This was probably the tenth or twelfth time he had fucked Kylie to Rhonda’s two or three. In truth, Kylie was a better fuck—younger, tighter, hotter—but this was only by a matter of degrees. Both their bodies continued to change rapidly to become more accustomed to his constant attentions. Longer limbs. Tighter abdomens. Thicker hair and breasts. Their bodies bimbofying rapidly from the nonstop assault of his cock and cum.

His own body had changed—becoming more the picture of the ultimate alpha. Taller, stronger, bulkier. He had to be careful how he handled furniture and doors—otherwise they would split to pieces from a casual grasp. Part of the way the girls transformed seemed to be just keeping up with him in this way—though they remained soft, pliable, and flexible, he didn’t seem to actually harm them no matter how passionate his grip became.  

Kylie seemed to be getting hotter, tighter, bustier much faster than Rhonda, though. He assumed this had something to do with how much of his attention he had—maybe his unprotected loads deep into her fertile teen cunt were changing her faster. That turned him on too—that even if Rhonda did manage to keep getting hotter, she wouldn’t be able to keep up with Kylie because of the lead Kylie had already accumulated. 

Being that unfair to Rhonda, even now that she was his simpering, submissive little fuckslave, really hit the hedonistic center of Stephen’s brain. 

Rhonda had caused Stephen a lot of problems over the past couple of years. Attacking his business, his personal life. Stirring up all kinds of trouble. Now—fucking some random cock-worshiping beauty over Rhonda while making her cry in the process, depriving her of the totem of masculinity she had only just discovered was the center of her entire existence from now on—turned him on to no end. 

The bed had broken many hours before; they fucked now on the mattress on top of the box spring directly on top of the floor. He knelt down and wrapped up Kylie’s ankles around his neck, easily and quickly shoving inside her beautiful young pussy. 

“Oh my fucking god!” Kylie cried as Stephen thrust inside her. “You stupid bitch! You have no idea what you’re missing! Oh fuck, Daddy! You’re so good!”

She came immediately, as did Rhonda just from watching him fuck. But Rhonda’s cums—to hear her tell it—were a shadow of what Kylie felt with his massive cock riding against her ultra-sensitive g-spot. 

Kylie, when she wasn’t sneering sexily at Rhonda, stared up at Stephen with first-crush, teenage-lovey-dovey eyes and mouthed how much she loved him. Her hands grasped her heavy, milking tits, squeezing out more hot, delicious cream that lubricated their bodies even more. 

Now that he was fucking again, his thoughts became clear once more. His plan of action all laid out before him. The right thing to do. 

“See, it’s all got to do with Marisa. I didn’t expect it. At first, I thought it must have been Ella, when she was so insistent and manipulative of those men in her office.”

“Yeah,” Kylie moaned, banging her ankles against his neck. “Oh yes. She insisted...”

Kylie, naturally, had no idea who or what he was talking about. He continued to thrust slowly, milking this time with his full wits about him.

“But then the tattoo on your cunts. It matches exactly the gift I gave Marisa. There was this time—I guess it was about five weeks ago for you two, but like two or three days ago for me—I got blackout drunk. Marisa was leaving me. I didn’t know what to do.”

“Of c-course not,” Kylie was all sympathy and nods. “If you knew, you’d have d-done it. Like you do me.”

He purposefully avoided looking at Rhonda. She was really weeping, almost hyperventilating, deeply jealous. Close to a panic attack that she would never receive his cum again. If he saw that now, he might lose control entirely and cum right away. 

“But I remember waking up with my wallet empty. Not a particularly crazy—ugh. Your tits.” He slapped them generously, spending time kissing and licking them. The warm, pleasant-tasting milk they produced had kept him full for the past eighteen hours of their fuck-session. “Not a crazy thing. Waking up with no money. But I had just cashed out my accounts to keep Marisa from taking the money, you know? And so there was a lot. And instead I had this, I don’t know what to call it. An artifact? A totem? Like a foot tall or so. Hard wood carving. Looked old. But it’s the same...christ.” 

He chanced a look over at Rhonda and she looked nearly suicidal. Desperation for his pleasure, for his happiness, read clearly in her eyes—as did the deep-seated anguish of not receiving it personally as he favored Kylie again and again. After all the mess she had made for him, it felt so good to see that kind of emotional pain registering so deeply with her. 

Kylie was mouthing Stupid. Bitch. at Rhonda even as she kept cumming and moaning worshipfully. 

He was going to lose it soon. 

“Same...ungh. The same symbol as what’s on your cunts now. ‘This’ll fix it,’ the note on it said. No idea what it meant. But I gave the thing to Marisa. Last ditch effort for some kind of decent terms in the settlement. And next thing I know...I wake up in a new bed and Gale’s sucking me off like a champ.”

“Like you deserve,” Kylie moaned. “You deserve it. You deserve it. You deserve to have your daughter sucking you off, Daddy.” She could sense his closeness and spoke with an intensity and rhythm to encourage his orgasm as soon as possible. “I wish I was your daughter. I wish you had raised me up to suck and serve you. I’m so jealous of her. Can I be her friend? Can we chat and giggle and finger each other during slumber parties while we moon over you and you alone? Can I please—”

God, how did all these women know what made him more turned on than anything else? His thrusts came faster and faster as Kylie ranted, and his hands gripped tight against her mouth and throat just to shut her up. She squealed with delight, orgasming as his pistoning thrusts reached a crescendo and he came inside her. 

His load was unbelievably thick and potent. He could practically smell her getting pregnant underneath him. Before, his cum might have filled a thimble or so if he was being honest; now it must have easily been a cup, maybe more. It shot from him in long, hot strings, spraying Kylie’s insides like he was putting out a fire. 

Her eyes melted once more beneath him, so full of liquid-hot love and admiration for everything he was. She would be loyal and obedient, forever. There wasn’t a doubt in his mind. He wasn’t even sure that undoing all these transformations would change that about her; it seemed that genuine and real. 

After several minutes of soaking in this teenage goddess’s gaze, he pulled out of her, stroking her body as he went. 

Almost right away, Kylie turned to Rhonda. 

“Ell. Oh. Ell. You dumb bitch. There’s another one for me. Can you imagine how quickly I’m gonna be pregnant compared to you?”

Stephen knew, as the clarity of thinking from fucking wore off, that he had to get that artifact back and undo the effects of it and, failing that, destroy it entirely. It was the right thing to do. He couldn’t just live the rest of his life sexually destroying the lives of every woman he came into contact with. It was wrong. 

Without being told, Rhonda shimmered down to Kylie’s pussy and began obediently licking the cum out of her pussy. The way she was angled meant he saw her entire ass presented to him. Stephen groaned. 

It was probably wrong?

He was hard again already. Rhonda’s rear was high in the air, her pussy wet and pulsing and exposed. He could fuck her right into Kylie’s pussy while Kylie continued all that hot dirty talk about his daughter. He sat up, cock straight ahead, compelling him to slide up towards the perfectly formed entrance of Rhonda’s slick cunt.

He had to do the right thing. And he would.

Right after one last fuck.

“Kylie,” he said. “What were you saying about my daughter?”

* * * * *
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Three fucks later, Stephen drove back into town, alone, inside the half-broken car that he had nearly destroyed when he took Kylie for the first time.

He’d had a long internal debate about how to handle his leaving. Would he be able to keep his head if he wasn’t able to fuck Kylie or Rhonda at will? The novelty of all the new, freely-available pussy in the town concerned him. He wasn’t exactly bored with the girls in the cabin, but at least he knew them by now. Fucking them and basically continuing on with his task seemed easier than doing the task and getting distracted by some new hot thing. 

But he had been serious—or as serious as he could be—when he told himself he would do the right thing. And if he could find the totem, and it did undo the effects of this spell or ceremony or whatever else, then he didn’t want to be anywhere near Kylie or especially Rhonda.

Kylie had taken the news of his absence better than Rhonda. He had every confidence that she would follow him, and he didn’t feel right about forbidding her and compelling her to stay at the cabin. What if he didn’t come back and she stayed there and starved? But she had smiled and said that she lived to obey his will, and knew that he would bring her home to Gale soon. 

Rhonda, meanwhile, fell all over the ground begging him to stay. 

“Y-y-you o-o-only just fu-fucked me a-and please no, please let me feel it again. Oh my god, please?”

She continued on like that, raking at her smooth tight skin, eyes furious with tears. Kylie led her around by the thick mass of her hair, holding it like a leash, smiling arrogantly with the glow of having so many of his fucks inside her. 

“It’s all your fault, you know,” said Kylie, sneering, knowing that was perfectly untrue. “If you fucked him better, he would have stayed. You notice how he decided to leave right after fucking you? God, you’re such a useless stupid bitch.”

This only set off Rhonda’s anguish more—and Stephen knew he had to leave or else he’d get drawn in once more to their superbly hot dynamic. So he shoved himself into the mass of ripped steel masquerading as a car and drove down the mountain. 

When he reached the bottom of the mountain trail, the car died and he quickly flagged down a pick-up truck.

The fellow inside wore a stained white shirt and blue jeans. Some kind of laborer, judging from the heavy toolbox in the bed of the truck. He had a thick beard and dark, squirrely eyes. 

Stephen stood at the passenger side of the truck, considering carefully. The man stunk of cowardice. It smelled like old urine—and it definitely wasn’t the truck. 

Confidence brimming in a way that only hours of worship by two gloriously sexy angels can develop, he walked to the driver’s side and gently—had to be gently—opened the truck door. Then he nodded to one side. The message was clear:

Leave your keys and get the fuck out of here if you value your life and limbs.

The man rushed hard out the door and ran away from his truck, away from Stephen, away from the town itself. Stephen was sure he had been crying.

Not a word was exchanged. 

* * * * *
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The truck drove like a dream and because of its height, it gave Stephen a better view of the way that the town had changed as he re-entered it and tried to head back home. 

Now, driving through the town with a straining hard-on from all the shamelessly erotic and him-serving sights he took in, he had begun to regret his slight turn towards morality. As he approached the main cross-street between the highway and the many subdivisions of neighborhoods, the visions of lustful obedience on display multiplied.

Apparently overnight, great statues of him had been erected in his honor. They had torn down huge portions of the city square to use for raw materials, crafting him in marble, steel, and bronze. Chain gangs of men did the disassembly work, watched carefully by provocatively-dressed women holding large shotguns. Most of the statues had his family beside him or at his feet—Marisa clinging to him lustfully, Gale wrapped around his legs with her lusciously designed mouth circulating his stiffening cock.

Even with all the available manpower in town, it seemed impossible that they would have built these statues overnight. But was it any more or less impossible than anything else he had seen? Rhonda—who hated him so thoroughly—had been reduced into a sniveling, squirming, scintillatingly hot sexpot in a matter of hours. Why wouldn’t there be statues erected to him as well?

He saw more monuments—these in the shape of the totem that he had given to Marisa—being put up by men in chains in the park. They were urged on by dominatrix-type women dressed in matte leather catsuits and holding long bullwhips. Their gorgeous, cleavage-heavy frames bodies poured into skintight uniforms of dominance, whipping the men while licking their lips and urging them to go faster, harder, better. 

This was all for him. 

He was sure that one of the dominatrices was Regina Halloway, who he flirted with unsuccessfully at a barbecue within the past year. She was casually stepping on a man’s hand with one heel and whipping his backside, snarling at him to move faster. 

They were far away—thirty feet at the closest, beyond a few park benches and in the shade.

But he was sure that was Joel Halloway, her husband. 

Again he remembered all those men lining up in Ella’s office, begging to receive the most punitive divorce forms possible. 

It wasn’t enough that these women worshiped Stephen—oh no. Not for Marisa, who he was more and more sure was the architect of all of this. No, for some reason, they had to humiliate their husbands at the same time. Cucking them totally while praising Stephen’s masculine glory. 

It didn’t help matters that Stephen’s cock was growing so substantially as he watched, nor did it help that it seemed like every man he saw was emaciated somehow. Like the life force was being drained out of them.

Was that part of it? Was their masculine energy being reconstituted into him? Was that why he was so big now, so eager to fuck, so willing to breed and forget about all these stupid problems? 

Seeing so much, so quickly, some part of him totally forgot—or maybe hadn’t all the way internalized yet—that traffic laws didn’t exactly apply to particularly him anymore. 

He was sure he could sweet-talk his way not just out of a ticket, but into the pants of any of the now entirely female police force—and in watching these gorgeous women in their tall heels and skintight outfits, his priorities had been confused somewhat. Nothing was ever more important to his cock than being stimulated—and it was harder than ever and practically in a fist-fight with the steering wheel from its straining position in his lap. 

So he had stopped at a redlight; he had been there for a full two minutes. The city council was always saying they’d speed the damn thing up. He watched a pair of leather-clad women chatting cheerily with a sundress-wearing brunette who happened by, complimenting the dominatrices on their whipping technique. Soon they started pointing at the statue of Stephen, and their conversation quickly became intimate and filled with kissing, fondling, and with a speed that surprised even Stephen at this point—fingering. The leather suits had zippers that went all the way down.  

Then one of them looked in his direction. 

She squealed with delight, directing the two girls she had just been finger-fucking and all the other girls in the nearby area to his car. Within moments, over a dozen women started sprinting towards him at full speed. Even in their precariously tall, narrow heels, they were able to move like Olympic runners. Their busty, long bodies in motion, hair flowing behind them, was a sight to behold. 

He knew what would happen next.

They would come to his car and beg to see him. They would start with such gentle, soft requests. 

Can’t they just say hello? Can we just shake hands? They would want to give him a hug, sneak a kiss. They would talk about how big and strong he was, the massivity of his cock they were feeling through his pants. 

They’d ask if he thought they were pretty enough to fuck him. They’d ask if they were worthy of him. They’d ask if they deserved his cock, because he deserved to only have girls who were worthy. They would all fall to him in worship.

They would probably ask about Gale—and offer to teach her how to suck his cock. They would want to tutor her, because nothing was more important to these women than that he had a daughter who capital-R Respected her Father.

And Stephen, as right as he wanted to be, knew something else too: he knew he’d give in, like he always did. 

He shifted the truck into gear.

But not today. The tires squealed as he ran the red light and sped down the road.

* * * * *
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Seven minutes later, Stephen turned down the fifth neighborhood detour in a row—this one five streets behind the grocery store and two blocks up from Hobbs Park—and saw another gaggle of eager, short-skirted high-heeled women bursting with joy to see him and rushing obsequiously toward his car. 

Quickly, he kicked the car in reverse and slammed the wheel around, knocking over what must have been his third mailbox in ten minutes, searching again for a street that was clear.

The problem now was that these women apparently knew his automobile and they were communicating with each other. Maybe they had some kind of message board set up, or a massive text chain. Perhaps some kind of app—the Neighwhorehood or similar. However it happened, no matter the road he drove on, there were women stepping out to greet him.

They all looked so deeply happy, was the thing. They were thrilled to see him! And then whenever he chanced a look back, they were always so devastated to see him driving away. The hot Kylie-fueled kink with Rhonda aside, Stephen actually hated seeing a woman unhappy. That was part of why he had lied to Marisa for so long about their money problems, the work problems, and his drinking. 

Well, of course, he’d also lied to her about his drinking because of his drinking as well. You had to protect your drinking when you were a drunk—certainly no one else was sitting around waiting for an excuse to make sure you were able to keep drinking! Wives could be a nuisance, wanting you to change your life for the better and give up the only thing that made your existence worth going on for. 

Stephen tried back road after back road to no avail, slowly pushing deeper into the nest of suburban subdivisions that surrounded his home—each time there were women waiting for him, carefully coordinating and smiling and shouting his name and often outright begging to suck his cock. 

Each and every woman was a sexual fantasy—angel-faced with long legs and a tight body, usually busty beyond reason with gravity-mocking tits, and always dressed like lustful dynamos. 

Down one street, every woman was in lingerie. Their stockings shimmered in the sunlight. Down another, every woman was a cheerleader, holding pom-poms and bouncing up and down to cheer his arrival. 

Another sported nothing but tall, dark-haired women in evening gowns and hair with long one-sided parts, casting him seductive glances from underneath heavily-hooded eyes. He spied freshly prepared dinners waiting for him through the large windows of each house. They would suck him and stroke him and ride him and make him feel like a king.

On a street with what looked liked several barely-legal teenagers dressed trendily in miniskirts and slogan tees, several held hastily-written signs. 

I’m ovulating!

Train me please!

Let me help teach Gale to suck you off!

God, but these women really knew how to get to him. Precum drenched his trousers. He looked like he had walked through a flood. 

Finally, he found a farm road that led to an abandoned lot. It didn’t go anywhere, but he could use it to drop off the car and try to continue on foot. 

Using the sun as a guide, he moved through the woods until he rejoined civilization in a half-built cul-de-sac lot. He wasn’t positive, but he thought he was just a few miles from his own neighborhood. Stephen had never been much for surreptitiousness, but thankfully, the waves and waves of bimbo babes filling the streets didn’t make it that hard. He just had to listen for the sounds of begging and confusion and wanting and aching and head away from it.

He walked up to a nearby fence, hiding behind a small oak tree while a gaggle of bimbo nurses moaned and tittered and squeezed their heavy, lactating tits. The smell was almost unbearably arousing. They were just up the street at a corner, and if he walked out now, they would see him for sure. He had to wait.

Nearby was a fence—when these bimbos left, he’d hop it and make his way that way, from one backyard to another. He’d read about someone doing it in a story at some point. 

He wondered, with all the new construction going on, if these houses would ever be finished. When they started this lot, Marisa had originally wanted to buy a home here—the houses were much more expensive and luxurious than their own—and he had been reminded of this fact every time he drove with her and she requested they do a drive-by “just to take a look.”

He would deny her, or drive past and pretend not to hear, or the one or two times she really managed to get him to take that look, he’d been just awful about it. Moaning and complaining the whole time. 

In truth, Stephen had always been an awful father and an even worse husband. He resented Marisa for reminding him of the money he wasn’t able to earn because he drank instead. He resented her especially for wanting a new house because it meant she was looking for the future with him—looking for a way to improve their family, when all he wanted was to sink into drink. And he couldn’t respect her when she could never see that. 

Whatever changed when the totem was destroyed, he hoped he could retain this firm, fervent lack of need to fill himself with alcohol at every waking second. He’d been relieved of the need to get drunk now for two whole days almost, and it felt terrific.

The gaggle of bimbos at the corner finally moved on and he watched them walk for a while, stroking himself as he did, before finally moving on and going up and over the fence as planned.

Once he was in the yard, he walked to the other side, hoisted himself up and over again, and walked to the next fence.

He went on like this for some time, traversing mostly by backyards and sometimes by the rare street, hoisting himself up over fences and through gates. It was physical work but it did help to distract him from the pangs of need his cock sent his brain’s way every time he heard a transformed beauty’s recitation of love for him in the distance. 

Doing this kind of work—physical work—at all was indeed a big shift for him. He had never been exactly obese, but he certainly had never been in shape. The changes that the girls suffered—enjoyed?—had somehow rubbed off on him, and he still hadn’t been able to put together why that was. Becoming some kind of accidental vampire of masculinity was the best explanation he’d come up with.

He was now stronger than he’d ever been—strong enough to kick a door off its hinges or toss a young mindfucked beauty around without breaking a sweat. And his endurance and stamina were clearly astronomically high, as he had energy to burn even after spending most of the last two days virulently fucking the hell of out of pornographically-charged angels. 

Working his body cleared his head somewhat, especially now that he wasn’t gaping agog at a street full of living fantasies begging to be bred and enslaved to his will. 

The women were changed because of the tattoo. He guessed they had been taking them to the police station for some kind of “questioning,” using the force of authority to compel and coerce innocent women into custody. Then they tattooed them, probably deeply against their will, turning them into mindfucked slaves for Stephen to enjoy or not depending on how much they pleased him. 

Which was, as hot as it made him to think about, rather fucked up. 

But how did any of that change him? Was it something in the air? Something transferred to him from holding the totem in the first place? Why would it affect all the men? Were they being tattooed and he just hadn’t seen it?

He had to put such thoughts to one side as he casually climbed another fence—getting rather close to his home, only a home or two away, he was certain—and came across two gorgeous women in bikinis sitting by their pool.

They sunbathed, both of them wearing bright red bikinis. They looked almost like sisters, with thick blond hair and heavy, bountiful breasts. Their legs were long, and the tight confines of the swimsuits they wore exposed how delectably thin their bodies were. 

Was this Maude and Gertrude? That was the lesbian couple who lived next door.

No, no. That didn’t make sense. Maude and Gertrude were his neighbors, but they were incredibly old. Maude had suffered a recent bout with cancer and was on the losing end of the aftershocks, and Gertrude was so thoroughly stressed from dealing with that and caring for her that she had been losing her hair, taking to wearing bandanas and wraps. 

These two were ethereal, young beauties. They looked barely eighteen, outside of the bright lustful wisdom he saw in their eyes.

They had seen him, of course. Sitting up on one arm like swimsuit models and smiling at his approach. They began to get out of their seats, strutting toward him, licking their lips. Needing his attention. Every single part of them vibrant, youthful, lustful, and thin.  

He knew where this was going—and so did his cock. The sun had managed to dry out his pants a little, making them stiff and hard to walk in. But now, seeing their bodies displayed just for him, his cock gushed again and his pants began to fall away. 

The fabric was too weak to stand up to his masculine power. Soon, he was naked from the waist down, with his cock straining and urging him forward.

“Ladies...” he put up his hands like he was backing away even as he stepped toward them. 

Both rose up to meet him and soon they were on him. Heavy tits pushing up against his arms. Maude dropped to her knees. She had the longer, straighter hair of the two.  

He had a whole series of protests on his lips but they acted so fast. Gertrude started kissing his neck and telling him how handsome he was. Her hair was thicker, and she had freckles all along her shoulders and nose. 

“How did you know we’ve been waiting for you?” she whispered. “It’s been so long.”

“Our whole lives.”

This was the last thing Maude said before slipping her lips across his cock. 

It wasn’t exactly sexual assault, because he certainly wasn’t fighting it, but he didn’t know that he was asking for it either. He was still sure he could stop this at any time. 

But was that really the best idea?

Maude slid deeper on his cock. She was struggling with its girth; this absolute knockout blonde that could headline any strip club in America could barely take him in. 

He was so close to his home. What if Marisa was there? Worse, what if fucking Gale was there? 

Didn’t he want to have a quick fuck to relieve himself so he could have his mind straight before he got there? Didn’t that just make sense? 

Maude groaned as her jaw opened wider and his cockhead pushed against the soft tissue of her throat. Gertrude gripped the bulge there while she kissed Stephen’s chest, shoulders, and face. 

And if he was going to let Maude suck his cock, he may as well just fuck her, right? His cum was going in her regardless. And so there was no reason at all, in that case, to not do the same for Gertrude. 

And honestly he would have to do it a second time for both, just because the first time would be full of panic and fear for him, and he wanted to be able to honestly enjoy their presence. 

And at that point, really, just go for the hat trick and make it three—Stephen hated doing things in doubles and three always was a nice round number for him...

Looking down, he tried to see some reason not to fuck these women. But all he saw was two eager women desperate to make him cum, desperate to be bred by his all-powerful cock. 

He was trying to make things right, and he certainly wasn’t going to do that if he didn’t fuck these women senseless. That only made sense. He was losing his morality if he didn’t fuck them.

Right?

Maude’s mouth lifted off his cock. “I worship you. I want to name all my babies after your glory, Master.”

Yeah...yeah, that was right.

* * * * *
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Five fuck sessions later—that’s five each for Gertrude and for Maude—Stephen left their house and left the two brilliantly young lesbian lovers lying on the floor exhausted from his attention. 

He walked out the front door and down the driveway, taking the short sidewalk path to his home. It took him a moment to really confirm that it was his home. The only thing he recognized was that it still had a tall, flat roof. 

Stephen had some elaborate plan for entering his house through a back window that was totally thrown out when he realized his entire house had changed. 

Something—he assumed another effect of the totem—had left his house remarkably different than even yesterday morning. It was deeper, advertising more room than he would have thought possible. There were no more neighbors behind them, somehow, and so there was plenty of room to go backward. The fading color of the bricks in the front had been saturated fully and were now a deep, pleasant red. The windows, in particular, were tall and wide. No longer the kind that opened up a bit to tell air in. Instead, they were the kind that announced to everyone in the neighborhood what was happening in the house. 

Showy. Flaunting. Vain. Just like his fantasy of a wife had always been. 

So instead, with a solid fuck it, Stephen—still completely naked after fucking his neighbors—just walked through the front door. The house was unlocked, of course; what was there to worry about in regard to crime in this town anymore? 

The inside was just as showy and arrogant as the outside was now. He had expected the vaulted ceilings from the way it looked on the outside. He hadn’t expected the immaculately-constructed chandeliers, the cabinets of crystal finery, the new furniture that looked like it had arrived off a magazine cover. Twin marble staircases leading into an upstairs that was at least five feet higher up than it had been yesterday morning. Thick, heavy fur rugs in the den—the den that was also brand new—in front of a roaring fireplace for a chimney that must have been recently de-bricked. 

He found what he was looking for in his brand-new den. The totem was on top of the luxurious, meticulously-cleaned mantle. The wood was so polished he could see his reflection in it. 

It was hard to pin down what the totem looked like exactly. Like a series of infinity loops all thrumming and closing in on each other. The totem didn’t move, not exactly, but it was built to look like it did, and each time he tried to follow the pattern of its architecture, it eluded him. 

The power it exuded made his cock hard again, even drained so much and so often by Gertrude and Maude. 

High-heeled steps sounded off on the marble floor behind him. Stephen’s heart immediately began to race. 

“Oh, my husband,” Marisa moaned. “I’m so happy you’re home.”

Shit.

Immediately, Stephen closed his eyes. Still trying to deny reality, after all this. She wrapped her hands around his neck and started kissing him. He could feel her press her gorgeous tits against his back, her tiny, tall frame feeling so light against his impossibly heavy masculinity. 

“Darling...” she said after a moment, slowly slinking between him and the mantle. “...why are your eyes closed, my love?”

Because you’re probably so fucking hot right now that I don’t know if I can stand to look at you without fucking you into next week.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to control myself if I see you.”

“Oh, Husband,” she giggled. “You flatter me. But surely you’re so strong that you can handle anything?”

Well, of course that’s true.

He didn’t even have time to examine the contradictory nature of that thought before his eyes opened and his worst fears—such as they were—were fully realized. 

Marisa dressed in a soft silk robe and lingerie, the robe parted just so to show off her dynamite figure and stellar bust. Long waves of hair fell down one side, done-up like she was going to a gala to celebrate specifically her beauty. Her tits pushing up toward him, the cleavage decorated with an array of jewels—as were her hands, her wrists, her ears. Shining and sparkling everywhere. She looked like a dream; he had trouble standing up just seeing her.

This was different than Maude or Gertrude or Kylie or Rhonda or any of the other bimbos flaunting around town—this was a goddess. She was worthy of his respect and attention, and by god she had it. His cock pushed up into her midsection and she absently and obediently began stroking him right away.  

At her feet was Gale, prostrating in a yoga-type child’s pose. Her thin, gorgeous body on display just for Daddy. Dressed in the after-wear version of Mommy’s outfit—the heels a bit lower, but the gown even racier. Lower cut, and higher hemline.

“We’ve been aching for you all day, though of course that’s nothing new. But when you didn’t come home last night, I was so worried you wouldn’t be cumming in whoever you wanted—”

“Yes, well that’s understandable—what?”

“—there were so many girls here last night I was desperate for you to fuck. I’ve cultivated such a pristine arrangement of virgins and vixens for you, each one picked especially for—”

“Why would you do that? Why would you be collecting a harem for me?”

“You weren’t going to gather them all. You said it was too much work. You told me to do it. But to be honest, I rather enjoyed it. Each one was prettier than the last, though of course, none as pretty as me.”

“I believe that.”

She smiled adroitly. “That’s nicer. That’s more like the reception I’d love to hear from my darling husband when he hears about his gathered harem. I sent them all home. We didn’t know where you went off to. Won’t you leave us with a message next time? Abigail’s only too happy to obey you. I had to hear from Ella that you were acting odd. Are you still acting odd?”

Gale was licking his feet. God help him, he might have to kick his daughter in the face. 

“I don’t mind, you see. Of course not, my love. I adore the girls I’ve found you. It’s just I hate to see how disappointed they were when they couldn’t touch you. Fuck you. Stroke you.”

She accentuated this point by speeding up her own strokes on his cock. 

Stephen, his wits suddenly about him again, yelled out and stepped back, holding the totem like it was some kind of weapon.

“I have to end this,” he said. “This is over.”

“Over?” Marisa raised an eyebrow. 

He had to bust it before she convinced him not to. All these crazy succubi bitches had schemes on schemes on schemes to keep him hard and happy and there was no telling what she might decide to do. 

“I can’t let you stay like this. You look fabulous and—”

“Do I? Thank you, darling. It is just for you. And only you, forever.”

“Forever, Daddy,” Gale moaned from her new place around her mother’s leg.

His daughter was making a puddle of lust on the floor. Marisa’s long arm reached down to her head and gripped her tight, easily advertising that she could hold her down on his massive cock if that’s what he wanted. 

These two perfect, utterly perfect women. They would hate him after this. They would despise him. They would want to kill him and he’d probably deserve it. But at least they would be normal. 

“Please, Daddy?” Gale moaned, staring at him with her big eyes. “Please, let me suck your cock?”

That was too much. 

He smashed the artifact in his hand—god, he was strong now—and just in case that wasn’t enough, he threw it to the ground and stamped down on it. 

The power leaving the artifact was evident—a bright flash of terrible red energy, crackling and zapping up and out, spreading throughout the house. Everything felt it expanded and then contracted. The air felt electric for several moments—but then it seemed to settle down.

Several deep breaths. How would this work? Would everyone change all at once? Would his wife immediately hate him again, his daughter hold him in complete disdain? What were the rules of magic?

“Oh.” Marisa giggled behind him. “Oh, dear. That’s not how you do that at all.”

“What?”

“I mean, if you had asked me, I would have told you. Even if I didn’t agree with the decision, it’s a wife’s duty to do as her husband says. But it’s also a wifely duty to tell her husband when he’s wrong? Destroying that totem doesn’t mean this is over.”

Stephen was flabbergasted. “What?”

“In fact, it kind of means this can’t be over.”

“What?”

“It was, I don’t know exactly to put it. Magic is weird. But it wasn’t the source of the power that flows through you and all of us, now. It was more like the remote, turning you on as a source for that power. It had an on switch, which I surmise was activated when you gave it to me? But the off switch, well...”

He looked down at the fragments of the totem. Much of it was powder; it had been so fragile and he was so frightfully strong now. There would be no putting it back together. 

Gale was close to tears. Just seeing her lovely face like that broke his heart. 

“Baby, what’s wrong?” he asked. 

“I kind of wanted you to undo it, Daddy.”

“What?” Marisa looked shocked. “Why? We’ve talked so much about how much happier we are, my sweetling.”

“Oh, I know, and I am. I hated my old self. I hated Daddy so much; it was so wrong of me. I love him now like a good daughter should. It’s just...maybe I would be better at sucking cock if everything went back to the way it was. Or maybe I wouldn’t hate it so much that I disappointed him.”

Marisa leaned over and shushed her. Stephen had to admire the perfect globes of her ass as she did.

“It’s all right, sweetie. You know I’ll teach you how to do it just right for Daddy. I’ll hold you down and everything, just like we said. He’s so big and you’ll want to say no, but we’ll both know you won’t need to and you’ll be stuffed full of his big Daddy cock in your tiny virgin pussy in no time, and—”

“Holy shit, no.” Stephen shook his head. 

“You don’t want to fuck your daughter, Master?” Marisa held Gale by the face, pinching her cheeks just so. “But she needs it.”

He was so tired of pretending he was something he wasn’t and fighting this. 

“No, that’s not what I mean. I mean she didn’t do a bad job of sucking my cock.”

He sat down on the nearby leather couch, exhausted. The material felt like it cost more than his yearly salary per square inch. 

“What? But you ran away right after. And you didn’t stay for her to suck you off again at breakfast...”

“I was scared,” he threw up his hands. “I didn’t know what was happening. I was scared because it was the best blowjob I’d ever had.”

Marisa’s smile lit up the whole room. “Do you hear that, my darling? Daddy thinks you’re even better than me!”

“That’s what I’m saying,” said Stephen. “I don’t remember you ever sucking my cock, Marisa. Maybe once on our wedding night. But the rest of the time, you said it was—”

“—Too undignified, yes. But you made me apologize for that, darling. You taught me all about what a proper woman is. Arrogant and needy and aching and vain and materialistic and weak and pliant and seductive and—”

“Stop.”

He reached up and—without even thinking—drew Marisa onto his lap. She casually began stroking him, listening intently with her whole face and body. Listening like he’d never experienced her before. It was surreal, being the entirety of the focus of a woman with her kind of ethereal beauty. He hardly even noticed when her stroking—which started right away, fitting on him like a sheath over a sword—was replaced by Gale’s gentle kisses and licks and then slurping, schlocking, and moaning. Marisa placed a knowing hand on their daughter’s head, guiding her up and down. Patient, loving, attentive.

Casually, he explained all of it—his whole adventure from start to finish since waking up in a haze with Gale sucking him off. He stopped several times to tell her how good she was. It was lovely to watch her cum just from telling her she was a good girl. Her lips vibrated around his shaft each time an orgasm shook her thin frame. 

“That must have been so confusing,” said Marisa. “You poor, poor dear. So you don’t remember fucking me at all?”

“No.”

And he really, really wanted to. He had cum, repeatedly, down Gale’s throat as he retold the story. She loved it. Her young face, tits, and neck were absolutely smothered in his cum repeatedly. It seemed to absorb readily into her skin, making her appear even shinier. Her hair had grown several inches and intensified in its golden color, shining all by itself in the dim light of their den. 

“But Mommy is the hottest girl in the whole town,” said Gale, licking his cock. “And you deserve to fuck the hottest women ever.”

“And you don’t remember me taking Gale down on your cock for the first time?” said Marisa. “No matter how she squirmed, holding her for you while you drowned her throat in your holy seed?”

“Fuck.” He pulled Gale—who was smiling happily at the memory of her first throatfucking—back down on his cock. She fit there so easily. “No. No. Shit. I’m thinking it must have been something to do with booze withdrawal. I was just in a weird funk while the totem was clearing all those toxins out of my system. And I guess I let you be in charge of making me happy after I somehow made you into the ‘perfect wife.’”

Marisa crawled around on his lap, holding herself steady with long arms wrapped around his neck. Her pussy resting on the top and back of Gale’s head. Grinding there while she soaked in the majesty of her masculine husband. Keeping Gale—in this position—from getting any gulps of anything except for his cock. 

“I want to feel it,” Marisa moaned. “I want to feel your cum hit the back of her skull, please? I want to feel my daughter’s head while you fuck it. And then I need you inside me, please.”

God, that was so sick, so hot. He needed to, suddenly and absolutely. He needed to do only and exactly that. 

Making out with Marisa—hotter than any model or celebrity he’d ever seen, her face so smooth and defined and shiny—she ground her pussy on the back of Gale’s head while his daughter choked down his cock. 

“Cum for me, Master,” she moaned. “Give me my gift? Give me my reward for changing this town for you. Just for you. Show me how much you love my daughter. Cum for me. Cum for me, Daddy? Please, Daddy?”

She knew her secret weapons well. He couldn’t resist that, not after being sucked for so long by Gale.

Cumming wasn’t the end of lust for him anymore—only something else that exponentiated it. It changed his disposition like a spray of precum used to, making him need to fuck even more. 

And so he came down his daughter’s tight, eighteen year-old throat. He came so hard that he know Marisa felt it deep in her cunt, even through the thick, soft layers of Gale’s hair. But cumming was no longer the end, and he wanted more.

Cumming still, he pulled out and sprayed down Gale and shoved Marisa into the couch, entering her mercilessly. She was so fucking thin, so tall, so busty, so hot! How was she even fucking real?

It felt like every thrust should break her in half. Instead, she was so soft, so warm that he felt like he was fucking inside a pink cloud.  

Inside his wife. Finally fucking his wife in the first real time in he didn’t even know how long. 

“You’re so fucking good!” Marisa moaned. “My husband! My husband! My husband, the king! The god! You’re my god!”

He had only managed a few dozen strokes—barely working himself up in her uber-tight pussy—when Gale recovered and slipped up next to her Mommy. Their legs wrapped and pushed against each other and him. 

It was messy, slippery, hot. Their heavy tits leaked beautiful milk and Stephen couldn’t stop squeezing them at every turn, needing to feel more and more of their lusciously gorgeous bodies.  

“He’s fucking you, Mommy,” she whimpered. “Oh Mommy, Mommy, Daddy’s fucking you so good, so hard, oh Mommy...”

“I know, baby,” Marisa moaned. “I know, my good girl. He’s so good. He’s such a man. He’s all that is man. He’s our man. We’re so lucky...lucky...lucky...!” 

Her body cascaded into another round of glorious, operatic orgasms. Gale joined in just from watching her mother cum to her Daddy’s virtuoso strokes. 

Good lord. Stephen may have been all that was man, but he was still a man. 

Shaking, trembling, his hands tight around both their throats, Stephen unleashed inside of Marisa. 

His cum emptied out of him and he felt like he might genuinely have nothing left. He sprayed and sprayed, load after load, unleashing all the frustrations of the past forty-eight hours inside her. 

And like a good wife, she absorbed it all with gratitude and lust. 

“Oh my god,” Marisa moaned, stroking his body with admiration. “I’m knocked up for sure this time. I can feel it. You made me so pregnant, Master.”

“Good,” he said. “Wives are always pregnant for their man.”

Marisa licked his neck. “And daughters too?”

Both of them turned to look at Gale. So fresh. So young. So virginal. 

“Do it, Master,” Marisa whispered. 

They both closed in on the trembling young virgin, fear and desire competing in her eyes. Marisa tugged her into him, ass on the slippery couch, one hand on her shoulder.  

“Like I said...I promise to hold her down.” 

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Taboo Harem
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I didn’t think I would go through with it, with any of it—with the wishes, the changes, the darkness—but then I see the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person at the grocery store. The woman I’ve been obsessed with, at a distance, for my entire adult life. 

Sasha Wilhelm.

Tall. Incredibly fit. A little older than me, approaching her early thirties. The kind of face that looks deliberately polished, like you see all the time with women who have jobs in something to do with their aesthetics. 

She’s built like a dancer, lean and narrow and willowy, but I know she’s a cheerleader. A professional cheerleader for the pro football team in my town, the job she landed after winning the regional, national, and world-wide beauty queen contests more than a decade ago. 

Hair feathered and long, deep shiny chestnut brown, and perfect posture. I mean perfect posture, supported by years of long, slow, arduous workouts meant to completely define her musculature for showing off. I’ve never seen a waist so tiny on a woman in person; hell, maybe not even in pictures. Wearing tight black yoga tights with shiny silver strips on the side; a knot-tied white t-shirt to show off her incredible abs and lovely bust and a short leather jacket that puts a spectacular framing on her form. Tall, delicate high heels make her tower over every other woman in the store literally, while her beauty and wealth make her tower metaphorically.

I’ve just gotten here; I was taking a walk after my encounter with the weird masked stranger, thought of my empty fridge at home, and decided to fill up my stomach before I made any real decisions about fucking with reality with a wishing stone. 

Had I thought about Sasha Wilhelm as I walked home?

All your wishes, probable or implausible, yours to devour and enjoy.

That’s what she promised me, the stranger. So yeah, I had thought a little about the woman who I’ve been obsessed and crushing on my entire adult life, the woman I have a catalog of thousands of photos of in very organized folders on my computer, the woman whose gorgeous face I could draw from memory and still never do it the justice she deserves. 

But actually being with her because of wishes felt cheap somehow, my adult brain told me. When you actually encounter a fantasy in reality, it often turns more into a nightmare. How many women have fantasies of sex with awful, toxic overbearing men? They would rather have a heart attack than actually live out those fantasies—that's why they're fantasies. 

I was starting to think that I would be better off wishing for a reasonable stock portfolio, or a high-paying career built on an abundance of mastered skills, that kind of thing. 

Of course, that very adult, reasonable decision-making process fell to pieces at the first beautiful woman I see—and the object of years of obsessive lust besides. 

And listen—can you blame me? How often do you see a beautiful woman? Not just an attractive woman—no offense to them, but there are lots of those. 

But this girl—this woman—isn’t just attractive. She’s beautiful. There’s a difference; it’s why sculptors will spend years of their life trying to recreate aesthetic perfection and end up with something abstract instead of accurate; real beauty is ethereal, ephemeral. It’s difficult if not impossible to quantify, but you see it in the way that a truly gorgeous woman turns her head, adjusts her blouse, reaches out to look at a box of cauliflower pasta...

I realize I’m staring at Sasha, the way I’ve done on my screens for years. She puts down the pasta box and grabs another. After a moment, she notices me staring and has no reaction; she’s used to it, I’m sure. 

And maybe it’s that—that lack of reaction—that fills me the most with the desire to act. She’s not repulsed, afraid, or intrigued. I’m nothing to her, less than a threat and not even a curiosity. There’s no respect whatsoever for the desire inside me, the lust that fills me and has filled me with years at her incredible form. 

“I wish she wanted to flirt with me,” I say softly, holding the stone tight in my hands, “and that she thought I was the most attractive guy she’s ever seen.”

The stone is small and white, about the size and shape of four quarters stacked on top of each other. It’s smooth, and strangely cold—only, when I say the wish, suddenly it’s not. It’s hot in my hands—right beneath scalding, like a shower that is pleasantly almost-too-warm.

But nothing happens. She keeps walking, her magnificent ass swaying from side to side. 

Every wish has a price, and you must name it.

That’s what the stranger told me. 

Your soul. Your life. Or, the soul or life of others. 

It works in slices, she told me. The bigger the wish, the bigger the slice. 

And—okay, here’s the weird part. 

Holding the stone? I can sort of sense how big of a slice it will take. It’s not much, a fraction of a fraction of a fraction. I guess making a woman hot and bothered enough to flirt isn’t that big of an ask for a stone that can reshape reality.

I don’t really want to take any part of my soul away, and I certainly am never going to take from the lives of others. So there’s only one choice. It feels like it will only be a few weeks anyway.

“My life,” I say. “I pay the price with—”

I don’t even have to finish the sentence. I feel something lifted from me, a distant emptiness that runs away into the shadows on the backs of a wind only I feel. 

It’s a mistake, I realize right away. It’s stupid, it’s wrong to do that. What was I thinking? Just to have a pretty lady notice—

Then Sasha stops in her tracks, turns back around, and smiles at me.

It’s the sexiest fucking smile I’ve ever seen. Knowing; inviting; lustful. 

Totally worth it.

* * * * *
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We introduce ourselves and do a little small talk. I was wrong all this time, looking at her from afar, she’s not beautiful; she’s flawless. Up close, she’s even hotter than I thought from years of stroking to her ultra high-definition image. Plus now, she’s smiling at me, touching my hand and arm, and playing with her hair. 

“That’s so funny that we just bumped into each other here.” She laughs. Her voice is lightly, beautifully dusted from her home country in Europe. “I can’t believe we’re almost neighbors!”

It’s very likely that people living near each other would go to the same grocery store, actually, but I’m not going to ruin her vibes. I may have—may have—chosen to live where I do because I thought it might to some kind of chance encounter where I saw her in person. 

Maybe. 

I know it sounds like I’m some kind of crazy stalker, and maybe I am. But believe me when I say that, prior to being able to wish my way around the planet, I had no plans to escalate further than just living near her (which sounds awfully bad when I say it all in a row like that). 

Like I said, actually talking to her would almost certainly ruin the fantasy. She’s married to a fucking football star (even if he is an adulterous moron); I’m a doughy software engineer. 

Why would I ever want to see that kind of disdain on her face if I actually tried to talk with her? I’ve seen the way she can sneer at others—cheerleaders on her team or men at highly-publicized parties who she finds uninteresting—and I’d do anything to never have her look at me like that. It would be heartbreaking, a complete undoing of years of research, attention, and affection. 

Besides, we’re not neighbors-neighbors. She lives in Fairville Heights, the nicest part of town. Even their gates have gates, and they're all ivory. 

I live one street over in the crappy apartment complex full of people who live in fear of the people who own the houses in her neighborhood deciding they don’t want cheap housing near them and getting us all evicted and having the complex bulldozed down. It’s happened before; it doesn’t pay to be poor in this town. 

The wealth on her is obvious; the diamond bracelet on her elegant, thin wrists. Pearl earrings. Rings of every kind on most of her fingers. Designer yoga tights from some ultra-lux boutique studio in New York; her leather jacket that looks like it costs more than my six-month income being a reasonably-employed computer janitor. 

“So what do you do?” I ask, feeling suave.

That’s a cool, correct thing to ask a flirty girl, right? What they do? I wish I knew. 

“Oh, I’m a cheerleader.” She smiles, gripping my bicep again and then laughs. “Oh, I mean, like a player coach? I’m the coach for the Queens. You know them?”

I struggle not to laugh, and settle for a little barely-controlled chuckling. 

Holy shit, do I know the Queens? I’ve just been following your entire career since you were eighteen and won Miss Globe in a landslide and turned down several offers to be Miss Globe-For-Life, Sasha; yeah, I might know a thing or two. 

Hell, I’d probably know about them even if I wasn’t pathetically fixated on Sasha. The only thing our stupid town puts money into is our football team, the Sovereigns—and they put all their money into it, as Sasha's outfit will attest to (although her gig as a social media influencer is certainly helping with that as well). 

They call their cheerleading team the Queens, I guess because someone decided that was super clever. Each Queen is sensationally hot. Every few months, one of them gets in trouble for causing too many fights at a local nightclub. The most recent troublemaker has been their latest recruit—Sasha's own adopted daughter, Madison. She raised Madison from birth and everyone thinks they're naturally related, including my cock when I stroke it nonstop to the pictures I've gathered of them wearing their cheerleading uniforms side by side. 

“Oh, wow.” I can’t stop staring at her heaving, perfect tits inside the tight confines of her top. I try to think of what someone cool in a movie might say. “I thought you had to be...you know, senior to be a coach.”

She smiles and punches me in the arm. “Flatterer.”

It was awkward, bold-faced flattery, but it was also rather honest. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have thought Sasha could be over twenty-nine, max. Maybe even as young as twenty-five. Her skin is shining, bright, and poreless. She looks AI-generated. I’m stupidly hard. My cock pushes against my jeans, straining to join in on the conversation. 

“So look,” I say, taking a chance. “Do you want to get out of here?”

She gives me a curious smile. “How do you mean?”

Summoning all my courage, I hold her hands. This is the most daring thing I’ve ever done, and I drive a forty year-old car on a four-lane highway every day to go to work. 

“You know I’m the most attractive guy you’ve ever seen, right?”

She whimpers just slightly. My hard-on swells. I can’t believe I just saw I creature this perfect whimper like that. 

Her voice drops the flirty facade and becomes very low. Her eyes downcast. “...yeah. Yes.”

“What do you want to do about that?”

She bites her lip. It’s plump, pillowy. I want to fall into them. “So, so many things, James. But...”

“But what?”

She holds up her left hand. “I’m...attached. And I’ve never felt so tempted. Like this. But I can’t be disloyal. That’s not who I am.”

I look again at the several rings that adorn her fingers; her digits are long and soft and mesmerizingly delicate. One of them is her wedding ring, but I honestly can’t tell. They’re all loaded with ice. I know her husband is rich as hell from his football contract with the Sovereigns. 

I was hoping, I guess, that her finding me so attractive would have affected her loyalty to her marriage. It’s admirable that it didn’t, to be honest, especially considering her shithole cheating husband—and her principles being so steadfast in the face of magical corruption only make me want her more. 

I want her principled lips wrapped around my cock; I want her loyalty unwavering to someone new. 

“Right,” I say. “Of course.”

“But,” she says, gulping. “I mean...I don’t know how to say this.” Her hands slide over mine. It’s so intense to have a woman like her want me like this. She draws my hand into her body. “I really wish I didn’t care about that, right now.”

“I wish that too,” I say, not thinking.

Shit.

And there it is again, in my head—the feeling of the different prices, the amount that each would take. It’s not quite a visual; it’s hard to explain. You know how when you’ve picked up a can of soda once, you know how heavy it will feel in your hand every time? It’s like that.

My life, I think. I pay with—

I gasp, feeling the month of my life leave my body—a month that will never be mine again. It’s chilling, excoriating, like a thousand atom-sized bullets running through my veins.

I can’t keep doing that one.

“What?” 

I’ve bent over; Sasha is checking on me. 

“James? Are you okay?”

“S-sure,” I say, winded. “Sorry, I just...”

Then I see the look in her eyes. Wet. Warm. Pleading. Needy.

She wraps her arms around mine, holding me tight.

“I need to take care of you,” she whispers in my ear. “I need it right now.”

We forget our groceries in the aisle.

* * * * *
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She really does live close by, and there’s no series of  one-way streets and extra-long traffic lights to deal with like there is in my crowded neighborhood. Nine and a half minutes later, I’m inside of Sasha’s house, on her blood red leather couch, with Sasha in my lap. Her living room is large and spacious behind two large walnut doors she shuts with no ceremony. A high-pile rug the size of a swimming pool is beneath us, blue and soft.

Her ass grinds into my crotch, my swelling cock straining against my pants to meet her. 

“I’ve never felt anything like this before.” Each whisper is a caress against my ear and cheek, her plush lips sliding against my skin. “I feel like my soul is on fire, I need you so, so bad...”

With each phrase, she punctuates her words with hot, easy grinding motions from her perfect round ass on my straining cock. Her cheerleading job means her abdominal muscle control has been perfected through years of training. 

I am trying to keep up, but mostly I am just amazed. Every few seconds I’m leaning into her neck to kiss her hungrily or groping her hefty bosom, but it’s hard to keep it up because she’s so into it. Every touch and kiss and feel makes her shudder with what appears to be a lifetime storage of lust and abandon. The look in her eyes is almost mad with desire; the wishing stone really did a number on her.  

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whimpers. “I can’t believe how sexy you are...”

Her lips run up and down my neck and finally her hands reach down to my pants. She’s a little puzzled, I think, by my reticence and lack of initiative. 

It’s not from lack of desire, I want to tell her—I’ve just never done anything like this before either. 

I’m not experienced at all. Like, zilch. As in—I’m a virgin, and I’m about to lose my virginity with the hottest woman I’ve ever met, the woman I’ve wanted my whole life, the woman I’ve closed down my entire social life just to stare at alone in my dark apartment and stroke to for hours.

Except when she grabs my cock through my pants, my straining needy aching shaft and head, I can feel the need to cum almost overwhelm me. 

I’m not...! Shit!

I can’t fucking believe this. I’m embarrassed to admit it. But I’m so excited, so overwhelmed with lust, that she’s going to make me cum in my pants. Fuck!

“I wish I could last as long as I want,” I say, barely audible. I’m hoping the sound waves don’t have to reach to the stone in my pocket, because I certainly don't want them to reach Sasha's ears. “Be as hard as I want, whenever I want.” 

After a moment, the stone burns again, letting me know it’s ready for the price to be taken. 

No more life, though; I fucking can’t. It’s too hard, too much. 

And the only other person here is Sasha—I’m certainly not fucking taking anything of hers. 

It’s my soul, then. How bad could it be to lose a little soul?

Almost as soon as I think that, I feel it whipped away. Some kind of spectral lash snapping, cracking, lashing it out of me. And though that hurts, for a moment, I feel...

I feel fine?

In fact, I feel better about doing this than I have this whole time. 

Guilt over busting up her marriage disappears. Mixed feelings about affecting her mind how I have go away completely.

This is fucking right to do. Sasha wants me. Sure, I made her want me, but who cares? If she wasn’t made to fuck me, I don’t know who was. And yeah, maybe she’s got a husband, but now she’s going to have a man, right? It’s exactly what she needs. 

Plus, he's a dumb bastard anyway—fooling around on this goddess when she clearly would have loved him if he knew how to treat her right. 

My cock swells underneath her, fully under my control. Surging with confidence, I lift up and toss Sasha down to the couch, where she giggles and squeals in anticipation. 

I lose the pants, and my cock springs free. Sasha eyes it with open delight and wet lips, whimpering, her fingers dancing in the air gesturing for more. 

But is it my imagination or is there...?

Just a flicker of disappointment in it?

I can see her point of view. To want me so horribly bad, to have imagined the man beyond all men who she has needed for so long, and then to see my soldier standing at attention. He’s nothing to be ashamed of, perfectly in line with the average, but he’s hardly worthy of the kind of attention this goddess of beauty deserves, is it?

Doesn’t it make sense for it to be bigger, for her? She’s so gorgeous. 

The familiar lines of obsession begin to hook into my vision, scouring over her gorgeous face, her slender body, her collarbones so wet and shiny with the sweat of her efforts. I've stroked to candids of her looking like this after cheerleading practice so many times—seeing it up front, now, makes my knees weak and my mind burn with helpless lust. 

Aren’t I being selfish if I don’t give this beautiful woman a truly monster cock to fuck her brains out? 

But what if it’s...too big? Isn’t that a thing? Aren’t there some women with smaller vaginas? I read that in the Kama Sutra I think. I don’t want to hurt her...

...but then, there was that flicker, that disappointment, that tiny modality of acceptance she had to go through...

Beneath me, she stares back at my body with all the lust in the world. She is the essence of beauty itself; I cannot believe I’m in this situation. How do I not take advantage? How do I not give this beautiful creature everything she could possibly deserve?

I grab her legs and tug her tights off, using the action to muffle my words from her. 

“I wish,” I say softly, “for my cock to be as big as I want, whenever I want, and for my precum and cum to change my partners so they fit me perfectly.”

Another lashing of my soul for the wish stone; in my lust, I hardly feel it.

The change is instantaneous—and Sasha, watching my cock already with growing lust and anticipation, notices immediately. Her eyes widen as it grows inches in length and girth, hard and proud and long and thick, suddenly pushing up firmly against her dripping wet pussy lips where it had not before. I can feel new muscles developing in my abdomen, buttocks, and thighs to accommodate the new weight and keep it steady. My body, formerly kind of shapeless, already has more definition to it.

“Oh...fuck...” she moans, hands grasping at the air around me. “Y-you have...you have to put that inside me, please?”

This is more of the reaction I wanted. 

Maybe it was some kind of error or cosmic mistake, to put a wishing stone in the hands of a regular joe virgin like me. What else was I going to do but give myself a giant cock and make myself irresistible to gorgeous women? 

I’ll leave those questions for later.

Now, I slide into Sasha, marveling at her tight slickness. Her abdomen ripples as I shove deeper and deeper in—she’s changing to accommodate me. 

Suddenly, she stiffens, gasping, crying out and clawing my back.

“Oh my god, sl-slow down, oh my god, I’m going to cuuuum...”

And she does, just like that. Her voice catches, pitching high and becoming a thrilling, gasping shout of my name over and over—“James, James, James, James...”

I’ve made my first woman cum, the first woman I’ve fucked; a beautiful woman. My confidence surges with my cock, my entire body riding the thrilling pulsations of her trembling, orgasming body beneath me. Her brilliant bright eyes hold my gaze, and she's searching my soul for meaning, for truth, for what the fuck is going on with this fuck. She is utterly and totally malleable for me, penetrated by me, and I have never felt more powerful. 

Her cunt tightens, pulses, squeezes. Holding my cock tighter and tighter, trying to milk my seed from me—but I don’t cum yet. 

I’m in control of when I cum now, and I want to see her cum more before I do. 

Slowly, I back out just a bit, and then shove back in—and she cums again.

Every part of the shocked, awe-struck expression she had doubles. Stars fill her vision. She kisses me harder than she ever has, and just five minutes ago she was making out with me like we were on a crashing plane. 

“O-oh oh my god, oh my god, oh my god—!”

Her voice is so fucking sexy. I love her accent.

What had I said? Not just to fit my cock, but to fit me perfectly. 

Apparently “perfectly” means “a single stroke makes her cum instantly.”

Fine by me.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask, not really meaning it. Maybe it’s the soul I’m suddenly lacking, but I don’t really give a fuck what she says or thinks about the speed I fuck her. 

She shakes her head no. “Holy shit, please don’t ever stop...please keep going!”

And so I do—fucking her with more and more intensity and drive from one thrust to another. And each time—every time—this beautiful artwork cums for me and only for me. 

And I can’t help but want more. 

I should cum, first. I should cum in this completely willing, beautiful, professional cheerleader; I should impregnate her and make her mine before I do anything rash. 

I’m losing my mind. I don’t think I should do anything in this kind of situation except fuck—not make any big life decisions. Credit cards should be firmly banned from my hands.

But I’ve got a stone in my pocket that makes all my wishes come true, just so long as I’m willing to pay the price, and Sasha turns me on more than anyone I’ve ever met, seen, or been with. 

I want her, so fucking bad. She is the woman I’ve fantasized about my whole life—tall, dark-haired, busty, long-legged, and jaw-droppingly gorgeous. I need more. I want my wishes to carve her life out with me, like taking a knife to a block of wood. Anything that came before or that doesn’t match up with what I want can fucking go; fuck what she had. She has me now, and I want her.

“I wish you were totally in love with me,” I groan. The price is another slice of my soul. “Completely, hopelessly, endlessly in love with me and me alone. And I wish you were always honest with me.”

The look in her eyes shifts—she’s not just fucking a hot, giant-cocked stranger anymore. She’s fucking her love. Her man. She’s fucking the One. She starts whimpering, blubbering.

“Oh fuck, I am, I do, oh my god—I-I’m cumming again darling, oh fuck, d-darling I love you—!” 

That phrase is pure ecstasy to me and I cannot hold back any longer. My perfection, my obsession, my goddess under my control and orgasmically gasping her love for me. 

“Love you so much, so much, oh my god I've always loved you!”

Her voice, her thoughts seem to leave her.  Escaping in a rush of the constant pleasure my new cock brings her beautiful, tight, flawless body.

Light leaves my soul, and darkness takes its place—and I cum deep inside her. Love—intense and furious—fills my entire being. Whatever parts of my soul have left me, it just means there is more room now for the urgent, wicked, demanding exhortations of the lust-soaked loving crush I have for Sasha. But I do feel, in the kind of account that the stone shares with me in my mind, like there is not much soul left I can give without real problems starting to develop. 

When her orgasms slow to a steady, happy, manageable crawl, I exit her body with some regret, letting my cock soften to half-hardness. Sasha is just too completely hot to be completely soft around. It rests on top of her still-pulsing, gyrating crotch and she strokes me with eager, slow relish. My pre-cum shoots all over her tight twenty-inch waist and eight-pack abdomen. I rip off her remaining clothes, leaving her only in her jewelry and heels—and she poses erotically for me, knowing intuitively I love how she looks. 

“You’re amazing,” she says. Clearly in awe. Clearly in love. “I can’t believe...I can’t believe any of this. How are you so amazing?”

I growl, needy, aching. I want to spread this feeling of love and power; I want to give her everything she wants. 

I’m not selfish. Really. Despite all this and everything I’ve described up until now; I really don’t want it all for myself. I want Sasha to have what she wants too. She loves me, right? I need to reward her love, celebrate it. 

“Tell me what you want,” I command her. “Tell me your deepest, darkest desires.”

“I want—” she bites her knuckle and squeals as I keep fucking her. “I w-want...” 

She has to be honest with me, of course. 

“Tell me, Sasha.”

It spills out of her in a rush. “I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. And I wish I was that way forever. Young and beautiful, forever. For you.”

“I wish that too.”

More soul gone, and again I don’t care—but I feel again some kind of warning. Like I shouldn’t keep doing that, lest I begin to lose these dark, twisted fucked-up romantic feelings I have for my new love.

And because these feelings are dark and twisted, toxically obsessive, borderline co-dependent and shamelessly needful, losing them would be a terrible loss for me. 

Something else to worry about later. 

In front of my eyes, now, is something amazing. Sasha, who was already a complete knock-out, transforms before my eyes to be more than ten years younger in all the right ways. Her skin brightens and tightens; her breasts grow to be fuller and perkier; her hair thicker and shinier. It’s unreal, but she’s absolutely right—she does look way hotter, but also I think she’s even hotter than she was at eighteen because she’s got an older woman’s confidence and Madison.

There’s a long mirror on the wall; I’ve been catching our reflections there regularly. It’s been an excellent reality check, to let me know that yes, I am really fucking this object of my obsession. 

“James...”  

She sees herself change in the mirror; she sees all of it. Sitting up with me still straddling her, she shakes her hair out and tosses it to one side. It’s so much thicker and longer now. Softer. Sexier. I think of the wording of her wish: I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. 

So it’s not how she was at eighteen...but how she remembered she looked. 

Fuck. And Sasha has some incredibly rose-tinted glasses about that time.

And now she’ll look like this forever. 

Her fingers brush her lips—freshly pink and sexy. Her face, almost obscene in its frank sexiness and effortless beauty. 

“...James,” she says again. “What’s happening?”

I don’t have a chance to answer. Something hard knocks me over the head and I tumble to the floor.

“Sasha?” says a stern male voice. “Are you all right?”

* * * * *
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I’ve approached most of my life thinking that someone else has experienced it before. It’s a fairly calming notion. I don’t mean reincarnation; I just mean that in ten thousand years of human civilization, whatever jams you find yourself in probably fall inside of one of several hundred baskets that have previously been weaved, explored, tumbled through, and heaved around by millions of other people. If nothing else, a simple internet search will get you through most of the worst annoyances.

So, there is probably not a wealth of knowledge, somewhere, in dealing with being a lonesome virgin-turned-homewrecker transforming a world-class beauty of a cheerleader into your eternally young and gorgeous obsessed lover because you used a wishing stone given to you by a mysterious stranger, and now you have her two-hundred and fifty pound star quarterback of a professional football team husband staring murder at you with a heavy revolver in his hand. 

However.

This kind of thing has happened before, right? A guy seduces a woman, then is caught by the husband? So surely there is some way out of this that doesn’t result in violence?

“Steve!” Sasha screams. “Oh my god, Steve. Get out of here!”

“Get out? Get out? This is my house. This guy, this maniac is raping you, and—”

“He stays.” 

Sasha rushes to me on the floor, gingerly touching the quickly-swelling lump on the back of my head. She wraps her arm around mine, then pushes her legs into mine. Her naked cunt, still oozing my massive load, slides across my hip. It is a good thing I can now control my erection, because otherwise I would be hard as a fucking rock while Steve Houston stared daggers at me with a gun in his hand, and I don’t want to go to that kind of therapy. 

Sasha, lost in lust and love because of my wishes and the thirty or forty orgasms I've just given to her in the past ten minutes, kisses me on the neck and shoulders and instinctively begins to lovingly stroke my cock.

“What the fuck is this?” Steve shakes his head. 

He mutters something unintelligible. I’m having a lot of trouble piecing all this together; head trauma will do that. 

“This is bullshit,” his voice gets louder now. “After everything I’ve done? After all I’ve been through? You do this shit to me? To me?” 

He raises the gun at Sasha; that won’t do at all. 

“I wish you would freeze!”

The price is his life, of course. Fuck this guy; he hit me over the head. 

I can feel it suck out of him, powering the wish to keep him where he is and ensuring Sasha is safe. 

Steve can’t move; he’s frozen in place. I walk over to him and carefully pry the gun out of his fingers. Even his eyes can’t move; they’re open and straining to watch me, but they can’t. 

Sasha touches me on the shoulder, naked and glorious and more perfect than I ever could have thought. There is a part of me that knows my obsession with her was as much about obsessing as it was about how beautiful she is. And while she was beautiful, I did understand that maybe some idiot would think there was someone hotter. 

But Sasha, at eighteen, was apparently vain as hell. And the way she remembers herself...

There is no way anyone could ever look at her and think she is anything but the most perfect woman in creation. She looks at me with perfect, everlasting love, and guides me back down to the couch where I just fucked up her life forever. 

“James...” she subconsciously starts stroking my cock even as she looks me in the eyes and tries to have a serious conversation. “I love you, but he’s right that this is insane. I can’t...I can’t deny my feelings for you. And that was the best fuck of my life, but...what...” She seems to notice her stroking; her pace picks up. I'm throbbing. “What are you?”

I have to tell her. I love her. I can’t not tell her. I don’t want a slave, as stupid as that sounds. I don’t want some obedient robot just trailing around after me; however, I do want her on board with me. Steve was wrong for her; he slept around town with every stripper, hooker, and gold-digger that passed his way. Everyone in town knew. Everyone in town thinks he’s fucking crazy for how hot Sasha is.

“He hasn’t fucked me in ages, if you’re worried about that,” she says suddenly. “Years. I've been...totally celibate. I wouldn’t let him, not after his first affair. He never really apologized.”

“You deserve better,” I say. 

Her hand squeezes my cock and she whispers in the hottest way imaginable. “I think I found him. Please. Tell me the truth.”

I give her the condensed version. The stranger, the wishing stone, the obsession with her. I tell her how the stone works—taking life or soul.

“So you...” she bites her lip, looking me over. “You made me feel this way?”

I’m embarrassed. “I guess so. Yes.”

“I see.”

She stops stroking me. Despite everything, I think this is it. Fun while it lasted. A good what, ninety minutes of wishing? Took out a marriage and fucked my obsession and now she hates me. 

She struts to the other side of the room, looking out the window. I don't think she can walk without strutting. For a moment she looks back at me—my naked cock still out and hard because of her gorgeous form—and shudders.

“Shit,” she hisses. “Shit, shit, shit.”

I want to wish again, to make her not give a shit about it—but I’ve apparently got enough soul left to tell me that’s bad. Although, if I gave up part of my soul for it, then I wouldn’t care...but then I might have less obsessive love for Sasha, and I can’t face that.

What if I wished to be immortal? And then wished to take time off my life?

My head throbs with a hearty warning—that will not work.

Well. Fuck. Maybe if I took years off of Steve, then? Sasha might hate that, but he's a total piece of shit. How the hell do you have Sasha and then ruin your relationship with some cheap whore just because you can?

“What now, then?” Sasha asks. Her voice is even softer and sexier now that she's younger. “Am I to be your slave?”

That word—slave—makes my cock twitch visibly. Sasha’s whimper is audible and visible when she sees it, and I see the gears turning in her head—he likes that, he likes the word slave...

I’m realizing what I have here in front of me is an opportunity. Yes, of course I can just wish that she obeys my every wish and is ecstatic about doing every last little thing I say—but there’s that kernel of obsession inside me that can’t stand that. I don’t want her to be a robot. I want her. 

I’ve already wished her to be in love with me; all I have to do now is convince those feelings are the ones she wants, that this will work out for her. She’s just had the absolute best fuck of her life, chaining premium top-of-the-line orgasms more than a dozen times, and she’s still wet and dripping for more. Her nipples are hard as she looks at me, and I know for a fact that her new eternally young body feels sensational.

She wants to want this. 

“No,” I say. “It’s not like that. I want you, Sasha. I want a partner.”

She faces me completely now, her naked body proudly displayed. “A partner in what?”

“I’m still figuring that out,” I say. “I’m new to this too. But I don’t want this to be one-way. I want you to have what you want. You’re already immortally young and gorgeous.”

Her face is incredibly beautiful when surprised.

“I’m what?”

“You wished...you wished that you were...”

“Oh fuck,” she puts a hand to her head. “Is that how this happened?” She walks over to look at herself in the mirror. “Shit. I look incredible. God damn you. I’m trying to be mad at you!”

Something in me—the new, surging confident me—compels me to go to her. In moments, my hands wrap around her waist, and my hardening cock slides between her perfect ass cheeks, facing upward. Soon, I’m grinding myself into her slender, tight, luscious form. 

“God damn you,” she whispers again, turning her head toward me. “Damn you. You bastard. I want to be so mad at you, but I love you so much...” There are tears in her eyes. “I know you made me want to love you, but I still do, and your cock feels so right...”

I kiss her, gripping her jaw and grinding my body into hers against the mirror. 

“You’re mine now,” I tell her. “And you do like that, don’t you?”

She has to tell me the truth. “Yes.” 

“You wanted it anyway. Maybe not me particularly. But belonging to someone.”

When she nods, her face runs against mine. Her hair is so thick and soft against my body.

“It’s what I liked about Steve.” Her voice is very sad. “I wanted to belong to the biggest and the best.”

“Look at you, Sasha.”

I let go of her enough to let her see herself totally in the mirror. Something about losing so much of my soul makes it so easy to talk to her, to seduce her.

“Look at you. You’re phenomenal. You’re what other women could only dream of. You’re incredible. You were spectacular before I met you. Now you’re artwork. You’re a masterpiece.”

Her voice catches. “A trophy...”

“The best trophy. And you can have more. With me.”

“More...?”

“Think about it. I’m obsessed with you. I have been forever. I’m going to stay obsessed with you now that you look like that. And I can make anything happen.”

A flicker of understanding in her eyes. 

“Anything...” she gulps. “Anything at all...”

“You’re rich now,” I say, “but I’ll make you wealthy. I’ll put you on the cover of every magazine in the world. Cable news networks will devote hours of television a day to discussing your workout and diet regimes.”

Her ass is grinding back into my cock now. I can feel the wetness between her thighs increasing, dripping down onto our feet. 

“They’ll all...all be thinking of me...”

“If anyone says anything critical of you, I’ll fucking kill them,” I growl in her ear. “Constant praise and worship of you, like you deserve. Forever. Unending. The first thought on anyone's mind is your approval, because you're eternal.”

“S-shit...” her voice is a hot, accented whisper. “P-James...you’d be my protector...”

“That’s right. Your King. I’d be the biggest and strongest. And who would ever be able to compete with me? Who would ever be stronger?”

“Y-yesss...”

“And your stupid fucking husband, we’ll teach him a lesson, won’t we?”

This makes her pause, just ever so slightly. She can tell I want it, so she wants it for that reason.

Sasha loves me. In fact, she loves only me—but it’s not like the human capacity for affection begins and ends with romantic, lustful love. She still cares about Steve—and that won’t do. I was willing to compromise and convince when it came to having her work with me, want to be my partner—but not on this. I’ve no compassion left for that adulterous scumbag.

“Sasha, I wish your loyalty was to me and those I choose,” I say, “and that you want to use everything you can, all your beauty and talent and position and prestige and wealth and intelligence, for me to have what I want, and that it delights you that I wished for this.”

The price? Well, just to make sure that she’s got the right idea—I take a big slice of her soul. 

Apparently rearranging her priorities like that was a significant chunk of her morality and qualms. She licks her lips. 

“Ohhhh,” her eyes flash darkly at me. “Oh, I see.”

It is so fucking hot to watch her gears turn; I’m finding out that I live for it. The minute expressions changing on a beautiful woman’s face live in real time make me so fucking hard. 

“And what is it that you want, darling?”

The question is earnest, she’s dying to know how to make it happen.

“I want you,” I tell her honestly. “I want you happy and obsessed with me and happy that you’re obsessed with me.”

“Done. Easy.” She flashes me a killer smile; it’s all I can do not to wish us a wedding right there. “What else?”

“And I want...”

This part is harder; I don’t want to insult her.

“You won’t offend me or let me down,” she says, intuiting perfectly. “Just tell me the truth, so I can make it happen for you.”

“I want you, I want you on top, the best...”

“But you want more women?” 

Her voice is so inviting, so seductive. 

“Not whores. Not cheap fucking strippers or locker sluts.”

“No. You want the best women.” She nods and groans, stroking me. “Yesss...”

She knows; it’s so easy and comfortable to tell her. She just wants to help. 

“Perfect women, a harem of them.”

“The hottest. Just for you.”

“And I want them beneath me. Beneath you. Worshiping us. Your sisters, but also your servants. Close, friendly, friends. But submissive to us.”

“Maybe like a cheerleading team?”

My knees buckle. 

“Yes. Just like that.”

“Maybe you’ve fantasized about the whole team serving you along my side for years, hmm? Fantasizing about how I recruited them to compliment myself to suit your needs?”

She’s quick on the uptake. I nod, breathless, needing this so bad. 

“Maybe you even have designs on certain barely legal girl who just recently joined the team who I know really well?”

I have no idea how I don't cum. I've opened the floodgates in her mind and her entire id is all spilling out now. I nod, thrusting, practically fucking her stroking hand.

“Oh, we can definitely do that. I’ll just introduce you tomorrow. Although...”

“What?”

“People will ask questions when I show up at work. Who you are, and all that. I suppose we should take care of that somehow, with one wish or another. Plus...”

“Yes?”

“Well, no offense my love, but we need to fix you up a bit, don’t we? You have this amazing cock, and an immortally young gorgeous partner, but that means you need an amazing body to match, don’t you?”

I grin. “You just want me to be the biggest and the strongest there is, don’t you?”

She whispers in my ear. “I’ve got a big kink for hard, incredible muscles on a man. Why do you think I ended up in this rotten relationship in the first place?”

I turn and look at Steve, still frozen. “Speaking of him...”

“You should...use him, shouldn’t you?” 

Her hand grips my cock again. She wants it inside her; she wants me to fuck her in front of her useless, frozen husband who has been there the whole time, with a perfect view of me seducing his knockout wife. And not only that, if she’s asking what I think she’s asking...

“Do you mean as the price for the wishes?”

“Why not? He’s a piece of shit.” Her compassion and loyalty for him is gone completely. “I don’t care if you punish him. Turn him into an old sack of shit, age him inside and out to take me away from him forever. I'm glad I hate him now. I wanted to and now I can, and it feels terrific. Make all my dreams come true and make his turn to ash in his mouth.” She’s stroking me so fast. “Wouldn’t that be hot? Wouldn’t that be perfect?”

Christ. I’ve created a monster, and it’s so fucking hot. 

And she’s right—that would be perfect. I grab her by her tiny waist and push her over to the couch and bend her over. She squeals with delighted anticipation, already sneering at Steve’s frozen body. Heavy tits hanging down. My cock hovers over her pulsing wet entrance, eager to slide inside her slick folds and feel at home again.

Just when I’m about to enter her, we hear steps echoing through the house.

“Mom?” comes a voice. “I’m home. When’s dinner?”

It’s her daughter, the absolute stunner, the star of the cheerleading team—Madison. 

* * * * * 
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Madison might be the hottest girl alive if it weren’t for the way her mom looked now. 

In fact, even though she’s Sasha’s adopted daughter, they look incredibly similar. Before, they looked like natural mother and daughter; now with Sasha appearing  they look like sisters. Where Sasha's hair is a natural raven black—so deeply black it's almost blue or purple when the light shines on it—Madison's hair is a gorgeous shiny chestnut brown, and her eyes are sparkling green to Sasha's bright brown eyes. 

I straighten and back up from Sasha, delaying our fuck-session for now in order to focus on Madison. Sasha pouts a bit—but just in the way that lets me know she wants to fuck as much as I do, but understands how Madison arriving complexifies the situation. Sasha assures me we've got just a few minutes to figure out what to do before Madison wanders in here.

She kisses my chin. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

“Almost as bad as I want to fuck you.”

She bites her lip. It’s so fucking plump and wet and hot. God, I love her. 

“All right.” Her eyes sparkle. “I'm a one-man girl right now. A one-person girl. So we have to change that, don't we? Wish that I want her. Or heck, really, that I’m bisexual and extremely polyamorous. Like you said, you’re going to want a lot more than just her.”

I hesitate. The truth is that I want to wish for a lot more than that, now that she brings it up. I want to really solidify this—with her as the head of my harem-to-be.

“You want more, don’t you?” She kisses me, stroking me. “That’s so hot. I want you to want it. Go for it. Tell me everything. I want every part of this to be perfect for you.”

I don’t need more encouragement than that.

“I wish that I was the only one who even registers as a man to you. Any other male is barely human, someone to be derided and despised. A maggot. You’re turned on exclusively by my cock, my masculinity, and gorgeous women including your daughter.”

“Fuck,” she whispers, eyes wide with lust. “That’s so hot.”

The years whip away from Steve. Still frozen, he moans, his body grinding away inside of him. We watch his skin tighten and age before our eyes.

She grips me tighter. “Does it hurt him?”

“Yes.”

Her moan is near orgasmic as she strokes me harder and faster than ever. “Good.”

I can't help myself. I was so ready to fuck already, and now with Sasha being more on board with this than I could have ever dreamed, I don't know how to contain my lust any longer even though I technically can. Instead, I cum all over her thighs, her heels, her feet as we hold each other tight and Sasha coos for my seed.

“That's how a real man cums,” she says with such arrogance that I almost cum again. She scoops up several spoonfuls of my seed and licks her fingers clean. “That's what a real man tastes like. Feels like against my body. It's such a shame that I had to deal with such a pathetic little maggot for so long.”

Steve's larynx is as frozen as the rest of him—all the same he lets out another moan. His hair is graying. 

Sasha locks eyes with me. “What a fucking loser. You opened my eyes so much to the truth, baby.” She kisses my chin again and then slides upward until our lips lock once more. “Thank you.”

My cock, once again, is fully hard between her legs. I want desperately to fuck her, but she pulls away just slightly. 

“I’m going to go get ready,” she says. “I need to make myself beautiful for you.”

Ugh. That’s the kind of thing that makes me melt all over. 

“You should get ready too.”

“Get ready?”

“I happen to know that Madison’s type is the hard, tall, incredibly-muscled sort of football player she’s around all the time.” She giggles. “Like mother, like daughter, hmm?” She casts an eyebrow at Steve. “I’m sure he’s got plenty of years to fuel you into being all the man we need, yes?”

* * * * * 
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While Sasha snuck through the house to prepare for us to meet Madison, I followed her advice and prepared myself as well.  

I wish my body was what Sasha idolizes, the ideal masculine and muscular physique for a man, now and forever, so that I am immortal and young just like her. 

I wish for Madison’s body to become slowly more identical to her Sasha’s, except for her face and hair, over the next hour. Her face and hair retain their original essence, but will always be Madison’s ideal version of them, forever.

I wish Madison has always idolized and been turned on by her mom. She’s obsessed with her in the same way I am.

This was the real fantasy with Madison—not just wanting to fuck her, but wanting someone as hot as her to share in the compulsion and obsession over how fucking amazing Sasha was. The main problem with obsessing—I suppose outside of all the mental health issues it supplies—is that it's awfully solitary. Your love and attachment is so intense and passionate that you don't think anyone could ever really match your desire, even if they said they did. 

But the wishing stone can make anything come true, can't it?

I wish Madison was horribly lonely—disgusted with the men she meets, barely thinking of them as human, and in love with her mom who she thinks is forbidden, but would desperately and worshipfully adore if given the chance. None of her female friends have ever been truly close to her because they're not pretty enough to worship the man she aches and hopes for or to join her worship of Sasha. The only one who could possibly be man enough for Madison is her Real Daddy, who she realizes is me and me alone over the course of an hour after she sees me for the first time. She also realizes that what would make her happier than anything is Sasha and I being in love with each other and with her, forever.

Finally, clothing. I try to think of what to wear and I have no fucking idea. My idea of a classy outfit is khakis and a polo shirt, but I know that's not what Sasha would want to meet her daughter and relentlessly fuck up her head for the first time. 

So, once again, I rely on the wishing stone to make it happen. 

I wish the outfit I wear could be changed instantaneously, with a thought, and that I could naturally intuit what would make Sasha the most turned on. 

It only takes a moment for me to understand, like suddenly I've unlocked a double-jump in a video game. The mechanic was always there, I just had to figure it out.

Oh. Yeah.

Okay.

I flex my bicep, and then do a little jump, and then jump and touch my palm to the twelve foot ceiling without even trying. 

Fuck yeah. 

I walk to the mirror and take a closer look, ignoring Steve's moans and gasps. He's in the final dredges of his life. I've started taking his soul, too, because why not? But deep, deeply stealing it—not just enough to fuck with his morality, but sapping away his will to live or think or exist outside of being a mindless husk for me to drain.

Where once there was a proud athlete in his prime, there is now what appears to be a centuries-old man with sagging yellowed skin, puffy red eyes, and clothes that hang off of him like clocks in a surrealist painting.

My every step is full of confidence, power, and ease. The life of another flows through me through the magic of the stone, the soul of another, and my own soul sings with the dynamism of my new destiny.

I am tall. My muscles are perfectly defined. Obliques interlock with abs and powerful pecs contract against the fabric of my new white shirt, unbuttoned to the third button, emphasizing the marble-hard planes of my chest. Tapered black trousers with just a hint of a crease are worn to perfection, complimenting my new physique. My hair is thick and parted, my skin clear for the first time I can remember. I feel like I can lift a car—fuck it, a truck. And even if I can't, I know that if I need to, I will.

Sasha knocks at the door and slides in, her eyes smoldering with visible, total lust at the sight of the new me. Meanwhile, I'm blown away by her outfit. She's wearing a dress made from a diaphanous lilac material, the sort of stuff you'd expect to see hanging in a harem in a Turkish odalisque painting of centuries past. It stands in stark contrast to her pale, flawless skin, enhancing every curve of her body. Her hair is swept up off her face into an impossibly elegant bun, and she's wearing makeup that highlights all her impossibly well-defined features.

She looks like a goddess—and she knows it.

The energy between us is palpable. She takes a step closer, her hand raises to caress my cheek.

"Holy...shit..." we say simultaneously, and then laugh together. 

I am so completely, absolutely in love—and I know she's thinking the exact same thing. I know that I cheated, and I know that's probably wrong by someone's standards, but I can't help but feel pride at being exactly what this gorgeous woman wants. 

She kisses me deeply, pushing her thigh intently against my trouser-caged cock. 

"I love you..." she whimpers, and then increases her volume. "I love you so much more than I ever loved him. You're so much more than he ever was or could be. This is the best thing that has ever happened to me. I can't believe I'm so lucky that you're going to my Man from now on. No one could ever measure up to you."

We both grin as Steve groans in response; his despair palpable. He has enough soul left to feel torment—because I left him that way, on purpose, because I thought it would please my love. And I was right. 

She bites my chin, tugging my cock and pulling me out of the room. 

"We need to do this now or you're just going to fuck me all night long, and then you won't fuck my daughter at all."

I very much agree. I follow her lead through the house, casually gripping her by the ass and holding her possessively. This still feels like an unreal dream, one that will pop at any time—but even if I don't get a single new wish, this will still all have been worth it. 

Upstairs, down a long white hall. Madison's room is towards the top of a different set of stairs that leads down to the kitchen. Sasha has me wait just outside, stepping in without knocking and leaving the door open.

Madison's room is a revelation to me. I expected some standard eighteen year-old beauty's space—maybe kind of dirty but with a clean space around the bed where she posts to social media. 

Instead...it's a fucking church. A church to Sasha. 

The real magic of the stone is revealed to me now. I had no idea it was this intense. 

It doesn’t just change what Madison thinks now or remembers—it changes reality. 

Her room has filled up with posters of her mom—idolizing her totally. Even having never seen her room before in person, I can tell there's a change. And it's not because I haunt her social media and download every video of her stories. Something about the power from the wishing stone highlights its changes to me before they become all-the-way real. Like pouring plastic cement on a model figurine, sort of, except the gaps are all full of a soft white light. 

On Sasha, with her changes, the highlighting just made her more gorgeous like light will do with a beautiful woman. Now, the changes in her are solidified and she somehow is more gorgeous, though whether that's the truth or my obsession speaking is anyone's guess.

Madison's walls are plastered with Sasha's visage. In one corner, though it's kind of disguised as a place to sit down with a tall mirror, she's developed an obvious altar to Sasha's image. Her face is captured from every angle, printed out from the best picture printer money can buy and framing the mirror so that Madison can constantly analyze her own appearance as it relates to her mother, her obsession, her single object of furious worship.

She wants Sasha probably even more than I did, because her desire is pure magic, and her memory has been fucked up to want nothing else. Every hobby she's ever taken a side-interest in, every friend, every class, every show or movie has all been viewed now exclusively through the lens of obsessing over her mother's beauty.

And I am so fucking hard.

Madison yelps a little when Sasha enters, caught kneeling in front of the little altar in the corner of the room. She's wearing a pleated navy skirt spiked with ivory lace that trails down well above her knees, along with a soft grey cleavage-baring sweater. The lines of her pert breasts are emphasized by the snug fit of the fabric, each inch of revealed flesh delicate and inviting. I can't help staring,her ivory skin radiating like starlight before the altar. 

Her thick chestnut hair is pinned up behind her head and her lips are full and ripe as if she's been biting them all night in anticipation, and I can make out the faint outline of an engraved pendant dangling around her neck, glowing softly against her pale skin. It reads "Sasha," because of course it does. 

She looks like a dream–young, passionate, and so completely devoted to Sasha that it's almost frightening in its intensity. Her eyes are immediately zealous looking at her mother, and though I am not making any effort to hide myself in the doorway, she does not see me at all. 

“Mommy..." she whimpers. "I m-mean, Sasha. Mom. H-hi..."

Sasha pulls her in for a long, sensuous hug. Their cheeks rub. Madison is obviously turned on; I find that I can smell her cunt juicing. I suppose that's because Sasha's ideal man can do just that. Finally, Sasha ends the hug, stepping back and holding her daughter's shoulders just so.

"You look...amazing,” says Madison. “Is there...wow. Did you go to the spa or something?”

Sasha smirks. “Something like that. You’re looking killer yourself, dear.”

“Oh...” Madison blushes bright red. “I mean, thanks, I just—”

Sasha hugs her again, pushing her lips against her ear. “I don’t tell you enough how beautiful you are, Madison. But you really are. You’re such a hot number. It’s no wonder you’ve been the star of our team.”

Madison is about to say something, but Sasha shushes her with a long, delicate finger. As they talk, Madison becomes taller, thinner, bustier. Her outfit fitting less and less well. 

“Just sit back, relax, and sit in my lap while we talk about some things, okay?”

She sits on the bed and holds Madison's hand, beckoning her to come down with her.

“Like, my...my butt on your lap?”

“Why not?”

“I’m not a little girl.”

Sasha laughs. It’s a rich, gorgeous sound. “You're my little girl. I’m your mommy, and I say it’s okay, okay?”

Her saying that—mommy—fills me with a terrible lust—and does it for Madison too. She sits on Sasha's lap, lips working, breath hot and heavy. Her growing tits heaving into Sasha's. They're so intimate and close. Sasha strokes her hair and purrs.

“I invited a guest over. Is that all right with you?”

I can see the disappointment flash on her face; she wants to be alone with Sasha. I can hardly blame her.

I don't want to hear Madison say she doesn't want me. I don't want that in any shape, way, or form. So I step into the room more formally and wave.

“Hi, Madison. I’m your mom’s new boyfriend.”

It takes a few moments, but Madison's pussy juices all over her skirt and Sasha's thighs as she looks me up and down. At first, it's just confusion in her eyes. Then, understanding. Then lust.

And then—what I really want—the sparkle of obsession. 

“Hunk,” she says, smiling and giggling, holding a hand out. Her fingers and arms are longer and leaner now. “I mean, hunky. Hunk. Hi.” She giggles, immediately playing with her hair and leaning into Sasha. “Wow. Are you a player for the team?”

"He is hunky, you're so right," Sasha whispers in her ear. "You're so right to tell him that. That's my good girl."

Madison's eyes glaze over even though she tries to focus on me intently. She's too turned on to know what to do; one focus of her entire obsession is colliding with a brand new one. 

“Nothing is concrete." I sit down on the bed next to Sasha, tugging her tight to me, and so also tugging Madison tighter by proxy. “But I think it’s safe to assume I’ll be making a big splash there.”

“I love football players,” Madison gushes. “I mean, not all of them. Just the really big, muscular, strong...strong hunky hunk ones.”

Her fingers slide over my biceps and she catches herself.

“Um, gosh. You have me all fuckstered.” She giggles. “I mean, flustered. Did you say—” she looks at Sasha, who is mooning over me with equal intensity. “—wait. Did you say boyfriend?”

“Well, to be honest,” says Sasha. “It’s much more intense than that. In fact...well.”

Sasha and I share a smile and then a quick kiss. Madison whimpers. She's inches away from the meeting of our lips. 

“You two are...um...really cute together...”

Her voice becomes a small, mousy whisper; out of place but completely arousing from such a beautiful, confident woman.

The kiss between Sasha and I goes longer, and then longer. Her jaw works against mine, looking for more angles to kiss me. We haven’t actually kissed that much; each one feels new to me.

“Should I—I mean...” Madison tries to stand up. “I should leave, right?”

Sasha and I immediately wrap our hands and arms around her, tugging her in tight across our laps. Her legs are so long, and Sasha is so tiny, that her knees go further than the other end of my waist. My hand slips down between her thighs and up against her juicing, pulsing cunt before I slide back and grab her tiny thigh. I can feel it getting slimmer and slimmer, just like Sasha's.

“Your mother and I have a proposal for you.”

“A proposal?” She shakes her head, clearing the lusty cobwebs. “Wait. No. Hold on. What about Dad? Did you guys finally break it off?”

“That’s part of the proposal, dearie,” says Sasha. “I want you, after all these years, to have a daddy.”

“A...daddy?”

Her body already understands. Her mind is just starting to know. Her eyes widen and she bites her lower lip. 

“A real daddy.” Sasha kisses her neck.

“Real...r-real daddy...”

Her voice is little more than a hypnotized babble, and I haven’t wished for anything new; the exponential effects of all the previous wishes are fucking her brain up all by themselves.

I hadn't mentioned that term to Sasha at all—Real Daddy. But Sasha knows it anyway, because she knows what I want intuitively now.

“James is your new daddy. And he’ll always be there for you.”

“...always?”

“Always,” I say. “And unlike your fake daddy...”

“The maggot,” Sasha snarls.

“Unlike that loser...I don’t care how in love with your Mommy you are, Madison.”

She is beet red; it’s adorable. My fingers push into her pussy and she gasps, her entire body convulsing.

“In fact, I love it. I want you to be obsessed with Sasha, Madison. I want to encourage it. I want your every waking moment to be daydreaming about how gorgeous Mommy is, so long as you’re not doing something for me.”

She drops off of our laps, holding her head, walking on her knees.

“S-stop,” she says, trying to move even as her body continues to pulse. “Oh my god. H-how do you...how do you know all this? It’s like you’re in my head...”

I almost think I have to wish to keep her from having a psychotic break. Then Sasha does something unexpected. 

She reaches over and gets on the ground with her. Their tits touching. She grabs Madison's face and stares deep into her eyes. 

“Here, dearie. Just look at me. Look at Mommy.”

Madison almost immediately stops struggling. She's so desperate for this. 

“Lookit...Mommy...”

“You don’t have to think about this, dear.”

Madison immediately relaxed. “Oh.”

“Just look at me. You love to look at me, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy...you’re so pretty...”

“I know. I’m the prettiest in the whole world, aren’t I?”

Madison nods earnestly. “The whole world, yes Mommy.”

“And you want to see me happy, don’t you?”

“Happy...”

“Smiling?”

Sasha smiles for her. Her teeth perfect, straight, and white. 

“Smiling! Yes, Mommy, I do, I love your smile so much.”

“Daddy makes me smile. Your new Daddy.”

“Ung.”

“And he turns you on anyway, doesn’t he?”

“Yesss...”

Sasha gets back up on the bed, but draws Madison in with her. To keep level with Sasha's face, Madison has to bend over. 

Sasha, my love, my obsession, my need, is preparing her daughter for me in mind and body. I get behind Madison.

“He’s the real man you’ve been waiting for. Trust Mommy.”

"Trust Mommy..."

"He's the Real Daddy you need. Isn't he?"

"Y-yes..."

"Because I say so. And Mommy and Daddy know best. Don't we?"

"Yes, Mommy."

I rip Madison's panties off and shove into her willing, needy cunt. Of course, just like Sasha, she cums right away. Madison closes her eyes and screams with pleasure as I go harder and deeper. 

Sasha cheers me on. “Yes Daddy! Fuck her harder! Make her come again!” 

"M-mommy!" Madison moans in between kissing Sasha. "Mommy! Mommy!" 

Madison's moans become louder as I plunge my hips against hers. My heart is racing; it feels like I'm going to explode inside of her. She feels so fucking tight. Volcanic heat clings to my massive cock. With every thrust, she screams with another climax. 

Sasha is smiling proudly at the two of us. Her family, just as she wants it. Eyes glistening with joy and lust.

Madison comes again and cries out for Daddy for the first time. As if she's looking for approval.

“Daddy!” she screams. “Daddy, please!”

"That's right." I squeeze and slap and squeeze her ass again. "Good girl. My good little girl. You're doing such a good job, baby girl. Keep it up."

"Y-yes Daddyyyy!"

She comes again from another heavy thrust. I'm only human, even as powered up as I am. I can't take much more of this, and I know I can keep cumming in them again and again whenever I want. 

Sasha is beaming with delight as she kisses and rubs her daughter's beautiful body. The feel of their passionate embrace only arouses me more and I thrust even harder. 

Madison cums harder and harder the longer I fuck her. She wraps her arms and legs tightly around me as if to never let go. Sweat dripping off our bodies as we go wild in passion. The intensity is too much for them; they hug each other between breaths, pressing their lips together in a passionate embrace, cheering me on as I make love to Madison with all of my heart. 

My moans fill the room, intertwining with theirs. Together they are an unstoppable force of pleasure and satisfaction. I grip both of their bodies tightly as I thrust into Madison's tight heaven one more time, spilling my love inside her with one final holler of ecstasy.

The orgasm courses through both our veins like electricity, tracing its way to our core until we both collapse onto each other in blissful exhaustion. Madison turns and wraps her wet arms around my neck, shuddering from head-to-toe while I hold onto her tightly. 

We lay there for what feels like an eternity, enjoying the moment even after the fireworks had vanished from sight. Sasha snuggles in with us, moaning and cooing our names. 

“I can’t wait until practice tomorrow,” she says. “I want to show you off to the whole team...”

I’m looking forward to it.

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Cheerleader Harem
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The woman of my dreams wakes me up with a blowjob. 

And I don’t mean that she’s just hot and that she is a dream come true and that she’s really amazing in her own right—I mean I wanted this celebrity goddess for years from afar, obsessed over her to a degree that would worry clinical professionals, having reoccurring dreams every night for years because I stuffed my conscious brain so full of her image and jerked off so constantly to her that my subconscious had no choice but to make me dream about her as well—and now she is waking me up with slavish adoration of my cock. Every stroke of her tongue is worshipful and whimpering, murmuring how lucky and blessed she is to be present before my cock, and how much she loves me and the feel of my meat in her mouth. 

“I love you, Master,” Sasha whimpers, obsessive in her own right now. Trembling with lust. “I exist for you. I am yours and yours alone.”

With a wishing stone, I was able to transform her to be her most ideal self—the beautiful version of herself she remembered from her own youth. And that’s hot as hell, let me tell you. Every minute piece of her intricate musculature is perfectly crafted; she had an incredibly high opinion of her memory of her body when she was eighteen. Not only that, but she’s also immortal—so this beautiful, eternal creature now obsessively kisses and slurps and sucks my cock even though she is gorgeous and powerful enough to run any country in the world with a suggestive wink and a whisper. 

And that’s not all. 

Not only is she eternally young and beautiful, but she’s joined by her adopted daughter Madison who is practically her twin. Madison would be begging, but her mouth is occupied by slurping and sucking on my balls and shaft while Sasha softly kisses my cockhead and strokes me. Her fist knocks into Madison's mouth constantly; neither seem to care.. 

To be clear—their absolutely perfect bodies are exactly the same; thanks wishing stone! Their faces are different, but they share the same beautiful pale complexions, dark hair, vibrant eyes, and urgently heated need for me and me alone. 

I sit up, fully awake now, and as I do Sasha holds her daughter Madison down on my cock, staring up at me as she does. 

“It’s all for you, darling.” Her hands grip tight in her daughter’s hair. “This is all for you.”

Madison, her throat full of my throbbing cockmeat, groans her muffled agreement. These two absolute living goddesses of sex and lust and love belong entirely to me, and they'll never, ever get enough of me.

I can cum whenever I want—and this makes me want to cum.  

And today is only the second day with the wishing stone.

* * * * * 
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“I can’t believe it,” says Sasha. “You’re nervous?”

I'm driving, although “driving” is a generous term for the way that I'm swerving all over the road. I feel drunk, even though I'm sober. I think Sasha's wish for her ideal body also meant that she permanently fucked me up with her presence. 

I would change it, but it makes me hard. She's mostly in my lap, arms against my heavily-muscled chest, crooning and cooing and ooohing and ahhing at my every last movement. Her love for me is an insanity that only grows in intensity.

“The team is full of beautiful women,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in a room with so many amazing girls all at once.”

“None of them are as pretty as Mommy,” says Madison. “I think you’ll handle yourself fine, Daddy.”

She’s softly fingering herself, looking obsessively at Sasha from the backseat of the car. It’s the only way to keep her calm and to keep her hands off either of us. I should probably tone down the level of her obsession, but Madison is a number-one A-Killer stunner, and having this traffic-stopping beauty mooning over me and the object of my own obsession makes me hard as a rock. 

Madison wears a khaki pleated school-girl skirt that lands well above her knees. That, plus the crop-top sweater she has on with the keyhole for her substantial cleavage, make it hard to look away from her while her fingers attend her dripping wet pussy barely hidden behind white lace panties. The gingham thigh-high socks and oxfords with the stiletto heels don’t help.

But with Sasha so close, or even just visible at all, there’s still no competition for me. She’d have my full attention even if she wore a garbage bag. 

Instead, she’s in a sharp, shark skin business suit with a tight long skirt that hugs her knees and shows off that sexy clingy bunched mess between her spectacularly slender thighs. The fertility of her hips couldn’t be more obvious. Her breasts, perfect and huge and hugged tight by her designer silk blouse, are shaped even more decoratively by the ultra-tight confines of her stylish suit jacket. Diamond jewelry dangles down the trail from her delicate, incredibly thin neck across her prominent clavicles and into the heaving shapes of her perfect twin globes. Did I mention her tits are heaving and perfect, yet? Oh my god. 

Her hair, a middle part, frames her angelic face. All I want to do is make out with her and delay this harem gathering action—but if I go back home with her, all she’s going to do is encourage me to wish the cheerleaders to her mansion so I can fuck them in some kind of nonstop years-long orgy. 

Not a terrible idea; it’s just that I really do want to meet and talk with these women first. All my life I’ve been ignored by hot women. Can you blame me for just wanting to be in front of them in their natural setting and to be the complete focus of all their attention?  

“I mean...” Sasha shrugs. “Can’t you just...you know, wish them all to be how you want?”

Of course I can, but that has consequences, and a price. 

I spent the night tinkering with wishes, using Sasha’s (soon-to-be former) husband Steve Houston as the sole payer of its price. He was in his mid-thirties when we started, a startlingly large physical specimen made for pure athletic competition. Probably, he would have been one of those athletes that went well into their forties with a fantastic record. Now, he looks like he’s pushing seventy. His skin sags; his bones are brittle; his hair is crumpled and gray where it isn’t balding. 

Fucking up Steve’s life doesn’t really bother me, though (although that bothers me, that it doesn’t. I think it may have used to...?). 

What really bothers me is remembering how I fucked up Madison on Sasha. When I wished for Madison to share my obsession with Sasha and her beauty, and man does she ever (she’s whispering “jawline...jawline...jawline” right now as she approaches her ninth orgasm of our fifteen minute drive to the stadium), it rearranged her entire room. 

Before my eyes, her stylishly wealthy room featuring antique furniture and a few modern art paintings was transformed into what could only be described as a shrine to her mother. 

Now, this must have fucked other things up too, right? What if Madison once had boyfriends? She wouldn’t have had them now, right? So those guys must have found someone else for their romantic attention. And what if Madison had once had friends over and invited them to her room? They would have seen her obsession in person, and wouldn’t that have raised questions? There’s this rippling effect that I unintentionally started by messing with the fabric of reality. 

As it is, messing with one really fucking hot girl’s timeline probably couldn’t have affected too much; I don’t think we’ll be missing out on the cure for cancer or missions to mars or anything. But if I start messing with the two dozen cheerleaders that make up the Queens, well. That many people, all messed up all at once, might start to unravel more than I can handle. 

And what’s important—what’s truly important—is that Sasha and I are together, forever. There’s probably some axiom about not becoming romantically involved with your celebrity crush because she could never live up to your standards and you won’t be able to please her because you just want to treat her like an object. But those people didn’t have a reality-altering wishing stone and probably didn’t anticipate mindfucking the daughter of your crush into the lustfully obsessive fan of your hot romantic relationship.

At any rate, I can’t just unravel reality for an afternoon because it’s really hot to have two dozen blistering hot cheerleaders have their entire reality changed so that they’ve been raised from birth to be in love with me and me alone and have been training exclusively for the day of our carnal meeting. 

I mean I can do that. 

I won’t.

I probably won’t. 

If I do, it means that however awesome that afternoon is...the centuries-long honeymoon of fucking Sasha that I’m deeply interested in is in jeopardy. Can’t have that.  

“Darling?”

Sasha touches my face, stroking compassionately. Looking into her eyes is attempted suicide for anyone without my will and resolve; looking away from them makes the rest of life significantly less pleasant.

“Sorry. I was lost in thought.”

The whole time I was thinking, I was looking directly down her heaving, shiny cleavage. Her hand was on my bulge, stroking casually like she almost always is now. Sasha slides her hand through my hair and smiles; behind us, Madison moans at her affection. 

“You’ve got so much on your mind, dearheart. But remember that we’re in this together. I want you to have a harem of cheerleading goddesses just as much as you do.” She smirks. “And so does our daughter. Don’t you, sweetie?”

Our daughter, she says. Fuck.

“Yes, Mommy. So much. You both deserve it, deserve them all on their knees...”

“You see? So whatever you need, you’re not on your own. And if you need to strip a few girls of their age or soul to fuel more wishes to control the situation, I know just who to suggest.”

Ungh. She is so hot and perfect.

“I’m just afraid I’ll go too far. Lose control.”

She unzips my monster cock and slides on top of me. I’m so big now that if it wasn’t for how utterly tight and thin she is, it would be impossible for her to fit between me and the steering wheel.

“Fuck me one last time before we go in,” she whispers across my lips. “Just to take the edge off. I know you haven’t been able to stop thinking about fucking me while I wear this outfit anyway.”

She knows me too well; she knows my obsession with her is complete. Everything that we do today, everything that I am now and want to be, it’s all because of her. My obsessive love with Sasha is a perfect circle of aching for her beauty and happiness.

Her cunt sinks down on top of my completely turgid cock. Behind us, Madison cums with excitement.

“Oh my god,” Madison whimpers. “Yes. Together. Together. Oh my god. Fuck yes, fuck him, yes!”

I groan in pleasure. She is so fucking tight. Every part of her physiology works to grip me, work my cock up and down. I watch her perfect face cum right away—a small one, but a hot orgasm nonetheless. You're not living until you see a gorgeous woman cum almost instantly from the sensation of your cock inside her.

“You know, it’s funny, isn’t it?” Her voice remains a hot, accented whisper. “I feel like I’ve known you my whole life, but it’s been less than a day.”

“Same.”

She giggles, sliding her tits into my face. “Well, you at least got to research me. But I don’t know much at all about you. And there’s so many things you don’t know about me.”

“Like what?” Her heavy breasts muffle my voice. 

Her voice takes the magic, shuddering tinge it does when she’s telling me a truth she would not have otherwise revealed. 

“I’m ruthless and power hungry and I drive the cheerleaders like cattle because prizes and ornamentation mean everything to me.” Her cunt squeezes my throbbing cock. “And now that I can think a little more clearly with you inside me, it really makes me think...”

She said she could be a better confidant if I wasn’t making her cum just from being near her, which is basically what’s happening to Madison. So now she won’t cum unless she wants to, or I want her to. It’s still a lot, just not constant.

“I was a bad, bad woman, James.” Her movement up and down my cock is perfect; she has total muscle control of her hips and thighs. “And you made me worse. I loved the power I had before, and it was small-time, wasn’t it? Nothing compared to what you can give me now. I want to be superior to everyone.”

One of the many wishes she asked for last night—to enhance our love, power, prosperity, and connection—was fueled by her soul. A self-election from her; she said while she knew Steve was a worthless maggot who had never been worth her time (ugh), she still felt a little bad about destroying the lives of the cheerleaders on her team. 

That’s gone now. Now she knows, like I do, that we’re rebuilding their lives. 

“And it’s like you want it.” Her pace is quickening. I can feel her snatch trembling around my cunt, so ready to cum “You want me to be bad. You want to punish the little people for ever being in our way. You want me to push you. You want me to ask you for everything. Don’t you?”

“Yesss,” Madison moans. She’s been on her knees this whole time. “Everything, Daddy. She deserves everything...”

“Fuck,” I groan. “Fuck, yes. Yes, of course I do, but—”

“You know I’m loyal to you forever. That I only want you. That I’m obsessed with you the way you have been with me for so long...”

“Shit. Shit. Yes.”

“What if you were the only man I’d ever been with? I’d still have to be with Steve, I think, otherwise you wouldn’t have met me, but what if I’d just never—”

“I wish you’d never fucked Steve, not once, or any other man.”

The price, lacking any other available source, is Madison’s soul. I don’t care that much—it’s better if she’s as amoral as her mother and I anyway. 

Sasha’s eyes widen, her gaze transforming somehow into one of even more longing and thirst for me. She cums, hard. But she keeps fucking me, grinding up and down, rubbing her tits against my face. They leak hot milk. She's so fertile. 

“And what if,” she purrs, “wouldn’t you like if it I was wealthy? You mentioned that yesterday. Rich, but not wealthy. You were right. But what if I was born to billions? What if I was, from birth, showered in wealth and privilege, only to turn it all over to you because of how much I adore you?”

She knows that's just how to talk to me. It's so easy for her to seduce me. And she knows I’d give her as much of the fortune as she wanted—and infinitely more—because my obsession with her is similarly infinite. 

I was so dedicated to not messing around with reality anymore than I’d already had. I had these thoughts of giving the cheerleaders hot crushes on me from the moment they saw me, of instigating feelings of liquid-hot lust and infatuation. But Sasha, riding me, is encouraging me to have more and more—because the more I have, the more she has. 

And god it turns me on. I cum inside her, hotly jetting into her perfect body, unable to stop myself.

“’I wish that too.’ Hasn’t that worked already?” she asks, heatedly cumming with me.  

She pulls my head into her gorgeous tits once again. I'm drooling, continuing to cum inside her helplessly but remaining hard. Even covered by her half-unbuttoned blouse and skimpy lace lingerie, they’re still warm and hypnotic. 

“And we’d need to make sure I was still available to be found by you and here right now, so I’d still need to be a cheerleader and married to Steve, yes? So that nothing is overwritten.”

Her cunt squeezes perfectly as she slides up my cock. I groan affirmation. 

“And we’d need to make sure that if anyone comes after us, or notices something is strange, that we can use the systems of the world to protect us.” She giggles. “And I really want lots of pretty things to wear for you...”

She’s so obsessed with herself and keeping us safe, keeping our love safe. Hot jets of cum spurt from my cock again, and it’s everything I can do to not make her cum with me. But I’m far too fascinated with whatever she has to say next.

“Very well.” Her voice takes a kind of tranced, lilted tone, like she’s seeing god. “I wish I was the heiress of the largest mining conglomerate in the world, owning ninety percent of the world’s supply of precious stones and metals. I wish my wealth had a controlling interest and stake in the largest world’s banks and media companies. And I wish that I’ve been obsessed my whole life with cultivating the perfect cheerleading harem for the man of my dreams, who is obviously you, so that I can lead it for him. And I wish that to protect this dream of delivering you a superior harem to sneer down at a world of inferior plebes, I’ve used my wealth throughout my life to punish any threats to my holdings—defunding public education, aggressively funding security firms and police forces and misinformation think tanks, bribing politicians and bureaucrats, all that hot kind of power-leveraging stuff—and I only married Steve for his public position to put me even more in the public eye because I knew one day my true love, you, my only love, would find me. And naturally I’ve only recruited ultra-hot, prestigious women from around the globe as your potential harem members in my incredibly exclusive, world-famous, trend-setting, fashion-archetype cheerleading team. I wish we were the Beatles of cheerleaders, except ten thousand times as popular, like if supermodels were both pop stars and quasi-religious messianic figures.”

Sasha, squeezing me tight, has a complete hold on me—with her words, her thoughts, her kink for power and wealth, and her beautifully tight cunt. Most of all, her eyes, locking onto mine, obsessive and layered in a million years of impossible love.

“I wish that too,” I say.

And I cum inside her harder than I knew possible—and make her cum with me too. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


It mostly stopped there. 

Mostly. I mean, what am I, a priest?

Oh that reminds me—I’ll probably want some kind of name for the official religion that I’ll inevitably have forming around the worship of my cock. I can’t imagine Sasha will be able to stand a world for very long that doesn’t have churches on every corner focused entirely on the glory of my masculinity.  

Anyway, on the way in from the parking lot, I stripped away a few years from some loser living in a van to make the paperwork official and finalized that both Sasha and Madison were my wives. I materialized engagement and wedding rings for them—thick, diamond-studded rocks that effortlessly match the rest of the considerable jewelry they're always wearing. I don't think Sasha's long, perfect fingers are ever without at least five rings. 

This wish process backdated the legality of polygamy in very select cases. At Sasha’s urging, I also ensured that our marriage meant that her property and wealth now belonged primarily to me—she had access, but I was the owner in full.

“A real woman,” she explained casually as my hand gripped her ass tighter than ever, “knows that her highest aspiration is to be the property of the most powerful man possible.”

All of Sasha’s billions, all her wealth and capital, now belong to me. 

I also gave Madison a little bit more of her mind and orgasm control back—not as strictly powerful as Sasha or mine, but still significantly more able to keep her wits about her while she was around us. 

I also—just because Madison’s gorgeous youthful looks fill me with so much sympathy and desire—changed Sasha and Madison’s relationship a little. There was something in the way Sasha had called Madison “dearie” that throws me a little; it was a bit too demeaning. 

That’s not what I want; I don’t want them equals, necessarily—Sasha is obviously the superior. But I do want them to lean on each other, to love one another, to obsess and share and depend on each other. 

They’re true, eternal besties now—deeply, madly in love with each other. Sasha is solely obsessed with me, my happiness, my cock, and our collective position, power, and prestige. But she adores Madison; her female soul mate, who she shares everything with. If Sasha's love and obsession with me is Jupiter, then her lust and admiration for Madison is Saturn. I want it that close. 

And so now, it is. 

Sasha is my unstoppably hot, regal, elegant, unspeakably evil confidant; Madison is more-or-less that to Sasha and to me; and, both of them are helplessly and obsessively in eternal love with me. 

Only seconds after making that wish, Madison goes from whimpering and trailing behind us to easily and adroitly looping her arm around mine, pushing and leaning into me in a knowing, loving way the same way that Sasha is on the other side. 

Much, much better. 

It’s already gotten way out of hand with just Sasha being so obsessed with me. What’s it going to be like with two women like Sasha being like that? 

I suppose I’ll find out. 

As we walk inside the building, my hands hold both of them tight by the ass, firmly clenching between their cheeks. It’s obvious that I own them and they love it. Their bodies slink into mine even as they effortlessly strut in their five-inch stilettos, their miniskirted legs showing off flashes of tantalizingly perfect skin. 

Something else has changed about both of them as well; something hard to pin down and not a direct result of my wishes. It’s in the mannerisms between their mannerisms; the minuteness of their expressions, foot steps, placement of their hands and bodies. It’s blistering, brilliant, unstoppable arrogance—way beyond simple confidence, which they also are teeming with, this is astronomical hubris without the fatal flaw. 

They don't remember the previous world. At all. Their knowledge of what the world once is completely gone. It's even difficult for me to quantify, like recalling the chronological events of an old, old dream. 

Both of my beautiful wives teem with self-obsessed pride now, exploding with it, complete in the knowledge that they are supremely gorgeous, supremely in love, supremely above the law of man or morality—and beyond all that? Born into incredible, monumental wealth. Raised knowing they were the best; constantly hearing they were the best and most beautiful and having every single moment of their life regularly reaffirming that fact as more and more always went their way. 

Knowledge of this new world comes to me slowly, but it does come. The rest of the planet is in a state of impossible squalor; Sasha's control and wealth have led to incredible levels of supreme poverty and squalor and even slavery, starvation and famine are abundant, and diseases float through the populace like fog clouds. Warm water is an unspeakably regal luxury. Clean water is doubly so. 

But Sasha and Madison and the women who live up to their standards? They only get richer, more gorgeous, more lucky, and happier—and they always have. 

That’s the secret sauce that takes beauties like them into the stratosphere; the knowledge that they could easily murder someone in broad daylight in the middle of a public space and pay a dozen legal teams and private security agencies to both frame someone else and to punish their victim’s family for generations with slave-contracts to corporations and purposeful lifespan-extensions just to expand their misery. 

Nothing, not a single thing about them, is “down to earth.” They are barely in our galaxy. 

And they belong. To Me.

Ungh.

The stadium is enormous, easily twice the size of the stadium I remember them having. Regular attendance to the football games is mandatory both by law and by custom—and prices to get in are higher than ever. Million-dollar gates are considered low-earnings, and if they do happen, Sasha fines the government until she earns her appropriate pay day. The President has a receiving telephone—it can't make calls to her—for Sasha in seventeen parts of the White House. 

Meanwhile, Sasha has his phone number...somewhere. Maybe scrawled on a post-it on the back of a copier. 

This is the new world, the world my wishes have made. My wife is an authoritarian beauty queen overlord, and although everyone is required by law to say they love it that way, most of them do love it because she is so unstoppably and incredibly hot.

The stadium features its private offices in a tall glass skyscraper attached to the front of the building. It is swarming with security officials, universally female and strapped with heavy weapons. They wear blood-red leather catsuits and dark sunglasses, constantly checking the perimeter. Their high-heeled boots wrap up all the way to their thighs. Each one looks cold as ice, but when they catch sight of me, they freeze and let out long, lusty moans. I know, intuitively, that Sasha has only hired virgins for her personal retinue, and that each one lives in a barracks where they train their bodies to physical perfection for hours every day. They are tall, lithe, well-muscled, and dripping with sex appeal.

I keep trying to get a sense of the scale of Sasha’s new control over the world. The best I can do is to imagine a cult, but one that runs everything, and that is obsessively vying for physical perfection for women and aching for masculine purity. 

The office space itself is spartan—cool white marble tiles that offer hot clacking sounds for the sound of all the heels on all the many women walking around. Monocolor modern art decorates the walls. The front desk looks almost like a cathedral, surrounded by golden perfect-bodied feminine statues with Sasha-like faces swimming gleefully in a sea of fire. Everywhere I look, women strut in high heels and short skirts or minidresses, rushing urgently but gracefully to get their work done. They all slow dramatically when they see myself, Sasha, and Madison, sending us all looks of desperate need and obedience. 

Overhead is a massive series of screens, one rectangle for each floor of the glass tower. It seems like the offices all revolve around them so that each desk must face them. It features mostly pictures of Sasha, then Madison, then Sasha and Madison, and finally the rest of the cheerleaders. 

Insane, arrogant, insanely arrogant, and insanely arrogantly hot slogans run beside the photos. 

A photo of Sasha staring imperiously: I'm only watching you because you're pretty enough to look at. 

A photo of Madison and Sasha kneeling before a massive phallic statue: Reinforce family values whenever you can. 

Madison and Sasha in their uniforms, under bright lighting, while the rest of the team is shown in shadow: Leadership means obeying your superiors first. 

Then it changes to a video. My heart thumps instantly; it's Sasha in a bright blue dress, doing one of those corporate interior ad things, like where they tell you what a great time it is to be a part of the company. We see her in an office, a beach, a mountain, and a deciduous forest. They clearly shot on location. 

Wilhelm, Wilhelm and King is the most desired employment destination on the planet. Did you know we employ over fifty thousand young women, hard workers who are pretty enough to meet our minimum qualifications, to sift through the incredible amount of resumes and video applications we receive daily?

Even though there are literally millions of applicants a day, I chose you. You could so easily be replaced, but if you work hard and look as beautiful as possible, you're making sure someone else will be instead.

You're just good enough to work here. She winks elaborately. I promise!

Fuck.

Three clerks wait there at the standing desk, patiently staring at us with wet lips and lust in their bright young eyes. The desk is spotless transparent glass, so I have a full view of their incredible bodies. None of them can be older than nineteen, and yet they wear cleavage-baring silk blouses, tiny designer skirts, diamond jewelry everywhere, and tall tall heels with impossibly thin stilettos. 

“Is it part of the dress code to wear such provocative outfits?” I ask.

“Oh, you mean the diamonds?” She laughs. “It’s a bonus for working here, and a status symbol. They don’t have to wear diamonds, but why wouldn’t they? They’re a girl’s best friend, and it lets everyone in their lives know that my girls are superior to others.”

I didn’t see it, but she’s right—every woman I see is wearing diamond earrings, or bracelets, or pendants, or necklaces, or anklets, or waist chains...

Decorated. For me. Shining and pretty, showing themselves off as pure trophies to be plucked and collected. 

“Plus,” she whispers. “They're not even the good stones. Not that they know, of course. I reserve the flawless ones for myself and Madison and top cheerleaders.”

And the stones are from mines that Sasha owns. It's not even an expense to dish them out like this; it's just an offloading of excess inventory. 

“No,” I shake my head. “I mean...the heels. The skirts. The tiny dresses. The cleavage...”

Sasha laughs. “Oh darling. How else would women dress?

My brain expands in that moment, this new reality that Sasha had me wish for finally starting to hit home. Their wardrobe and Sasha’s comment brings in a flood of images to my mind about how Sasha owning controlling stakes in the world’s media corporations has shaped the public perception of femininity and masculinity. 

Gorgeous model-worthy newscasters with perfectly coiffed hair and cleavage on display, always displayed they shamelessly and convincingly blame every social problem on the poor and the ugly and on the infirmity of today's 'so-called men'. That's how they put it. 

Every sitcom, talk show, award-bait drama, and blockbuster movie filling minds young and old with the importance of a woman’s appearance, submission to truly masculine men, and endless fitness and beauty routines. 

One of the most popular shows on television is Fitness for Murder, an hour-long mystery series where the detective is a fitness model. All the victims are inevitably young, innocent, gorgeous, likable young women, murdered cruelly by jealous, ugly, often fat and scarred women. 

The show’s protagonist, a dynamite redhead who was a model under Sasha’s tutelage for years, spends roughly thirty minutes of the show’s runtime working out in different environments with close-ups of her ass, tits, and other parts of her sweaty body before donning a hot, tight outfit (another ten minutes) going to the police station, and accusing the ugliest woman in the room. 

She is always right to do so, as even if her accused is innocent of that crime it comes out that they’re guilty of another, often more heinous crime. She has a firmly committed relationship with her boyfriend and then fiance and then husband, who is never actually shown on camera—just a shadowy figure that she spends several minutes an episode swearing undying erotic loyalty to. They have cute problems like how she doesn't think the girl he wants for a threesome is hot enough for his incredible cock, or an ugly girl has moved next door so the protagonist has to frame her for murder so that her Man won't be subjected to looking at her filthy visage.  

Also notable is that most of the female perpetrators aren’t even all that fat or ugly, if at all—their normal, un-glamorous looks are derided as close to shocking or monstrous, and their weights running above one hundred and twenty-five pounds seen as hedonistic to the extreme.

This is just one example, but there are dozens of these types of shows starring drop-dead gorgeous female protagonists hunting down plain jane women for the crime—in essence—of not being sexy enough. And that’s not even counting the talk shows, news programs, and sitcoms that all carry the same heated, biased messaging. 

Sitcoms regularly feature beautiful women in the dating world, trying somehow to find the “perfect” man—whose description somehow fits me perfectly—and lambasting all the normal men they find as fat, slovenly, lazy, weak, effeminate, boorish, boring, and stupid.

Public utilities and housing are free for women living on their own or without men in many parts of the country, as is education in a few dozen Sasha-owned colleges and universities (where, naturally, all of the country's leadership is farmed from).

And of course, Sasha also purposefully sabotages all the counter-culture messaging by using shadow corporations to fund media promoting body positivity and equality between the sexes. She then hires awful and unlikable actors, employs terrible writers, and distributes poorly-run media campaigns, and then bombs these in think-tank funded internet spam reviews so that the popular conception is that the movement is both untenable and unwanted. She then completely ignores the efforts of the body positivity movement in the Sasha-owned major media outlets (which is all of them). 

Meanwhile, her news outlets run programming for both sides of the aisle—the ones that firmly believe women should be flawless and fertile and subservient, and the ones who believe that women should be submissive and gorgeous and utterly fit. Naturally, both sides are argued by utterly beautiful, impossibly-groomed, luxuriously-dressed women in ultra-high definition.

It should be noted that between this polarization, there is the very firm and unspoken belief that the available “men” in the world are utterly without value. All promises and desire and rhetoric around submission and subservience relates only to the Ideal Man, a philosophical idea and religious figure and patriarchal overlord all rolled into one. And yet like all societies, it creates its own unstoppable force of inertia through a fundamental contradiction.

Although it is a completely matriarchal society, with the available men little more than slaves (most new births are genetically engineered from scratch without the use of a single “devolved” male in the process), all this matriarchy is clearly waiting, on hands and knees (very literally, in their churches), for one Man. 

The Perfect Man. 

Me.

The two sides of the aisle run debates constantly and between the two of them, completely control congress. There is no house of representatives—abolished, because the populace is too busy ensuring they are physically perfect—and Senators are appointed for life-time terms from the nominations by the Board of Supreme Businesses. 

You can guess who that's run by.

Somehow, despite the two party's vocal disagreements on funding public education or creating a clear rights system for workers, there is always enough money to completely subsidize nearly all of Sasha's businesses without a single argument and to fund wars to utterly exterminate the industrial and military capacity of men-friendly countries. There are several, several countries who have been literally bombed into the stone age,with enormous walls built on their borders to keep them inside until they “learn their lesson.”

There is one universal luxury—screens. Specifically, smartphones and flat screens. There are enough built for everyone. Programming is optional, sort of. Is it optional if one megalomaniacal super-cheerleading ultra-goddess controls the five channels and apps you have available? They can't be turned off or muted, they track everything, and they constantly drip out propaganda about ideal females and males and the impossibility of ever being either. 

Book publishers who dare to distribute anything contrary to Sasha's ideals have their families threatened or disappeared. It’s an open secret that Sasha’s grip on the government is all but total, a cabal of global leaders either helplessly in love with her, blackmailed, threatened, or buried underneath so much leverage from the constant weight of her other monetary interests that going against her will is suicide. 

This, all of this, has led to a world in which beautiful, glamorous women wear skimpy, hot outfits to work as a matter of course—the same way they might have, in my original reality, worn make-up every day or had dinner in the evenings. It’s just what is done. 

The receptionists—all three of them, each one more than beautiful enough to have been some kind of starlet or model in the before-world—tremble as they await Sasha's words and my reaction. They exist in a constant state of perfect lust and abject terror. They are obsessed with Sasha and everything about her, grew up idolizing and worshiping her, and live their dream by being able to be so close to her; and they are absolutely terrorized every second of every day by the thought that they may lose their job.

“I run their thoughts,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “Every last one. And you run me.”

My cock swells at her touch, her words, her lips brushing against my ear. The women working in the building—and it is all women I, I notice—stop dead in their tracks when they see me. I am the ultimate Alpha Male to them, the end-all be-all of masculinity, and the wanton lust in their face fills the air with palpable heat. 

Sasha has trained them, all of them, to my image and form. They flinch, flex, sigh, and soak their panties reflexively. Even the most off-the-grid woman (which is illegal, by the way) would know my form from acres of textbooks every girl is required to read about The Perfect Male. 

A beautiful young Korean girl approaches us wearing a sharp navy suit in the same miniskirted, diamond-clad Sasha style I’ve now come to expect. She’s clearly bright, and very pretty, though probably—in this world of super-goddesses I now fuck on command—she could stand to lose about ten pounds. Her name is Rebecca.

“Madam,” she says, deliberately looking at Sasha’s feet. “Thank you so much for being here today. I have your agenda,” she holds out a sheet, “and I would love to know what the office won’t be eating for lunch.”

“Mommy orders big meals to tempt the weak and weed them out,” Madison explains in my ear, squeezing my bicep when I grip her cunt harder at the revelation. 

“Rebecca,” Sasha says to her assistant, “we’re having a team meeting in five minutes. Make sure everyone attends.” She looks her up and down and turns to me. “What do you think, Darling?”

“About fucking her?”

Madison squeezes my cock through my pants. “Yeah, Daddy. Does she excite you?”

“Naturally.”

Rebecca is blushing furiously, clutching her fists.

I shrug. “Well...”

I don’t want to be mean right in front of her; Sasha has no such qualms.

“It’s just as I thought. Too thick, is it? Easily rectified. Rebecca?”

She whimpers, eyebrows raising to indicate she’s paying attention. 

“Check yourself into the nearest weight-loss clinic. A few months of reinforced fasting might assist your weight problem. And pack up your things. Remember to give that nice office space you have to the prettiest girl you know about on your way out.”

Rebecca whimpers once again in acquiescence, as if she’s known this had been coming for months. I watch her leave with Madison’s pawing eagerly at my straining bulge. 

“Stupid bitch,” says Madison. “Disappointing you like that. What did she think was going to happen, Daddy?”

Madison as a seductive, evil force is more distracting than I’d like. I try to focus on the present.

“Reinforced fasting?” I ask. 

“Emphasis on the enforced,” says Madison. “It was my idea, Daddy. I just thought all those fatties should have somewhere to go to help them out. Or at least get rid of them quietly. So many weaklings die without food. But if they’re not going to be able to even make you hard, what’s the point of their lives anyway?”

I’m not an evil person, I swear. Everybody should be given a fair shake in this world, and it’s hard enough living without being judged all the time. 

But Sasha and Madison’s judgment makes me stupidly fucking hard and horny, not to mention how they’re inexorably beyond ever being on the negative end of any consequences for it. That kind of unfair power makes my thoughts swim in a sea of lust, and knowing they’re eternal and so am I is fucking me right up. 

I start kissing Madison hard—somehow we end up in the elevator and my cock enters her virgin-tight cunt rough and hard. Standing up, pushing her against the glass elevator, everyone in the office who dares to look can see me fucking my hot young teenage wife. Her legs wrap around me, and I shunt and shuffle until I'm able to get the position to hold her tight and push her against Sasha. 

I want to look at them both. 

I'm so stupidly turned on. I've turned the world into some hellish slave-pit of hedonistic hyper-fascist capitalism. There's nothing that could be worse for the people even a little bit worse off than one of the receptionists here. The class and income drop between those receptionists and the next level down is staggering; it's enough to kill a buffalo. 

But I'm in control of who benefits and who doesn't. I'm in charge. Even if the stone was somehow taken away from me right this moment, I would have power forever. Wealth forever. Sasha and Madison forever. And a planet full of me-worshiping hyper-beauties obsessed with keeping this system in place so they could live out all their fantasies and religious beliefs about what women should be. 

Thrusting into Madison, I can't help but look at Sasha just behind her. Both of them looking at me with a loving, knowing, orgasmic gaze. Both of them so perfectly thin at the waist and thighs, allowing me to spread my thick, hard arms around them and crush their tit-heavy bodies into my heavy muscle mass. 

As the elevator ascends, we see the football team passing in the hall. They wear collars. Their bodies augmented with cybernetics and heavily roided-out musculature. They remind me of the bulls people use for bullfighting, the kind that wouldn't even exist as a species if they weren't kept alive to fight. Their shoulders and biceps over-sized, knuckles nearly dragging on the floor. I'm so strong that I could rip all of them limb from limb without breaking a sweat.

The girls in the office are all watching us, holding their tits and cunts, dripping, moaning, aching. Existing for the lust between my wives and me. The players, though, very obviously are looking down only. Some of them start to kneel and crawl. 

“They understand that if they look me in the eyes without permission, I’ll have them and their families disappeared,” Sasha explains in a heated whisper. “And if they look at any of our girls, I’ll have them chemically castrated. Of course, I had to prove my word once or twice, but everyone understands before too long.”

She smiles at my disbelieving look and at the way her explanation makes me fuck Madison harder.

Behind her, that massive screen that dominates the reception area plays her video again. 

You're just good enough to work here. 

Oh my fuck. She treats them all with such cruelty...she's inhuman...she's soulless...

Then the wink. I can't hold it in. Sasha winks in unison with the video. It melts my mind. 

“I promise,” she whispers.

She's a fucking monster...and she belongs to me. 

Madison is probably pregnant by the time the elevator stops at the top floor. 

* * * * *
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The team meeting refers to the cheerleading team, of course. 

The conference room is basically the entire floor, minus space for storage and bathrooms. There is a massive one-piece carved wooden table at one end with plenty of chairs and an Olympic-sized swimming pool at the other. 

Look, I don't understand the pool either, but I've stopped asking questions like that when Madison's hand is on my cock all day. 

The entrance is in the middle of the room and each exterior wall is floor-to-ceiling glass. 

The fifteen women who walk in (they took the stairs) are each more gorgeous than the last. Each one wears something out of a runway show—designer skirts, luxury dresses, tall tall heels, lace and silk and leather and fur; all of it clinging to their impossible curves and shows off the tight fitness of their bellies. And yet even though their outfits are wildly different, there's something about them that is all the same. It takes me a moment to recognize it, although I'm staring openly at each beauty. 

They're cheerleading uniforms. The skirts or dresses are pleated, or their torsos are exposed, or there are little keyholes in the tops revealing their heavy cleavage, or they have race stripes on the side, or they're wearing thigh-high socks...

All these women are dolled up like high-luxury, impossibly top-end cheerleaders. 

Fuck.

Each one, in her own right, is an incredible celebrity in this world—the kind that would shut down traffic in a town just from a two-hour visit. They each boast incredible catalogues of websites with entire cities full of serves dedicated to their traffic and the millions of images of them flooding in per hour.

None of them hold a candle in direct competition with Sasha, of course—but any of them could be seen in a photo with her and not automatically be shamed into an endless black hole of embarrassment, and that’s saying something. 

They ooze elegance and class and—well, hard to describe it otherwise, but pep. They are cheerleaders, I suppose. They’re gorgeous, they’re desired all over the world, they’re in the most prestigious, exclusive beauty-based promotion in the world, and they belong in it, and they’re thrilled about it.

The girls downstairs? They're in mortal terror of losing their spots. 

The girls up here? Some of them have some fear, but most of them don't, and with incredibly good reason—again, while they're not as hopelessly gorgeous as Sasha or Madison (and no one is), they are the closest thing, which puts them far and above the hottest woman possible in the before-world. 

And they are, also, to a woman completely and totally filthy fucking rich and wealthy and always have been. So every single part of their lives has always been soft and coated in luxury, and often run in tandem with Sasha's or Madison's lives. They went to the same schools, organized the same military raids on striking laborers, collapsed the same rare-earth mineral mines to send messages to the same governments, seduced politicians all at the same time to end silly lazy things like weekends and mandatory vacation time for anyone with an income totaling less than five thousand a year (which is 95% of the population)...

Perhaps more relevantly, poisoned totally by Sasha's ineffable influence, they obsessed over me with one another and all had their first orgasm to the thought of me, often simultaneously with other girls just like them.

Walking in, each one smiles excitedly at Sasha, like she's their favorite sister or their personal BFF. Of course, she encourages this relationship to more easily manipulate them. Then their gaze goes to Madison, who probably is their BFF in most cases. She's just a touch less ruthless than her mother. 

But then their eyes fall on me. All fifteen, without fail, stop and choke up for a moment. Eyes moisten. Cheeks flush. Smiles flutter. Breasts heave in tiny silk blouses and threaten to bust through the delicate veneer of skintight jackets. At each one, Sasha pulls me closer and whispers a name. 

Delilah. Zara. Rosalia. Janet. Phoebe. Kimberly. Kristie. Whitney. Cindy. Naomi. Tatyana. Megan. Natalie. Violeta. Penelope. 

I had started off today thinking I would have a harem of professional cheerleaders. I knew the ones who had been on the team, but it's none of those girls. None of the ones from the before-world. Frankly? None of them, despite my frequent obsession over them alongside Sasha and Madison, are anywhere near the hotness levels of these fifteen. 

And now, because of Sasha’s power-hungry involvement, now what I’m faced with is owning a harem of...what do you even call this? 

They’re each fashion icons, trendsetters, and because of Sasha’s obsession with ensuring I have only pristinely hot, wealthy women serving me—both in incredible shape and fabulously wealthy. 

And young. Shit, are they ever. I think the oldest is only twenty-five. Most look to be closer to twenty.

“I have a firm cut-off at the age of twenty-seven,” she explains casually. “Anything older than that, besides me of course, and girls just tend to spoil, you know?”

Sasha again intuits my thoughts—or fuck it, maybe she just asked me to wish she was telepathic and forget about it. Hot either way.

“So that means,” says Sasha, “that girls usually quit around age twenty-six to avoid the dishonor of being asked to leave. That still nets them a few years in the media as personalities or influencers.”

Most of these influencers cash in their celebrity status to gleefully be used as a mouthpiece celebrating Sasha's hyper-capitalist, authoritarian state. Sasha has promised them revivification—becoming young again, young forever, like her—as a reward. 

She doesn't have to, and they both know it. They're all true believers. The fucked up way this world is, completely on its side in abject worship of my glory? They love it. They love the humiliation and squalor of inferiors, and they love their own superior position and the beauty and power they hold. It's the only way they understand society working at all. 

The girls don't know how to approach me. They gather at one side of the massive table. I remember dances, vaguely—I've fucked with reality a lot—when I was in school, where boys would all huddle and see who would be brave enough to ask the one girl to dance. It reminds me of that. They're chatting excitedly, biting their lips, giggling, tossing their hair, flashing please fuck me eyes in my direction constantly.  

A jaw-dropping blonde wearing a nearly-sheer white pleated sundress and tall, tall strappy white heels approaches. Her skin is flawless and shiny, her hair cut to a medium length showing the luscious density of each golden strand. 

“This is Zara,” Sasha tells me again, smiling and holding out her arm to hug her in a long, tit-crushing embrace. “She’s from Sweden. She's nineteen. You just had to immigrate here once you heard about our team, didn’t you doll?”

“Well,” Zara giggles. “I’ve been watching the shows since forever ago. The cartoons and everything. They just shaped everything I've ever thought.”

Zara's eyes are bright and blue and they remain fixated on me with everything she says. 

“The cartoons?” I ask. 

“Certainly. Beauties vs. Uglies. It’s in the sixteenth season. I still watch it sometimes!” Zara laughs. “I just never get tired of seeing the Beauties win. They’re sooo much better than the Uglies. It’s so funny to watch them fail and fail and never be as good as sexy, beautiful women were born to be.”

Brainwashing. This is propaganda on a massive scale. My cock throbs, and Madison is right there to squeeze it. 

“You deserve this, Daddy.” She whispers so only I can hear her. My absolute bucket-full of cum still swims in her virgin-tight cunt. “All this, and so much more.”

Zara, openly flirting with me, grips my forearm. “You’re definitely someone who likes Beauties way more than Uglies, aren’t you?” 

Her profile is some kind of AI-generated conception of “most symmetrically perfect blonde ever.” My stiff, aching cock is uncomfortably turgid just from looking at her. 

And, of course, from Madison still stroking it and insisting I deserve to fuck her full of babies.

This kind of woman wasn’t out of reach for me before—she was outside of my ability to even conceive. I’m not going to lie, she is probably hotter than Sasha used to be, or perhaps ever was in the reality I left more than a day ago. 

Her entire existence, designing herself from an early age to be nothing but a piece of aesthetic perfection, has paid off with brilliant genetics and what must be a torturous workout regime. Or, torturous for anyone else; I doubt Zara has any problem with it. She could probably do push-up handstands in her sleep for three days straight. She is fit.

“I just don’t see the point of looking at anyone ugly when there’s girls like Sasha around,” I say. “Or you.”

Zara titters, clearly pleased to be brought into the same compliment as Sasha. 

“You’re such a charmer.” She turns to Sasha. “Is it him?”

Sasha nods. Zara turns back to me and barely contains a lusty squeal. She clasps her hands to her chest, shaking excitedly.  

“Oh, I knew it! I knew it, I knew it, I knew it! I knew it from how big he was when he came in, the way you’ve been hanging off him.” She bites her lip. “I can’t believe you didn’t call me.”

Sasha wraps herself around me even tighter. “Yes you can.”

“Y-yes,” Zara stutters, clearly afraid of having insulted Sasha. “Of course I can, darling. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant—”

“I know what you meant.” Sasha's tone remains warm and congenial; I can tell she genuinely likes Zara. “To be frank, my love, we had our hands full just with the three of us.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” Zara's eyes get misty. “It's so lovely. You three, you're really together, aren't you?”

They both nod excitedly, showing off the diamond rings I materialized on their fingers earlier. 

“Oh my god!” Zara claps her hands. Her tits bounce fetchingly. “I just want you to know, sir—that I know I'm a catch. I know I'm incredible. I know I'm better than everyone here except for your wives.” She licks her lips. Her arrogance obviously turns herself on. It turns me on. “But I will never threaten Sasha or Madison's primacy for your love, my King. Not in fact, without question, and certainly not in intent. To be the third-favorite of the Glory that is You? The one we have awaited?”

Just to catch you up, the Swedish knockout with the absolutely perfect facial features and objectively flawless body is referring to me in both religious and royal terms and coating every syllable in abject lust, love, and worship. 

“Oh, Sir. Oh, my King. My Lord. Such a fate would be beyond my wildest dreams if I were a plebe like some of the others here.” She casts shade to the other girls gathered behind her, and I almost fuck her right then and there. “It is not beyond my wildest dreams. I know my worth. Worshiping at Sasha and Madison's feet, while they are at your feet, is my only dream.”

She's pushed all the way into me. I'm groaning. 

Madison whispers in my ear, almost sub-audible: 

Fuck her, Daddy. You can fuck her right now and no one would stop you. You Deserve to fuck her. You Deserve her praise. Her worship. You are her king. Won't you fuck her? Please let me watch you...

Zara's tits, heavy, press against my chest, and a big button from her dress pops undone. 

“Gosh, darling,” says Sasha. “Zara is really earning her raise.”

“My raise?” Zara asks, still locking eyes with me. 

“Master just fucked Madison, but he's hard now, all raised up. That deserves its own raise, doesn't it? How much more, baby? How much should we pay Zara to be on your team?”

I somehow have the information already in my my mind—she's already paid over thirty million dollars a month. I groan. 

“I have so many followers,” says Zara. “Particularly in Europe. Can you imagine what they'll do, knowing I belong to you? Can you just think of how many girls will need to immigrate here right away to somehow have a shot with you?” Her voice gets dangerously low. “Can you think of how easy it will be to breed them?”

Three of them. Three urging, eager seductresses. I can't stop groaning. No wonder Sasha likes this girl. She's made her into a monster of her own design—which I guess, in a way, is a monster of my design. 

Sasha is insistent. “Should we double her salary?

“Nine,” I grunt at last, staring helplessly into Zara's bright blue eyes.  

“Nine million more dollars?” Sasha doesn't sound impressed. 

“Nine times more per month. Do it.”

“That would make her one of the most wealthy women on the planet. Only surpassed by myself and Madison.” Sasha kisses my jaw and cheek. “That's so hot.” She turns to Zara. “Darling, won't you sit next to James at the table and negotiate the final terms of your new contract? I'm sure Madison could assist you. I need to address the girls.”

Fuck. Sasha has something to say.

I should have thought of this. I should have anticipated it. She's going to go mad with wishes again. I'm still mentally slapping myself as I sit down and Zara and Madison slide on to either of my massive thighs, unzipping my cock beneath the table and stroking. Their fingers are long, but their hands are tiny, and they look even tinier against my massive cock. I watch Sasha as she struts slowly, effortlessly, around the gathered cheerleaders.

I should stop this. Instead, I just watch, horny and dumb, stroked stupid by two teenage goddesses.

“I’ve advised you all for years now to not have boyfriends. Some of you decided not to listen to me. Those of you who did have boyfriends, I advised you to starve them of sex. And again, some of you decided not to listen to me.” 

I know—I don't know how I know but I do know—that sex is the term given to some male slave (a single woman using a regular male slave calls him a “boyfriend”) using a dildo on their female owner. The idea of a man actually using his penis to fuck his owner is beyond taboo. 

Sasha continues to strut and looks over at me with lust and love in her beautiful face. I love watching her hips move. She’s a marvel. 

“And now, today, those of you who trusted me are to be rewarded. The more you trust me, the more I will reward you. Those of you who still have boyfriends? Contact them now and break it off. Do so permanently. You have one minute.”

I count seven girls busting out their phones and taking care of business. “Breaking up with a boyfriend” means selling them back to the market, or just exterminating them. 

Mentally, I put the girls who had such a male in their lives on the bottom of my list. 

Zara, without pausing in stroking me for even a second, calmly procures her phone from her bag and slides it down the table to me, unlocked. There’s a photo of her as the background; her brilliantly tight tanned body in a bridal lingerie selfie. It fades to another photo—her on her knees, begging, in bridal lingerie again. 

“I had them taken just for you. No one has ever seen these.” She whimpers as she strokes me harder, faster. “Every photo I've ever had taken of me, I've only ever thought of you, my King.”

No one told her to call me that. She just does. 

It's so stupidly hot. 

“So here’s the situation,” says Sasha. “This is James. He is in incredible shape. He is stellar in bed—I don’t think I’ve cum so much in my entire life before meeting him, and now I’ve lapped my record quite a few times. His cock is enormous. He’s the most wealthy man alive. He’s so, so fucking handsome. And I belong to him with my whole body, mind, and soul, forever.”

She takes a full thirty seconds just to stare at me, eyes wet with worship, after she says this. Madison and Zara stroke me as she does and it’s everything I can do not to cum right there. 

No one, not a fucking soul, dares to interrupt Sasha or ask to her move the explanation along. They all know their place.

Eventually, Sasha continues. 

“My darling, perfect, incredible man here can make any change he wants to reality as we know it. He has a wishing stone. I must admit to some fogginess in my head about it, but I’m fairly certain he’s the reason we’re all here right now. Isn’t that right, darling?”

I nod.

“So, you’ve made me this fabulously wealthy my entire life? You ensured I had nothing but wealth, glamour, and the worship of you filling my brain for the entirety of my existence, leading me to use all my power and influence to ensure that the women here, today, were as gloriously sexy and submissive as possible?”

I nod again. 

“You see? Because of him, I’m the world’s wealthiest person, and the most beautiful.”

“You were already the most beautiful,” I correct her. “But now you’ll always be that way.”

“Oh, yes. That. Have you noticed how I don’t age? How I look exactly the same as I do since I was eighteen? Isn’t that marvelous? I don’t have to worry about aging, or gaining weight, or wrinkles, or flab, or stretch marks, or any of that plebe-stuff. I’m just better, all the time. And it’s because of my darling husband.”

A chorus of excited whispers fill the room. Every single woman stares at me with wet, abject worship and need.

“And he can change more. So much more. And he loves it when I suggest things.”

Oh fuck. Here it comes. I start to try to shut Sasha down, but Madison slides down and across my lap, sliding my cock into her incredible mouth and quickly massaging my cockhead with her trembling esophagus. Zara, jealous but cooperative, coos and pumps Madison's mouth up and down by holding her thick hair. 

“There's just so many possibilities. Gosh, like, wouldn’t it be amazing if every girl here was a princess or a queen, darling?” Sasha suggests. “They could each have a little theme, couldn’t they? One could have a little regency where they do nothing but rule over the ruby trade, and another emeralds, another sapphires...” She is closer now, smiling, and uses her fingers to gently guide Madison's head. She doesn’t have to, Madison is incredible at sucking my cock all by herself, and Zara is already helping, but all of them and me enjoy it immensely. “...Of course, they all pay tribute with seventy-percent of their profits and stones to me, but that would still leave them billionaire queens, wouldn’t it?”

It’s hard to speak. She fucks me up so much. Aren’t I in charge? Do I fucking care? 

“What if,” Sasha says excitedly, “each of you girls came up here and made a little suggestion to your new Master? He’ll grant your wishes, I promise. All you have to do is turn him on. He loves it when girls love themselves and their own beauty, like I do...and of course he loves me.”

“Mistress,” Zara raises a hand. “May I go first?”

Sasha claps her hands together excitedly. “Of course! My favorite blonde. Please. Show the rest of them how it's done.”

Every girl looks on with total jealousy. This is starting to feel like some ploy, like Zara and Sasha have had this planned for forever. But...it's just one wish, and that's all, right? How much could it be?

Zara bends herself over on the table before me. She’s thoughtful enough to leave her painfully tight dress down so I can push it up myself and explore the perfectly sculpted, exquisite shapes of her legs and ass. Her pussy, decorated in luxury black lace panties, is soaking wet. 

“I want it.” She looks back at me. “I want your cock...I want your power. I want the wealth. Please...I want you to give me more...I know I'm pretty enough to deserve it, aren't I?”

My thoughts feel thick. Sasha is whispering something in my ear I can't make out. I think I made Madison too fucking good at sucking cock.

“What?” I try to gather myself. 

The other cheerleaders gather up on the table to watch, all of them on their hands and knees. I groan. The entire conference room is swimming in submissive pussy pheromones.

“What if your seed was addictive, my King?” says Zara. “I wish it was.”

I stand up, trying to focus. Instead I just jam Madison's head into Zara's hot, exposed rear as I grope it and rip away her panties. Zara's tits hit the table, crushing them in that perfect way. I stop trying to hold onto control. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I nod. “I wish that too.”

Madison, on her knees, suddenly sucks harder. More urgent. More passionate. Sasha, at my side,  grinds her cunt more insistently on me. 

Where did my clothes go? I had a suit on. I'm just naked muscles now. Zara is so fucking hot. I don't care. 

“Oh, here's one,” says Zara. “Master, what if your sperm changed us? Made us hotter, younger, and tighter for you all the time? So that no matter what, we were always getting sexier for you? I wish it was that way”

My cock already makes women become the perfect fit for me, but this suggestion goes beyond that, improving their beauty as well. 

Grunting, precum spurting everywhere, I push Madison off my cock and slide into Zara's waiting, hot body. She's so tiny and flexible that she turns and kisses me desperately as I bend over on top of her, grabbing my hands to run across her thick, milk-leaking tits. 

“I wish that too,” I groan. “Yeah. Yeah.”

Wasn't it supposed to just be one wish? But then, I haven't stopped fucking Zara yet. So why would she stop asking for wishes?

“Your empress,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “You remember what I said about precious stones. Your empress of emeralds. And rubies. And sapphires. And always has been. I wish that was Zara. She's such a perfect fit.”

Her pussy is so unbelievably tight it takes my breath away. What the fuck are they doing in Sweden? Good lord. 

“But...you...Madison...”

“Your Goddess?” Sasha purrs. “Your High Priestess? I think we are secure in our positions. I just wish Zara was the Empress of all Rare Stones, as we discussed.”

Didn't she say that responsibility would be shared?

Zara wraps her legs around me, pulling me tighter, screaming in pleasure. I'm melting her mind with one cum after another. The cheerleaders around her are, appropriately, cheering her on. 

Oh, fuck it.

“I wish that too.”

Instantly, Zara is layered in jewelry. She wears a tiny ruby waist chain. Her blond hair is longer, a net of sapphires highlighting the gold underneath. Teardrops of emeralds appear around her neck, decorating her clavicles and cleavage. 

“What if,” Zara moans, orgasming again, her azure eyes wild and delirious. “you were the only man? The only virile man, I mean. What if all future generations were derived entirely from your seed?”

Sasha likes that a lot. “Oh my god. Yes. Everyone completely dependent on you and you alone. We could sell your seed for millions of dollars a vial. Only the richest would be able to afford it...” she smiles, grinding and kissing and whimpering. “And only beautiful women will be rich in our world. Won’t that be amazing?”

I’ve just become a wish pump for Sasha and Zara; I do not fucking care. Every wish she has me make further reinforces her twisted view of what the world should be, and it’s so thoroughly evil that it should make me sick. Instead, I’m just lost in the way she’s looking at me, dreamy-eyed, like a heartsick teenager with the biggest crush in the world, while I fuck a woman who isn’t her. 

She loves that I’m fucking Zara, loves that I’m spreading my seed around to other fertile women, loves that her Man is so masculine and strong that he takes whoever he wants. 

And she loves—absolutely loves—that she gets first pickings of my seed at any time, and gets to dictate the terms of my harem to her delight. 

“I wish that too.”

Cumming explosively, I grip Zara’s hips hard. Madison and Sasha, clutching me tight, cum with me at my insistence and power. The entire room of beautiful women feels like it melts into me, cumming when I do, all of them moaning and gasping with orgasmic delight at the fact of my seed spilling into a fertile belly.

For several minutes, all of us just push into one another. A pile of beautiful, perfectly-designed bodies. The entire harem leaning in on me, aching for me, whispering. 

Master...You’re the one...You’re the King...We Love You...We Always Loved You...

And through it all I embrace Sasha and Madison, my two top girls, letting their plush lips against my skin calm my heart beat and bring me back down to something resembling reality. 

I’ve just bankrupted the sperm bank of humanity; holy shit. I can’t imagine that’s going to be good. Maybe I should undo it? Maybe I should...

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of the only true man in the whole world,” says Sasha, kissing my chin.

“The only one,” says Madison, kissing her mother even as she kisses my chest and neck. “We're such lucky, lucky girls.”

What was I thinking about? 

Zara turns, moaning, wrapping her legs around me once more. She is clearly ready to go again, to claim more of my seed for herself and, in doing so, deny others the same privilege. The sweaty flush of her skin pulls me in; I ache immediately to give her what she wants. 

“What if,” Sasha purred, stroking my cock right over Zara’s cunt, “you were even more powerful? Think of it, darling. Think of how much we—"

“Enough!”

There’s an incredible flash of light and a sound of thunder—an explosion in the conference room that reverberates through the entire office. Several windows shatter. The walls crack. 

Two illustriously gorgeous, alien beings emerge from the smoke, blue electricity crackling all around them. Both wear some kind of skintight armored leotard; one wears white, the other black. They look almost like humans, but are taller, tinier in the abdomen, their limbs longer, and their faces without age. 

The one wearing white steps forward. “No more. By the High Counselor, you have to stop this madness!” She waves a hand at me, and something invisible constricts itself around my mouth and throat. “This is not why we gave you this power.”

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Galactic Harem
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I’m supposed to be having a very serious conversation. Crazy-beautiful perfect-bodied humanoid aliens have just taken away my ability to make wishes, and they look real pissed off. 

But. 

I’m sitting on a couch with Madison and Zara calmly and adroitly attending my cock. Both of them are dressed in magnificent regalia, befitting their stations as my High Priestess and Empress. Decked out in rare stones. Plunging-neckline gowns with hip-high slits, more like suggestions than pieces of clothing. Madison my chestnut-haired fuckpet. Zara my golden blonde regal doll. Their mouths and hands trading spots effortlessly, keeping my mind thick with arousal even as I pour load after virile load down their throats. Each one is hot, sticky, thick, and voluminous. The extra seed seems to melt into their skin, making them shine like the finest possible body cream.  

They’re addicted to me, now. And getting hotter with each load. Bustier. Tighter. Taller. Sexier. Every part of them right down to the smallest atom and quark redefining itself based on pleasure for me.

Their lips—lips that have never touched another, that have spent their whole lives aching and preparing and needing to service my cock and my cock alone—do just that, worshiping my thick meat with wet kisses and long tongue-heavy slurps. Their moans are the only sound in the penthouse as the aliens fiddle with some devices in their hands. I don’t know what they’re doing, exactly, but I think it’s keeping a lid on what’s happening here. Shutting down communications. Stealthing their ship. Keeping the door barred with big masses of invisible energy.

Standing behind me and leaning over with her tits against my head, Sasha whispers her devotion to me, her surety in my supremacy, and her need to see me fill both alien girls with my cum until they beg to belong to me forever. 

“It will be so easy, my King. So easy, just like everything is for you. They will fall to you. They won’t be able to stop themselves. They need you. We all need you.”

Her accented, heated voice is layered with the beautiful collapses of several realities of herself, each one more beautiful and arrogant and wealthy than the last. She is everything to me. Making her wet, making her mine is pretty much all I think about. And even with as much as I want to fuck these two gorgeous alien broads, I want to fuck and enslave them even more knowing it’s what Sasha wants. 

Madison, my darling little evil babe and Sasha’s adopted daughter, chokes as I hold her down on my cock, emptying another heavy load down her throat. Zara, watching jealousy, smiles with criminal intensity as Madison slowly turns purple from the lack of air to her system. It would turn her on to watch Madison be choked even more, because everything I do turns Zara on. She’s hot enough to melt stars and she’s that obsessed with me. 

A wave of slow, angry clarity fills me even as I fill Madison. I push her off of me, slide upwards without sitting quite so deeply in Sasha’s grasp, and sit up straight. Then, thinking for a moment, I push Zara down between my legs for her to go to work. 

I’ve really got to focus. 

The two aliens in front of us step closer, looking ready to talk. I breathe in deep, trying to ignore the world-class beauty making out with my cock like it’s a soldier come home from war. 

Okay, so aliens are real, and that’s a whole thing. 

Honestly I suppose I should have seen it coming. What did I think was really happening? I just happen to come across some mysterious masked stranger in a dead strip mall, and they just happen to sell me a stone that can literally grant me any reality-altering wish that I’d like?

That’s the kind of thing that would only happen now, a hundred wishes in. It’s startling how quickly I forgot what normal life is like. 

Sasha already had this gigantic penthouse installed inside the stadium for me, because of course she did. By this, I mean she had it built in anticipation of my arrival in her life years ago, and continued to have it expanded, maintained, and kept sparkling clean, employing a staff of dozens to ensure that the entire ten thousand square feet space was spotless in every single nook and cranny, and always fully stocked with enough fresh groceries to feed an army. 

And she did all this—was this way, thought all this, planned like this—because she begged me to wish it to be so. She’s so fucking obsessed with me that her entire brain—the brain of this unbelievably hot, immortal, raven-haired beauty—is a nuclear-powered Ferrari engine running for the sole purpose of making the world even hotter for me to rule with her at my side. She begs me to make wishes to give her and myself more power, and because I’ve already wished her to be the kind of supernaturally seductive that would shame a shiver of succubi, I give in.

We are there now, in a living room that is easily ten times the size of my old apartment from several realities ago; one of several such rooms of that size here. The aliens demanded a place to be debriefed, and Sasha led all of us up here to get away from the crawling cooing mess of the dozen-plus cheerleader-supermodel-goddess-queens that I had just mindfucked to eternity and back. 

It’s funny, with as much as my life must have changed for me to have the body and mind and cock I do now, I only remember my life as it was before I ever got the wishing stone. I clearly remember parts of the world that Sasha has established with all her wealth and power, but I still think of my “growing up” as without the endless luxury and privilege that Sasha ensured I had in this reality for being the world’s only “True Male.” 

Maybe it has a different effect on me because I’m the one who holds the stone? Who can say. 

The aliens in question are so fucking mind-numbingly hot that I’m a little surprised I didn’t wish them into existence. They don’t surpass my lust for Sasha, not quite, but they do come closer than anyone else has save for maybe Madison and Zara, and even surpass the two of them in some ways. 

Both of the aliens are humanoid and clearly feminine in shape; the first thought I had when I saw them was that they were some kind of hyper-evolved human from ten million years in the future. 

Each one is pale, pristinely porcelain white. Their skin, completely without blemishes or marks, is smooth and almost reflective it’s so shiny. High, pointed ears assist in the dramatic angles of their faces—pointed cheekbones, hollow cheeks, plush lips, and slicked back long hair that slides in thick tresses down to the middle of their incredibly muscled backs. One is bright golden blonde, and the other is a deep unnatural burgundy red. 

They wear sleeveless catsuits of some kind of ultra-tight material that lifts and supports and clings like spandex but has the consistency of matte leather. The immense curvature of their gravity-defying tits held in and framed by perfect scooping Queen Anne necklines. Burgundy wears blood-red black, the blonde a kind of deep ivory. Their delicately slender necks are adorned with collars, adorned in turn with alien symbols, and long gloves of that same strange material slide up past their elbows all the way down to the tips of their magnificently long fingers.

Their torsos are longer than a humans, as are their arms, but even so their bodies are mostly legs. Gorgeous, thin, miles-long legs. The thigh-gap, easily visible thanks to their skintight suits, is easily five-inches on either woman. Despite their thin stature, neither seems emaciated or starved; in fact I get the feeling that both could go toe-to-toe with any athlete in the world save for perhaps myself and Sasha.

God, I want to fuck them. I want to fuck them both and have them moan my name. Their faces, sensuous and deeply sexy, promise intimate secrets and whispered essays of love with every slight movement. 

And of course I would probably be wishing away their free will right now, but they anticipated this, numbing my vocal cords with some kind of tech so that all I can do is sort of weakly groan and moan to whatever they say. I find it really hot that they’re intelligent enough to resist my new will and power; it makes me want to fuck them all the more. 

Madison crawls back up on the couch—all my cum already absorbed into her flawless, shiny body—and snuggles into me, casually stroking my cock and whimpering for me to fuck her while Zara lovingly sucks my cock. Sasha uses one hand to stroke her daughter’s perfect, ultra-long hair, pushing her tighter against me. 

Just really quick? Madison whispers. Like before they start talking? You could get me pregnant, I bet, before they really need your attention. Would it be all right if I lick your neck while you shoot your unprotected load inside me? I mean I just want—

On and on like that, almost subaudible insane desperate urging whispers to fuck and own them as much as possible. 

I can hear, outside, security forces beginning to converge because of the panicking lusts of the cheerleader queens. It’s touching, to be honest—the loyalty they already feel toward me despite knowing me for such a brief amount of time. I suppose it’s that kind of loyalty that I’ve been aching to have from these women, from anyone, in the first place. 

Due to Sasha’s urging and the urging of the cheerleaders, I own the queens of several countries now (most countries, in fact), all of them helplessly worshipful of my Cock, and all of them supremely well-armed to destroy any opposition to their rule. 

There’s a lot of opposition; turns out, when all you do is work your populace to death so that one gorgeously hot, immortal woman and her closest associates and family have the entirety of a family’s wealth, people try to rise up again and again. Naturally, they fail, because my girls have the most well-trained militaries in the world—with lots of practice, again, because of all the uprisings.

Sasha appears to take this all in stride. She sees how I can’t speak, how I haven’t wished these beautiful creatures into submission, and remains preternaturally calm. She is a queen, an empress, and regardless of the beauty these beings possess and the majestic grandeur of the wide-ranging universe they represent, they remain little more than specks of dirt to her up until the point that they—in her mind—inevitably submit to my will. 

I’m a little less certain than Sasha, if only because her vocal chords aren’t immobilized. 

“So,” she says. “Ladies. Who are you, besides rather rude guests?” 

She asks the question raising a perfect eyebrow and sliding deeper against my back, sliding her hands down my massive marble-cut chest and sliding a hand across Madison’s jaw. 

“It hardly matters to you,” says Burgundy. “We’ll be out of your lives soon enough.”

Sasha nods at Madison, who in less than instant goes from grinding her hot body against mine to attacking the two. She takes a table lamp and smashes it over Burgundy’s head to absolutely no effect. 

Burgundy, in turn, picks up Madison with one hand by the scruff of her neck and pulls out a metal square with a hostile red-flashing end, and shoves it into Madison’s throat. The square flashes furiously red, letting out a blast of heat that leaves a scorching trail on the wall behind Madison and even flash-burns her shadow into the suddenly flaming, close-to-collapsing wall behind her. Then she tosses Madison down to the ground. 

“Now,” Burgundy says. “Do what we want, wish for exactly what we say, or else—”

She stops suddenly as Madison gets up and scurries back into me, resuming her stroking and grinding.

Sorry, Daddy, she whispers. Sorry. We had to try.

Sasha strokes her, letting her know she did well. 

“...that was enough energy to blast a hole in a starship,” Blonde says, stunned. “What did you do to her?”

“The same thing he did to all his girls,” says Sasha, smiling beautifully. “So why don’t we talk?”

“You bitch.” 

Burgundy advances on Sasha—Madison and I both tense up to keep her away, and my rising cock lifts Zara off the ground—but the Blonde grabs her partner’s arm. 

“Don’t be rude, Freya,” says Blonde. “My name is Aurelia, Inquisitorial Archeologist. Obviously, she is Freya, of the Order of Broken Stones.”

Sasha is unimpressed. “Obviously.”  

“Why are you here?” Madison asks. 

Madison is much more upset than Sasha; less refined in her zealotry. Her fury is palpable; I can see the tortures in her mind already being devised for doing any kind of harm to her perfect Master. She’s waited for me her whole life, at least in this reality, and now these two alien broads are screwing it up!

Aurelia sighs. “We’re harvesters, I guess you could say.”

“She is,” Freya rolls her eyes. “I’m a warrior.”

“Yes. She’s a warrior. And normally the way we harvest is primarily through our warriors. They capture, and we retrieve.”

Oh, good. As long as we’re explaining everything. I roll my eyes. This elucidates nothing. 

Sasha feels my frustration, massaging more intently. “What is it that you harvest, exactly?” 

Despite their opaqueness, I have a feeling I already know.

“Genetic material,” says Aurelia. “Breeding material. The genetic material of your species is incredibly valuable to us. We don’t have any more males of our race, but the seed of your species is such a close match that we can use it as a substitute.”

Sasha raises a perfect eyebrow. “You mean...sperm?”

“Yes. We require your sperm.”

Zara giggles, licking my cock. Madison matches her giggle, squeezing me tight, and Sasha laughs richly as she understands the issue. 

“So his sperm, then?”

“That’s the problem, isn’t it?” Freya snaps. “You lunatics. We can monitor the virility of the entire planet; it’s how we got here in the first place. You weren’t supposed to use the artifact for sterilizing everyone but him, even if he is absolutely hot, and—”

Aurelia tsks, grabbing Freya, putting a finger to her mouth. They share a long look, raising eyebrows and daring the other to take control. 

While they’re distracted, I slip the wishing stone into Sasha’s hands. Right away, she smiles in her utterly perfect way. I used to jerk off to that smile twenty times a week, staring helplessly on my computer screen. Now, it’s just for me.

Perhaps you might think it’s insane, slipping a stone of apparently infinite reality-bending power into the hands of a mindfucked slave. What if she wants to take revenge somehow?

But of course, I know she won’t. She loves what she’s become. She adores that all her power, all her beauty and talent and wealth, exists as nothing more than as a vector of worship for my supremacy over her and every other being on the planet. 

It’s why I love her. Even if somehow I could manage to take away my control of her—which I never could, because she would hate not having me and because I would loathe not having her—she would re-wish probably 99% of what I asked for.

She might not have focused on me specifically for the Ultra Alpha Male to rule everything...but, well, that’s they’re my wishes.

“As soon as you have that figured out, ladies,” Sasha interrupts their bickering, “I wish you were my Master’s willing, eager servant girls, desperate for his cum and approval.”

They both turn to address Sasha. United in their opposition. 

Aurelia smirks. “That won’t work,” she says, pointing a thumb at Freya, who waves the chunky dial-heavy device in her hands. “We thought of that. Please don’t assume we’re stupid.”

“We’re screening your wishes,” says Freya. “There’s a frequency that, if close enough, can shut down the emissions from the stone. We did have the stone itself interred in a vault surrounded by tens of thousands of such emitters, but then someone decided we should break thousands of years of tradition and law to—”

“Hush,” Aurelia hisses. “We’re on the same side, Freya.”

Freya falls quiet, clenching her fists. Sasha and I exchange a glance. Part of what makes beauty so dramatic is that it is endlessly suggestive as opposed to the monotony of ugliness—she can communicate with just a glance her desire to try and overpower Freya and take the device out of her hands. 

I shake my head. 

There’s no way to take the device and use it with any certainty. What if there’s something that explodes their ship, or destroys whatever the off-button is for this thing on my throat?

“You know,” Sasha crosses around the couch and sits on the couch, guiding Zara deeper up on my cock, “he only cums when he wants?”

Freya and Aurelia frown. They didn’t know that. 

They don’t know the wishes I’ve made. That’s something. 

“In that case, let me be clear,” says Sasha. “This is my planet. My home. My husband. My life which you are invading. It’s clear you have the upper hand. But it also seems clear to me I have something you want. So what will it take to make you leave?” She slides her hands across my neck, staring dreamily. “If it’s a simple matter of fucking my darling, please make no mistake—I don’t mind in the slightest. If you want his seed, come and get it. Why not?”

Something happens then that surprises me. 

Aurelia’s knees obviously buckle. 

She wants me. 

I can’t believe I didn’t notice it before. Of course. Their alien physiology is better at hiding it than human women—but she’s dying to jump on my cock and feel it bulge her tight, long abdomen. 

Freya is harder to read. Harder all over, in fact. A natural warrior. She is all duty, all business.

I wished for myself to be Sasha’s dream man. That’s the extent of my obsession with her. And of course, Sasha’s dream man is so handsome, hunky, attractive, and studly that he could make even alien pussy wet. The constant stream of permanently-aroused pheromones leaking from Zara, Madison, and Sasha’s bodies can only help that cause, as can the brain-fogging musk of my precum, cum, and cock. 

“Well?” Sasha asks, pressing the advantage. “Fuck him. It’s obvious you want to. You have my permission.”

“We do not require your permission,” Freya snaps. “We need more than just him. We have quotas to fill. We need a planet of cum.”

Aurelia puts an arm on Freya, once again trying to calm her. She sits down on the loveseat across from Sasha and locks eyes with her. And flushes. Because she’s locking eyes with the living definition of human beauty. 

“First,” she says, casting a sidelong glance at Freya. “Thank you. I appreciate that we can talk this over. And you are right that we both have something the other wants.”

Sasha nods, waiting. Tilting her jaw just so. She’s such a fucking regal empress. My cock grows inside of Zara and watching Sasha’s face so intently it’s all I can do to not cum again. 

“My position here...doing this kind of thing,” says Aurelia. “It’s a recent promotion.”

“Very recent.” Freya looks away.

Her sneer is so hot. I want to fuck her while she sneers at the whole globe. 

“Therefore,” Aurelia continues, “it’s a bit tenuous. I do want this to go well. I am willing, for the sake of peace and expediency, to eschew our normal process.”

Sasha raises an eyebrow. 

“Why can’t you just wish yourself some males with the stone?”

“Using the stone is heresy,” says Freya. “And even giving it to a heathen like you to use is highly suspect and questionable.”

“Yes, I’m sure your high-and-mighty attitude about sitting back and letting me do everything I have done so far will get you off the hook under the tribunal of the High Counselor.” Aurelia rolls her eyes. “She’s a real stick in the mud.”

Sasha and Madison exchange a bemused look, and both of them look with favor at Aurelia. 

“I’m curious,” says Sasha, “what is your normal mode of operations?” 

Aurelia gestures for Freya to go ahead. 

“Normally,” says Freya, her face showing a new fervor I also find deeply attractive, “we start wars. It’s easy to do most of the time. Every race in the galaxy finds us unstoppably sexy. And we happen to like it when blood is spilled in our name. The warriors among us, I mean.” 

It’s easy to see why, to all of the above. I know I wished away most of my soul and everything, but I’d have very little issue killing a whole lot of people to fuck Freya. And she just looks like the kind of evil broad who gets off on the suffering of others. I’ve come to know the type. 

“A wink here,” Freya explains, “a smile there, and pretty much everyone just falls all over themselves dying to please us. We have special operatives for it. That’s what she—” she jams her thumb at Aurelia, “—is supposed to do. I’m just clean up, after most of the fools have destroyed themselves.”

“But,” says Aurelia, “I wanted to try something different. Something without all the bloodshed.”

Freya scoffs. “And look where that got us!”

“It was working fine,” says Aurelia. “You were moving right along to where we projected. You’ve turned yourself into the epitome of all that is male and hot and attractive and muscles and big cock sucked on by—” She pauses, breathing, swallowing. Realizing that she had started to babble. “You put yourself slowly more and more in control of every faculty of humanity through the instant accumulation of wealth and power. Once holding a little bit of power, you needed more and more to protect it, and then more to protect that, and so on.” Her gorgeous face becomes pink with fury. “But then you went and fucking wished for every human man alive but you to be sterile! You imbecile!”

Hearing the recounting of her wishes come to life, Zara sucks harder and more soulfully than ever before. I can control my orgasms...but she’s making it hard to control them. My thoughts drift for a moment and I squeeze tighter onto Madison and Sasha.  

“To be fair,” says Madison, “it’s not like it was his idea.”

“Also,” says Sasha, “it’s super hot. I mean, isn’t it really sexy that I’ve got the first cum dibs on the only true male on the planet?”

This course of dialogue surprises both alien girls. 

“Yes, of course it is—” Aurelia shakes her head. “I mean no, and even if it was, like even if it really truly totally was, that’s not the point. You ruined my plan. I’m rather...rather cross with you all.”

Sasha stares at Aurelia and Freya, letting the soft sounds of Zara sucking me off fill the room. She is in no rush. Letting the slow process of their pheromones filling the nostrils of Aurelia and Freya do work.  

“I do agree with you on one point,” she says to Aurelia. “There’s no reason for all this...violence.” She points to the broken furniture and the burn on the wall and floor. “Our desires are not opposed. They are merely...not yet parallel.”

Freya sits down next to Aurelia on the couch. They sit very close. Their legs touching. Freya intently watches Zara worshiping my cock. It occurs to me that they haven’t seen my cock in all its glory very much yet. 

Aurelia touches Freya’s thigh, examining Sasha. “What do you have in mind?” 

“You need not listen to her,” Freya hisses. “I can tell you how to handle this. We kill them, all of them, and harvest the male, and—”

“You already tried to kill one!” Aurelia shook her head. “We have to work with them or else use the stone ourselves. There is no third choice.”

Freya, a bit cowed by Aurelia’s sudden intensity, stands back up and paces over near the window. 

“Go on,” says Aurelia.

“Tell me exactly what it is you’re proposing. Clearly.” Sasha’s jaw sets. “Without any more...back story.”

“One of you has to take the stone and wish things back to the way they were. That’s it. It can be you.”

“You mean,” Sasha’s voice took a dangerous edge, “before I am who I am now? Before I was so thrillingly and perfectly and immortally in love with my man?”

Freya and Aurelia know they can’t hurt Sasha. And if they throw her in the vacuum of space or something else to dispose of her, it’s not like they’re going to get anyone else on earth to do something that would explicitly displease her. There are, now, because of her wishes made my command, vast underground dungeons the size of continents full of those who displeased Sasha in the tiniest of ways. 

“All we want is to be able to milk the men of this planet and take their seed for our reproductive purposes," Aurelia explains. “Surely, with the stone, there’s any number of ways for that to happen without upending the life you’ve led?”

“You could just put them all in farms and grow them like cattle,” says Freya. “We do that a lot on other planets.”

Aurelia ticks ideas off a long finger. “You could make them love it to keep down the threat of uprisings.”

“Or you could make them hate it just to enjoy their misery.” Freya bites a lip, staring out the window. I see her squirm a bit. 

Oh, she is definitely my kind of girl.

“So the deal you’re proposing,” says Sasha, “is to wish for the men of this planet to have their virility back. Or,” she puts a finger on her perfect, plush lips, “Or to be even more virile than ever, perhaps? To really sweeten the pot for you.”

Aurelia nods. “Yes. Although you would need to wish also to want to farm them out to us. For that to be a basic drive to you, like shelter or water or clothing. So that there would be no misunderstandings in the future when perhaps you thought you had some sort of an advantage.”

Sasha gestures to indicate she heard this. “And in exchange,” she continues, “you’ll leave us alone otherwise. I’ll continue to be wealthy and gorgeous and eternally young and beautiful, as will the rest of my Master’s harem. And he’ll be the invincible conquering god we all know him to be. And you continue your wonderful cause of a galactic matriarchy, conquering in the name of beauty and aesthetics?”

“Yes,” Aurelia nodded. “We can allow that.”

I see Sasha’s jaw tighten ever so slightly. Almost imperceptible, except perhaps to one who had studied her image for years at a time like myself. That word—allow—struck her in exactly the wrong way, and I knew that our path was sealed from then on. 

I catch her gaze, and guide it down to Zara on my cock—pushing the blonde back ever so slightly before she whimpers and slides up deeper. She’s babbling in tongues against my meat. Have I mentioned she’s hot enough to power an entire fucking universe by herself?

Sasha nods. She gets it.

“It’s just quite difficult for me,” says Sasha, “to wish for anything that would harm my man. I’m sure you understand. Girls as attractive as you must have romantic partners?”

Freya blushes furiously, looking at Aurelia and then looking away. 

“Actually,” says Aurelia, “we’re forbidden from such partnerships. Mating is a very...technical process for us. Lifelong partnerships are common, but romantic relationships are seen as quite taboo, as they initiated the cataclysm that led to so much of our current situation...the harvesting and all of that.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You see, the wishing stone, in the wrong hands of course, meant—”

“I think she can figure out what it meant,” says Freya. “She’s practically the prototype for the Great Betrayer.”

Aurelia rolls her eyes and continues. 

“We’re an incredibly sexual species. We mate for life, often with numerous partners, just to keep up with our own voracious erotic demands. Just...”

“...Not for breeding.”

Sasha, holding court, is a sight to see. She pushes Zara backward on my cock, and Zara dares not disobey. 

“Naturally, you have to protect your race. That only makes sense to me. I am happy to wish that into being.”

“Well.” Aurelia huffs. “Thank you. I’m glad you’re being reasonable.”

“Only...” Sasha smirks, and reveals my cock entirely, pushing Zara to one side. It’s covered with Zara’s slobber and my precum. 

Freya moans, and immediately walks back over to sit next to Aurelia again. Both of their jaws slowly slacken and drop. Their eyes affixed. Awe-struck.

“...I mean, I do wish to be very open with you,” says Sasha. “My feelings of compersion are rather intense. And I am sure my darling husband finds you deeply attractive. You’re both gorgeous. Seeing my perfect husband with beautiful women pleasing him sexually excites me considerably. So call me interested. Are you...at all...attracted to him?”

Aurelia and Freya both swoon visibly, which only makes my cock harder, which makes them swoon harder again.

“It’s just, you know. You need male seed. And you mentioned that he is so ‘absolutely hot.’ I just must think that your species has some predisposition to wanting to mate with ours. And since my darling husband is the living manifestation and embodiment of all that is male and masculine, and you two are both so clearly fertile and fuckable, I thought you might find him attractive.”

Gobs of drool fill Aurelia’s mouth. She’s having trouble forming words, just looking at my cock. I’m so hot that this brilliantly sexy extraterrestrial babe is going bimbo just from looking at my manhood; it’s a nice feeling. 

Freya keeps it together a little bit better. “You don’t...quite understand,” she gulps. “We don’t really mate the way you do. Because our race is entirely female, we...we use vats. Technology. We grow them and...”

“Except the elites,” Aurelia moans, edging closer to my cock. “They get to fuck. They get their own special stock they get to enjoy whenever they want.”

“It’s irregular for anyone of our standing to mate like you describe.”

The easiest route from their seats to my cock is crawling forward. It’s only about a five foot distance. They drop onto their knees, giving me an easy view of their cleavage. Aurelia tugs the half-willing Freya along.

“Yes, but not illegal,” says Aurelia. “We just could never afford it. And look at that thing. Have you ever thought that you might lock your lips around such a pure specimen of masculine perfection?”

Freya bites her lip and shakes her head. “We...we shouldn’t...”

“We’ll change it all back. Right?” Aurelia looks at Sasha. “You’ll wish it all back for us?”

She smiles her perfect smile. “Naturally. I believe in your cause, as I said.”

“You see? So when else will we ever have the chance?” Aurelia pulls herself closer to my knees, yelping just slightly as I make my cock throb and pulse and pump out another load of precum between her and Freya. “Just do it with me, okay? We’ll do it together. That way, it will go faster. We’ll make him cum in no time, and just have some of that seed for ourselves.”

Freya is completely willing now. Glistening hot sweat covers her brow. “Y-you’ll...you’ll take a sample.” I can feel her breath against my cock. Her lips millimeters away. “Save some. For study. So that this i-is...official...”

Her voice fades as she slips into my cock, kissing and licking and sliding her tongue up and down. Very quickly, Aurelia joins in. 

The two of them, their tongues entwined, make my body shudder with pleasure. Their hands slide up my thighs and begin to work in perfect unison. One strokes and circles up from the base to the head, as the other works on increasing the intensity of their shared task; capturing every drop of cum so that it can be sampled and studied by her studious mouth. 

Sasha fervently cheers them on, urging them to finish the job and slurp it down greedily. 

“That’s it, girls.” She’s almost matronly. “You’re doing so well. He’s going to cum any second for you...”

Sasha knows I can cum whenever I want—she wants me to delay it, make it go long—and I agree. My cum is addictive now. And even if these gorgeous alien beings aren’t strictly human, they’re like us enough to be able to be bred by my cum, so I imagine they can certainly become addicted to it. 

And it plays out with the way they suck and serve me. At first they are gentle and inquisitive, almost romantic. But it comes needful, aching, their bodies shaking and quivering with moans of unadulterated pleasure as I shoot more and more precum down their throats and across their faces and hefty bosoms. Meanwhile Sasha and Madison groan and grind against my side, with Zara having shifted behind me and resting my head in her big, hefty, lactating tits. 

The room is filled with sounds of moans and slurps as Aurelia and Freya work together devour my cum, their tongues meeting in the middle for one final kiss before Madison and Sasha push their heads together and make them use their lips to jack me off. 

Sasha watches with amusement, licking her lips in anticipation of what is to come. 

“Oh, god...he’s going to do it, I can tell...” Sasha moans. 

I could have cum at any time—but I follow her lead, and start to shoot my heavy, sticky seed into these alien beauties. 

They swallow me down with gusto, eagerly swallow every precious drop that oozes out of me, as if they’re consuming forbidden fruit. Their eyes shining with pleasure as they greedily slurp down my cock and its addictive, body transforming gift.

My body thrums with pleasure. All through the aftershock of my orgasm I am biting Sasha’s shoulders, rubbing my face into Madison’s shoulder and hair, rolling back my skull into Zara’s tits. It’s good to be the king. 

In the silence that follows, there is only Aurelia and Freya’s soft, eager licking. Addicted. They need every drop of my cum they can get. Their eyes are glassy. They look stoned.

“Now,” says Sasha, “I suppose I’ll wish all this back...”

“No!” Freya shouts.

Aurelia looks at her, stunned. 

“No, you can’t, I mean...” Freya slides a hand through the thick beauty of her hair. “...let’s not go crazy, here. We only just got to taste it, and...”

“Freya,” Aurelia whispers. “Are you sure? Maybe we should...back off. I mean, it’s so good, and the scripture teaches us—”

Freya takes Aurelia by the back of the head—so much stronger than her—and pushes her slippery, eager mouth over my still-hard cock. 

“I don’t give a fuck what you think about scripture, you heretic bitch,” she snaps. “Take his fucking cum and shut the fuck up!”

Aurelia is surprised, off-guard, but not unwilling. And especially not after I immediately shoot another hot jet of addictive, form-changing cum down her throat. Her alien physiology is resistant to what I can offer, but not immune. I cum again, and again, and again, bulging her esophagus from the hot, frequent loads I empty down her throat.

When Freya finally lets her up for air again, Aurelia is covered in sticky hot seed from her lips to her collarbones. Freya licks her passionately, tasting as much of me as she can. 

“What were you saying, dear?” says Sasha. So patient. So wise. 

“Ungh...?” Aurelia whimpers. “Ugh. Mmmm...”

“She says that we don’t want you to wish things to return to normal,” says Freya. “We won’t screen the wish. Just...” she looks at my cock, still so titanically hard. Throbbing. Spilling more seed. Her eyes glisten with love and awe. Without looking, she flicks more inscrutable dials on her device. “...just let me taste him again.”

“I wish you girls would see things my way,” says Sasha. “Wouldn’t that make this so much nicer?”

The stone glows—and my connection with the stone lets me feel it as a portion of the soul of Zara is stripped away. Freya immediately attends to her device again and unleashes my vocal cords. 

“I’m so deeply sorry, darling,” Aurelia whispers, nudging her face into my crotch repentantly. 

“Yes,” Freya nods. “We’re sorry, Master. We didn’t...we didn’t know...”

She can’t talk anymore from my cock shoving down her beautiful, long throat. 

Sasha, smiling darkly, slides into my lap and guides the traffic of Aurelia and Freya slurping and sucking and kissing on my gigantic cock. 

“Good girls,” I say, finally.

They cum automatically. Just like Sasha does when I say the same thing to her. 

“Oh darling,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “I had no idea there were such sexy girls in the universe. There’s just a whole galaxy that should belong to you, isn’t there?”

Oh boy.

* * * * *
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I wanted to name our ship The Goddess or something similar, after Sasha, but she insisted that it needed to have a name that struck the proper amount of terror and awe in the populaces of wherever we went. 

We settled on Beauty. 

It is easily half the size of Earth. I forget the exact wording of the wish that I did to make it, dozens and dozens of years and realities ago, but I asked for it to be large enough to house all the most perfect women in the galaxy comfortably. As it turns out—that’s not a whole lot of women, but each one does require quite a lot of space to feel truly comfortable, especially because Sasha insists on having at least a dozen times more space than the nearest girl underneath her, and for the elite host of women under her to have ten times the space than the nearest girls under them, and so on. 

Of course, the entire ship is mine and mine alone, and in the center of it—like a medieval castle—is an enormous throne room. Gathered inside are all my closest lieutenants, my sparkling hot force of beautiful angels with their massive glowing swords and maces, and all of my most favored brides. Of course Madison, Zara, and Sasha sit at the top of the heap—Sasha encouraged me to always keep the two of them just a bit ahead of everyone else, just like she was always ahead of them—and lounge on my throne with me. These mind-bendingly hot goddesses stroke and caress and moan and sigh in orgasmic delight at my existence. Freya is my most-favored general, and Aurelia is my Cultural Counselor (mostly this means she counsels me on how to fuck up a given culture). 

It’s a large throne, padded and comfortable, almost more like a love seat. This is because, naturally, I spend a lot of time fucking on it or being fucked on it, especially when I address my galactic kingdom. It spans thousands of systems and many more thousands of planets. 

Maybe you’re supposed to get tired of fucking beautifully perfect pussy all the time? But, I don’t know about that. I was able to look at whatever porn I wanted once upon a time, and it was usually always the same thing. 

At any rate, I wished that tendency to get tired of any of this away, though. So, I fucking love this shit. 

Today is a special day in the throne room. Today, we have guests. Or prisoners of war, I suppose you could say. A whole retinue of the Aesthete high command—all their generals, princesses, and of course their Queen. 

Today is the day of their surrender. 

The Aesthetes are the aliens. They had some other fucking name, but fuck all that. I wanted something easy to remember. Aurelia suggested it, actually—suggested with a dripping cunt the wiping away of her entire culture’s legacy—and so I made it real. 

I toyed with the Aesthetes for a long time, several years, mostly to the delight of Sasha. I fought a great many battles against them—first wishing away all their artifacts and weaponry, and ensuring that all their many weapons had only the effect of making their users see visceral hallucinatory flashes of my immense cock entering their impossibly tight virgin cunts. Several battles ended in mass surrender as their beautiful warriors could not stop begging to be fucked by me. 

Over time, just because, I made their weapons more powerful again, giving them ample opportunity to test them out on other races. 

I made it even simpler for them to use their vats to reproduce, making their numbers almost incalculably large. They genocided their way across the galaxy, gaining territory and influence and power, spreading a rule of matriarchal domination against the terror that is and has been my Endless Masculinity. A totalitarian dictatorship of endlessly flawless warriors, conquering because of me. 

But not for me. Not yet.  

In response to the threat they knew I posed, they instituted a terror state of their own, an authoritarian rule almost more cruel and draconian than anything I could have devised. Some sects, numbering millions of worlds and billions of souls, began to believe that the more they sacrificed the lives of innocents, the more my thirst for their worship would be sated, and they could hold me off by performing great acts of depravity. 

I mean, it was kind of true. 

I was just fucking fascinated to see what they’d get up to. My experiments had, both directly and indirectly, led to a race of hyper-gorgeous warrior angels becoming the kinds of cruel, callous, cock-obsessed, sneering beauties that I had dreamed about my entire life before I found the wishing stone. 

Look, I know what you’re thinking. I’m the most evil guy in the universe. I get it. 

But—but!

Several hundreds of wishes ago, I made the commitment to undo all the harm they’d done. That’s good, right?

But...but. 

Because I can undo it all, actually wishing it all better doesn’t feel like much of a priority, you know? I can make the wish at any time—I can make any wish at any time, actually. I have no end of viable prisoners that I use to suck the life or soul out of to make my dreams a reality. 

“Besides,” Sasha pointed out when I brought this up to her, “every moment that you don’t wish to undo it means you’re enjoying the suffering they dole out.” She hugged her enormous tits hard into my chest. “And that makes me so fucking wet, darling.”

Sigh. She really gets me.

She sinks into my body now, in the Beauty’s throne room, wearing a sparkling diamond gown that stretches for several dozen feet. And when I say sparkling diamond gown, I mean every thread of it is literally diamonds. I could have wished it into being, but of course, Sasha found it hotter to make peasants work for lifetimes to create it so she could wear it once and then throw it away. 

All my other girls are dressed similarly. I’ve given, taken, created, and destroyed so many planets for Zara, now wearing glimmering red, that I can’t even keep up with what she is anymore besides a blonde goddess who somehow manages to get me to give her little wishes every time she strokes my cock. They’re always hot. And Madison, in sparkling blue, is still the spitting image of Sasha, just younger and somehow more fierce and unrestrained in her evil lusts for domination of wills and minds. 

The Aesthetes have already had their last little moment. 

A few hours ago, they pulled out some wish-reversing artifact that I long ago replaced with a copy created from repurposed sea-shells. It did nothing, of course. I think it was supposed to restart the universe? Apparently total annihilation was preferable to serving my cock. 

I had wished—at Madison’s suggestion—to have all the powerful artifacts in the universe brought to me some time ago. There’s a mountain of them on the moon now, under the constant watchful eye of a thousand of my finest warriors and a million-strong legion of robotic automaton fighters. 

It’s really, really easy to have a legion of robotic automation fighters if you don’t have to worry about stuff like logistics, by the way. 

So—at the moment of the Aesthete’s last stand, after years of fighting and resistance, cornered at their home planet before a dying red sun, I wished for everyone in their fleet to slowly fall deeply into obsessive, Sasha-like love for me over the course of an hour. 

Sasha’s love for me is beyond absolute; it wraps through into the tiny microscopic places between light particles and waves; she loves me inside the center of every star in the universe; her love for me permeates inside of every second of every hour that has been since the beginning of time. 

After five minutes, each of the Aesthetes in their warships was dripping wet, aching to feel me inside of their brilliantly hot, eternally young cunts. 

An entire race of women bred to be aesthetically perfect, immortally young, and impeccably fertile. Loving me like Sasha loves me.

Can you fucking imagine? God. 

Every Aesthete in the throne room right now was exempted from that wish—I wanted to see their faces personally as I made it all go down. But they’ll be in the same kind of Sasha-like obsessive state with me before the end of this hour, now. 

And that includes their Queen. Her name is Nora. She stands at the front of the retinue, wearing an elegant pure-diamond diadem that only highlights the natural beauty of her incredible cheekbones and flawlessly smooth skin. A gown of pure white adorns her perfect, tall body, clinging to her massive tits and showcasing her incredible ass and long legs. She’s hotter than Madison. Hotter than Zara. Almost as hot as Sasha.

They didn’t really have a Queen before I came along. It was, you know, all caught up in their religiosity and bureaucracy. She was the High Chancellor of Controlled Interests or some bullshit like that, I can’t keep track of all the different fucking rulers in this galaxy. I wished for her to be known to her race as the Queen; it was just easier. 

She is built like Freya or Aurelia—impossibly tall and thin, with an incredible strength of musculature that looks like it could never be sourced from a body so slender. Her platinum silver-blond hair goes to her ankles, thick and silky soft and layered like some beauty from a 90s comic book. 

Long hair is a status symbol for the Aesthetes—I can’t remember if that’s because of a wish of mine or their own deal. It doesn’t matter. I have vague notions of making her hair prehensile, just to have some other part of her to vigorously fuck. 

Nodding, I have my angels guide her forward at gunpoint. Her every movement in her gown is pure sex. I wished for Sasha to have basically a “her” counterpart for the Aesthetes—you can imagine my excitement at seeing this spiritual sister to the woman I’ve obsessed over so much that I wished myself a galactic empire to keep up with her desire for me. 

“Hello, your Majesty. Are you ready to fulfill your destiny and serve my cock?”

“You’re despicable,” she says. “Just do what you’re going to do and get it over with. You’ll never take away the pride I have in our fight against you.”

She says this, but there is heat in her cheeks. She wants me. They always want me. And even if she didn’t, just because of the layer cake of wishes I’ve put on top of my being to be the ultimate in masculinity...I wished for her to start falling in with Sasha-level love with me three minutes ago. 

“That’s where you’re wrong,” I laugh. “I can take away anything at all I want from you. I can turn your whole life upside down.”

She shakes her head. “I would know. I would remember.”

Her nipples are hard. Tenting her gown. 

“You used to be called a High Counselor,” I said, smiling. “I wanted to fuck a Queen, though. A real Queen. I wanted to fight and beat and fuck you. We’re at two out of three.”

“I...I was born a Queen. I remember...”

“You remember what your mind told you to remember to accommodate the reality I gave to it. Your mind is very powerful. To keep you from going crazy, it gave you a narrative to follow. And I mean, it is what happened, to be fair. It just wasn’t what always used to happen. Are you catching on yet?”

“You...you can’t...” Her tits heave in her tiny gown. “...this is so wrong.”

“I’m going to fuck you no matter what you say or do, Nora. No matter what you would have ever said or done. So really, you have a decision point to make here.”

She just stares up at me, glaring. Madison, Zara, and Sasha urge tighter into my body, adding to the majesty and to Nora’s arousal.

“I understand that you think you’re being brave for your people, but you’re not. They’ll all be serving me the instant I wish it. So this is about you. You see, Sasha and I...well. We do love a beautiful woman who submits of her own accord.”

She sneers. “I would never. How dare you—”

“—Because the alternative, Nora, is that I just fuck you however I want you and then dispose of you. But Sasha, gosh. She’s an awful sadist, Nora.” 

Next to me, Sasha nods and moans an audible mmmhmmm that makes the entire membership of my harem in this massive room cum. Nora, witnessing this, falls completely silent. I would say the blood drains from her face, but really she’s just more turned on than before. 

“And your resistance will make her angry. She’ll want to punish you. So she’ll have you burning eternally in some alternative fire dimension of blades and pokers. She’ll forget about you. You’ll be trapped there, alive, forever, in pain, forever. Because we’ll be too busy being in love to ever remember to let you out or to think you’ve had enough. Heck,” I chuckle. “I could probably wish so much that I would make it impossible for you to get out just because I kept overwriting the timeline. I’d wish you to some other dimension where you would exist, but change so much here that you never existed, and so then we’d forget about you.”

The horror on her face lets me know she understands. 

“Wouldn’t it be hot,” I suggest to Sasha, “if you were the true Queen of the Aesthetes this whole time?”

“Oh!” Her face lights up. My cum instantly lands on the steps before Nora in a dazzling light display. Then she bites a lip. “Oh, yes.”

She loves it when I suggest wishes for her. I’ve been saving this one. 

“A queen in exile, maybe.” I grip Sasha’s entire tiny waist with one massive hand. “Looking for me. Aching for me. Your people needing you. Captured under the evil, vile grip of this pretender.”

“What?” says Nora. “No. No, I’m the real Queen. I’m the—”

“I came to Earth looking for genetic material to keep my royal line alive,” Sasha cuts in, thinking the narrative through. “But I couldn’t find anyone worthy, until I met you. And at that point, I had the whole planet eating out of my hand. Aching to do anything I said just to make me even the slightest bit happy. And of course, as an alien Queen, my powers of suggestion and hypnosis and mind control were too much for almost anyone...” she shudders her lips against mine. “...Anyone but you, Master.”

“No...” Nora whimpers. She falls to her knees, as do the rest of her retinue. The wish working its magic. “I never had...there’s no powers. We work hard for what we have. We train, and we study, and—”

“Of course all the girls who are loyal to me have powers of their own,” says Sasha. “An entire race of mind-controlling, hypnotic, ultra-hot beauties spreading throughout the galaxy to fuck up civilization after civilization just to adore You and You alone.”

“That’s right,” I said. “All of them horribly obsessed with me. For ages.”

“And little Nora...” Sasha pauses, sliding her gorgeous hand across Nora’s beautiful features. “Nora...hmm. Did Nora rebel against me? And try to fight against my will this whole time? Or was she assailed by her corrupt court, forced into disservice, and secretly tried to return to me this whole time so she could be my obedient, whimpering, adoring lapdog? She’s so beautiful. I think she could be another adopted daughter of mine, don’t You, Master? Or an adopted sister. I’ve always wanted a sister. But which is it?” She looks at Nora again very deliberately. “Jog my memory, sweetling. Were you a nasty little rebel who will suffer an eternity of pain and hellfire while we dance on your corpse, or were you my adoring, doting, adopted sister who was misled, and needs to be fucked back into her right mind so she’s the cruel image of dominating beauty that our Master deserves to have worshiping him?”

It is hard to understand Nora’s mumbling answer through her tears. She’s quivering with pleasure and burgeoning love. I’m so fucking hard. 

“What was that, dearie?” asks Sasha. “I couldn’t understand you. You have to say it loud.”

“I was m-m-m-misled,” she whimpers. “I’m your p-pretty sister. I can serve. I will serve. I...”

“The words you’re looking for,” says Sasha, “are that you wish it was just like I said.”

“I do,” she gulps. “I wish it was like you said, where you were the real Queen and I was your sister.”

“I wish that too,” I say, stripping away a huge chunk of Nora’s soul, until she’s nearly as sadistic and fierce as Madison. “And I wish you were eternally young and gorgeous just like your sister Sasha, and I wish that the two of you were deeply, unstoppably in love with each other, and have been this whole time, with the only person you could possibly love more than one another being me.”

The change in their demeanors is dramatic and instant.

Nora stops crying and her eyes fill with a deep admiration and love for Sasha. “I love you Sasha. I’ve never loved anyone more than I love you,” she whispers.

She crawls up the steps, righteous and confidant. Her gown changes color to a deep, lovely lavender. Her entire retinue and their outfits change into dramatically more sexy versions of themselves—uniforms with incredibly low cuts and high hemlines. 

Sasha smiles happily and pulls Nora up and into a tight embrace on my lap. “I love you too, sweetling."

Nora looks up at both of us in awe, admiration and love. 

Sasha smiles and takes my hand in hers. “I think that’s exactly what we all want. A beautiful, twisted love triangle. A beautiful family who will stay together forever.”

Nora spreads her legs as I and Sasha guide her down onto my cock. She’s so fucking tight. She is impossibly tight. Galactically tight. She cums—right away. They always do. 

“Yes,” I say fervently, looking deep into Sasha’s eyes. “Together. Forever.” 

As I begin thrust deep into Nora, kisses and moans escape her heavenly lips. Sasha and Nora moan as I grab their asses tight, their slick cunts making my fingers wet and sticky. 

“Forever,” Sasha and Nora whisper together.

It becomes a chant for the entire throne room. The gathered representatives of all my conquered races, my most elite of elite harems, moaning and begging. A mass of impossibly hot flesh pushing in toward the throne, all these incredibly powerful girls on their knees. Crawling for me. 

"Forever," they chant in unison. Orgasmic. "Forever...Forever..."

The chant crescendos until the walls of the ship shake with our pleasure.

Nora’s passionate moans and the pleasure coursing through me increase as my thrusts become more intense. 

“Please,” she whispers. “Please make me your slave. I will obey your every command, I will be loyal and devoted to you for the rest of my life. Please, please take me as yours.” 

Sasha smiles and leans in towards Nora, letting her tongue trace Nora’s earlobe as she gently caresses her back. 

"Oh, Daddy, Daddy," Sasha whispers. Her face so close against mine. Conspiratorial. 

Oh fuck. Here it comes. 

"I love my new sister so much. Don't you?"

I groan, nodding. Sasha gyrating and flexing her body to help Nora fuck up and down my massive cock. The bulge evident in Nora's abdomen. 

"I wish you loved her as much as you loved me, Master."

Oh...oh fuck. 

That's too much. That's...that's insane. That's...

"I wish you loved her the same way you loved me, darling. Please?"

I can feel my orgasm building up inside of me. I have to cum so fucking bad. I never have to cum like this anymore, and I have to now. Sasha has me against a wall and she knows it. 

"Please?" Nora whispers. "Please? Forever?"

"Forever," Sasha nods and nuzzles her gorgeous face against mine. "Forever...Forever..."

They both keep chanting. I'm so fucking lost. 

"I wish that too."

Instantly, my heart feels like it triples in size, filling with love for Nora. Not only at her impossible beauty, but everything about her. Her sadistic heart. Her love for Sasha and for me. Her obsession. Our triple-pronged obsession for one another. Even the knowledge that Madison or Zara have been with us longer, perhaps more deserving in that way, makes it even hotter for me and makes my love burn brighter. 

I’m fucking one Queen of the Galaxy with the other Queen urging me on, and I am fucking obsessed with both of them, and they are obsessed with me.

“Fuck her, Master,” Sasha moans. “Fuck my sister. Fuck my sister. Oh my god, fuck her, fuck my sister please!”

“Give me your babies,” she moans. “Your twins. Your triplets. Fill me up. Make me yours. Yours—yours, forever!”

With one final thrust I explode into a blissful state of pleasure, filling Nora with the heaviest load of cum I can ever remember delivering—and at the same time I see Nora collapse in my arms in a state of ecstasy as well, both of us now bound together forever by love and obsession.

Slowly...very slowly, my mind unglues a bit from the pleasures of the flesh. Nora and Sasha cling tight to me. Somehow, Madison and Zara got knocked off the throne. I don't care. 

So I’m the King of the Galaxy. I try to think back. Way, way back. 

This probably has gotten a little out of hand. All I wanted was Sasha, and maybe a healthy body and some money to get by. Do I really need...all this?

A planet-sized ship full of utterly corrupted cock-worshiping angels clinically obsessed with being as cruel and wicked as they can be to impress me enough so that I’ll breed them?

I mean, even in a perfect world way back when, the most I would have asked for was maybe Zara or someone like her along with Sasha. Even that feels decadent. Me, my wife, and my girlfriend, along with a boatload of money to enjoy life with. Asking for more than that is just insane, right?

I take a long, deep breath, stroking Sasha’s impossibly thick hair. She’s all I really want.

I’ll wish this all back to normal. Right now. In fact—

“—Master,” Nora interrupts my thoughts, sliding her thick lips up my cock. “Darling...would you like to see the machines we made that let us slide into other dimensions? There are so many more beauties waiting to be conquered by you. Entire realities who have always, always worshiped you...”

Sasha, cumming at this revelation, grinds against my body and grips Nora’s hair, pushing her down on my cock. “Oh, darling. We have to. We simply must. Please? You deserve it.”

Well. Yeah.

“You deserve it,” they both start to chant, even with Nora’s mouth stuffed full of my cock. “You deserve it...”

I’ll wish it all back to normal.

Eventually.

# # #
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Unprotected Fun – His Wife & Her Friend
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Looking at the screen before her, Anne felt a long drop in her stomach. Quite by accident, while performing her daily cleaning duties around the house, she started reading a message from her husband, Peter, to his best friend, Jerry.

I feel like all our life is just about the baby now. And that’s great. That’s what it should be, right? The baby is important. And god knows Anne looks hot pregnant. She’s like, barely showing, except when she wants to. She’s still gorgeous—you know how she looks. Her face is just glowing all the time, and so she’s even prettier than before. And her ass is still so toned, and her tits, oh my god. Right? They’re bigger than ever, and they were already so huge. 

But no, it’s more complicated than just how she looks. I mean, she’s fine with me jerking off. Encourages it even. But she never really seems to initiate anymore. It’s got me bummed out. I’m just not sure how into it I am anymore. Into her. This whole relationship. If our sex life had a pulse, it would be on life support. 

Fuck, that sounds awful. I shouldn’t think like that. 

Anyway. Dumb shit I say. I'll talk to you later. I promise to cheer up. 

Tears sprung up unbidden from her eyes and she turned away from the laptop, closing it back down. She set down the dust spray and cloth she had in her hands, reaching for a tissue. Before she knew it, she was bawling openly at her husband's desk. 

“That bastard,” she hissed. “That bastard. That bastard!”

She continued like this, the chant of “that bastard” resounding from her mouth over and over again, a sort of mantra to ride out the sweeping tide of hormones that pushed through her system. Slowly, after several minutes and several soaked tissues, she started to calm down, wiping her pretty face clean and sitting back in Peter’s desk chair. The chair rolled backward for a bit and she could not help but laugh. She was heavily pregnant now—nearly six months—and anything on rollers slid much more than it used to. She felt fat and flabby all the time, even though Tatiana assured her that she looked as hot as ever—if not hotter. 

Anne did have to admit she was keeping up very well in her prenatal yoga classes, and was eating healthier than ever, but she had already been a regular attendee to yoga before the pregnancy, and always had made a habit of eating well, so in a weird way she felt like that didn’t count. 

Anne worked as an graphics design artist, and had built enough goodwill and contacts in the community around her that she was able to make a steady income off of it. It had taken a few months of penny-pinching, of course, and for the first few weeks Peter scowled, never very much liking the idea of Anne working to support the household (as he, bless his heart, had some trouble at times expressing what he wanted without at least a little bit of frustration behind it). He was a man's man, and wanted to be the only one that she needed to depend on. Anne appreciated the feeling behind that—he just cared about her, and wanted to take care of her—but she was also her own person. 

As such, she worked from the home. Being a creative individual, she was prone to procrastination and self-loathing, as so many creative types often are, and frequently found herself dallying about the house, looking for messes to clean. This was how she had, in complete innocence, starting cleaning out the keyboard of her husband’s laptop. It wasn’t her fault that just because she had pressed a little too hard on the keyboard the computer went off sleep mode. And it certainly wasn’t her fault that curiosity struck her almost immediately, pulling her to find what the screen might reveal.

She stood up from the desk and took a breath. Tears completely dry now, she walked toward a nearby wall, leaning forward to stretch her calves. A good little stretch always got her mind in order.

Let’s try and view this from an objective perspective, she thought. There is a problem that exists, and it exists for both myself and Peter. As such, it was created both by myself and Peter, acting in tandem. 

Right? Okay.

So, it’s not fair to place the blame solely on him, even if he is going off and yammering on to his friends about how apparently she was worthless as a wife, and...

No. Nope! He didn’t say those things. He just said she didn’t initiate. That’s it! That’s the whole deal.

He was rather complimentary of her, in his own way. Anne wasn’t exactly proud that her husband was bragging to his best friend about the set of tits on his wife, and her tight ass, but...

Well. She sat up straighter. It did make her feel sort of nice. She spent half her time pregnant feeling like a house, so it was a welcome notion that her husband still objectified her appearance a little bit. You know, in the appropriate way. Bragging to a friend? That was okay by her. 

She couldn't have married a man like Peter, burly and brash and just a tad sexist, if she hadn't known he was going to want to view her in terms of appearance and ability as a housewife. She couldn't help it, really, if her knees melted when he took her in his thick, strong arms and called her a “babe” or a “beauty” or even some dirtier names that made her really squirm. It was just biology.

Her tits were rather huge, she noticed, looking down. And keeping their shape, even this late into the pregnancy. They swelled against the tight white tank top she had on, her cleavage a valley of mythical proportions.

An alarm dinged in the kitchen. Time for her afternoon vitamins.

In a few moments she had taken the pill bottle off from the top of the fridge and downed her daily supplement. She had a particular kind of vitamin deficiency that made it difficult for her to bear children naturally. Luckily, the doctors had caught it early—thus the pills. 

This week’s batch was different, with a whole new set of warnings and side-effects on the side. She hadn’t bothered much to read them. It was always the same—dryness, racing heartbeat, take with food and water, et cetera. Before, the pills had been in a plain white bottle, yellow with a small red trim. Now they were large—about the thickness of a pencil eraser and long as a paper clip—and purple. 

It was a Wednesday, so this was the third day of taking the new pills. They had seemed to be working quite fine. Her vim and vigor had never felt more vimorous or vigorous, she had joked to Tatiana. As they had every time she took the pills for the previous two days, she felt her blood starting to pulse a little quicker, her nipples becoming slightly erect behind her shirt. 

On the wall just past the kitchen was a photo, framed, of her in Peter's arms. It was on their honeymoon in the Ozarks, when they had rented a tiny cabin. He spent the entire five days fucking her rotten. She'd barely been able to walk. It was like now that they had been married, he felt free to unleash his masculinity on her. She worshiped him all week, sucking him off at a moment's notice, eager to show her hunk of a husband what a good wife she would make him. 

But after that, although they talked and tried, the passion had slowly...fled. Dissipated, maybe. Bit by bit, their sex life had gone down to almost zero, maybe one act a week between them. Sometimes, all that act ended up being was her cheering Peter on as he jerked off. He enjoyed that—hell, Anne enjoyed that—but it just wasn't the same as those first beautiful few weeks of marriage where she had let him know that she was little more than a whimpering, needy feminine wifepet who needed her man's strong arms and cock to feel right in the world. 
Was it any wonder, she thought suddenly, that he was feeling disillusioned? She was too.
All her husband, her mate, was really asking, she realized, was for her to be a little more forthcoming. To make sure he didn’t have to masturbate for his only sexual output. 

Quite suddenly, the thought of him jerking off struck her as quite depressing—for her. All that spilled seed, not finding its way into her clearly fertile, life-giving, curve-filled body...

As he intimated in the email, she had no trouble at all with Peter jerking off in bed beside her at night. Why not? He was horny, and she would be tired or just in a different mood. But now, thinking of him needing to cum, and her unable to help him...it seemed...unnatural. Her pregnant body swelled with needy hormones, manifesting in a physical desire to give every last drop of her husband’s cum a good, natural, warm home inside of her body one way or another. Mouth. Cunt. Asshole. She suddenly didn't care where, so long as it was in her.

Yes, she could do that. She could make sure of it. That was in her power. The thought of Peter being dissatisfied with Anne terrified her. Nothing proposed a more absolute desolation of her soul, her entire being, than that. She needed her husband. She needed her man so that she could think straight. Her child needed a father. 

She would do anything to keep Peter happy. 

So, she thought again. I don’t initiate, is that it? I can fix that problem. I can fix it right away. 

* * * * *
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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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Unprotected Fun – His Girlfriend’s Girlfriend
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The two of them looked down at the quivering, hot beauty with her legs eagerly splayed outward. She burned, like they all burned, with the desire for hot, brutal rutting. Their thoughts swam in torrents of lust.

“You know she’s not on the pill. She’s a virgin to cock, just like me.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care about any of that anymore. I want it. I want her to feel me in her. No condom. Just my cock, bare, and inside her where I belong.”

“And she wants it too. Look at her. You can hear her through the gag. She’s begging for your cock. You’re so massive. Good lord. Look at that monster you’ve got.” Wonder tinged her voice. “It’s getting even harder the more I stroke it.”

“God...” he shook his head. “How are you doing this to me?”

“You’re doing it to yourself, Sir. You want it. I just want you to have it.”

“You do, don’t you? You really want me to get her pregnant.”

“I want you to get both of us pregnant. We both do. Just...her first, that’s all. She deserves it, after all.”

“And so do you.”

“And so do you. You deserve both of us on our knees. Filled up with your seed. Marked as yours. Bred by you.”

“Mine...yes. Both of you.”

“That’s it. Spread her legs wider. God, that’s so good. Take her. Take her now, please!”

* * * * *
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Ariel rolled up the drive to the large, homey family cabin, impressed with the surrounding view. She had never been to the mountains before, despite her proximity to them back in Alder City. Now, the enormous stone features seemed to her to form into the faces of old gods, looking down on her, waiting and judging.

Well, she thought smugly. They’d have a lot to judge soon enough.

Leaning over the console, she shook Rebecca, and then shook her again. The petite, busty blond was really out of it. 

“Hey,” said Ariel. “We’re here.”

Slowly, Rebecca yawned, making a perfectly round “o” shape with her lovely, full lips. Ariel’s heart melted looking at the sight of her old, gorgeous friend, all grown-up now. Rebecca's enormous, 38E breasts strained against her tiny purple top, exposing her lovely cleavage completely. Her breasts were exquisite, and her skin the product of healthy eating and plenty of sun, and the valley between her huge tits was easy for Ariel to get lost in.

Rebecca had been exhausted upon arrival at the airport where Ariel picked her up. She mentioned something about finals, something about a party, and something about noisy kids on the plane, and then promptly passed out in the passenger seat. 

Probably something of a compliment existed in Rebecca’s complete trust of Ariel to take her where she needed to go. They hadn’t seen each other in person for more than five years, ever since Rebecca’s parents had drafted her off to boarding school. For her to trust Ariel so totally felt nice. They were both nineteen now, and at that perfect age where any sort of sexual exploration was both possible and welcome.

Ariel had the address to the cabin where they were supposed to go, and punched it into the GPS after a little finagling. She had never used one before. She hadn’t even ever used a smartphone. Waitressing didn’t pay enough for such things, and it wasn’t like her family would be giving her any money—seeing as how they didn't exist anymore, and had only left her with a crushing amount of debts to pay off.

Rebecca, though—or her parents—had put up money for a top-of-the-line rental car with all the goodies. Self-warming seats, climate control, LCD screens in the dashboard and the steering wheel—the works.

They stepped out of the car, and Ariel did a short stretch. Her tight purple-and-black hoodie wasn’t enough for the cold, brisk mountain air, and she soon found—arms stretching high overhead—that her nipples had become firmly erect. When she opened her eyes, letting out a satisfied sigh from the blood rushing back through her tendons and joints, she saw Rebecca staring at her hefty, exposed bosom. Ariel had kept the hoodie partially unzipped just in case Rebecca woke up during the car ride. Rebecca hadn’t, of course. Now, watching her friend’s reaction to her fully developed breasts, Ariel could not help but feel a hefty dose of arousal and success. She tossed back her long hair and smiled flirtatiously at her friend.

Rebecca’s eyes first went down, but once there, they no doubt saw Ariel’s tiny spandex shorts that she had put on for the ride. There was, true, something to be said for subtlety, but Ariel’s amorous desires for Rebecca were almost certainly not reciprocated in Rebecca’s conscious mind. Ariel knew she was attractive—with her tight, fit body and perfectly formed 36D breasts, her angelic face and thick dark hair—but Rebecca was too much of a goody two-shoes to really embrace the attraction that could be between them unless Ariel did everything she could to accentuate it. 

And so accentuate she had: tight hoodie with not even a bra underneath, half unzipped; tight matching purple spandex shorts; and special purple sneakers with slight lifts in the heels, enhancing the turn of her tanned calves. An outfit made to create one thing—arousal. 

As Rebecca drank in the view, Ariel smiled, feeling satisfied, and raised an eyebrow. 

You see? She thought at her friend. You’re not the only one with a terrific rack on this vacation.

Quickly, Rebecca turned away and rushed to the trunk of the car, popping it open and trying to retrieve her bags. Ariel allowed herself a small smile at her friend’s shyness. 

Such a good girl.

“Here,” said Ariel, watching Rebecca struggle with her luggage. “I’ll get that for you.”

She shouldered up the large suitcase the blond carried, surprised a bit at its weight. Ariel kept in shape from a daily home routine with a pair of twenty-pound dumbbells she’d inherited from the previous tenant of her apartment, but Rebecca’s suitcase was rock solid. Maybe she was planning for a longer stay than just the long four-day weekend. 

That would suit Ariel just fine. She certainly had plans to stay by Rebecca’s side for longer than four days, no matter if Rebecca had a boyfriend these days or not.

More likely, though, Rebecca was just your somewhat-stereotypical posh babe, and didn’t have a firm understanding of how to pack for a long weekend getaway. Thoughts of giant hairdryers, extra tablets, pounds of bricks, and even extra television sets filled Ariel's mind as she hauled the lead-like suitcase up to the cabin.

Rebecca certainly hadn’t dressed for the weather. In her tight, long skirt and skimpy pink top, she would catch a chill if she was caught outside longer than a few minutes. Of course, Ariel hadn’t exactly dressed for the weather either...but that was on purpose. 

It was January, and so far it had been an unusually warm month. While there had been plenty of cold, and even plenty of below-freezing temperatures, there as of yet hadn’t been really any precipitation for the season. Over the next few days, storms had been forecast, and then pushed back, and then forecast again. At the moment, there was no telling how the weather would fare.

The cabin was located deep in the mountains overlooking a river that stretched down to the coast. All around the two beautiful girls were trees and rock. Stretching out into the distance were miles and miles of green. They were completely isolated up there—and Ariel had plenty of time alone with Rebecca to slide her needy, lusty fingers all over the beautiful body of her best friend.

They stepped inside the cabin, and Rebecca flew to the thermostat, turning it up past seventy-five. 

“God, it’s cold out there!” Rebecca shook. “I didn’t know it was supposed to be so cold already.”

The inside of the cabin was luxurious. More mansion than cabin. Ariel walked around, taking it all in. In one corner was a giant television with a full sound system beneath. In another corner was a fully stocked bar. The kitchen had the sort of refrigerator that was masked so that it looked like part of the wooden cabinets all around it. Inside the walk-in pantry was enough food for an entire winter.

“Wow,” said Ariel. “You’re really set up here.”

“What, this old place?” Rebecca shrugged, flopping down onto the couch. “I guess so. There’s no 4G coverage though. But I guess there’s wifi, so that helps out? We only come here like twice a year so we don’t worry so much about the niceties, you know?”

“Sure,” said Ariel, closing the fridge. Inside, already, were an assortment of cut deli meats, a full array of green, red, and yellow vegetables, and seventeen different types of beer. Everything fresh. Everything prepared with the most absolute care. “Of course. No niceties.”

Her own fridge was fully stocked when it had something in it that wasn’t just mustard and baking soda.
“Do you think you could grab me a beer?” Rebecca asked. “Or some wine? Whatever’s around. I’m still super hungover from last night.”
Ariel walked over to the bar and went to work, mixing Rebecca a very strong vodka and tonic. She wanted to move in as quickly as she could. The less time that Rebecca had to consider her as “just an old friend,” the better. The buxom young brunette wanted their skin to be touching. Their lips to be sliding breaths off one another. Their thighs pushing on each other, their pussies aching to be released from their stupid tight clothes...hot, torrid sex was her game. And she wanted it all weekend long. The sight of her busty friend, awake and about, had already set her pussy on fire.

“Thanks.” Rebecca took the mixed drink and immediately downed half of it. “Wow. That’s strong.”

They sat down at the couch across from the fireplace.

“You looked like you could use a strong drink. Besides,” Ariel looked around, taking a sip of her own drink, “there’s nobody here to take a picture.”

“God.” She shook her head. “Yeah, last night sort of ruined that rule. I still don’t remember everything I did.”

“You think you ruined your chances for running for office in twelve years?”

Rebecca claimed, over and over again, that she never even wanted to drink in public, for fear that someone might take a picture and it would ruin her chances of running for office later in life. Her big aspiration was to change things—to be a mover and shaker in the political scene.

“No. Maybe. I don’t know. Shut up.”

Rebecca giggled, punching Ariel on the arm. 

“God. I just hope Holden doesn’t find out. He doesn’t like the thought of me getting drunk when he’s not around. He’s so possessive.”

“Oh yeah?”

“He’s just, you know. All super alpha male, hoorah. I kind of love it. It gets...kind of annoying sometimes, but,” she took another long sip. “God, that’s strong. But, yeah. Annoying, but hot. You know? It’s just sexy how he wants to be in charge all the time. Decision man!” 

She laughed and threw her arms in the air—carefully not spilling a single drop of her drink.

“How are you getting along with him?”

“Oh, perfectly. Perfectly.” Rebecca pressed her hands to her chest. “He’s such a hunk, and he’s so nice, and he’s so decisive, and...god. I just love him. I don’t want to just like, be all braggy or whatever, that’s so offensive. But I really think he’s going to marry me, Ariel. I really, really do. I hope he asks soon. He’s like, decision man, like I said. So once he makes up his mind that’s what he’s going to do, well. That’s what he’s going to do.”

“And you’re conveniently expressing how marrying you is a good thing to do?”

Rebecca giggled. “Well...I don’t want to be a virgin forever, come on.” 

The two friends had gathered their legs up on the couch, sliding their feet into one another. For Rebecca, perhaps it was a convenient way to warm her feet. For Ariel, it was another avenue for temptation. The dark-haired beauty kept her hoodie partially unzipped—just enough to not be completely obvious. But her cleavage was easy to find, and, as Ariel knew, very easy to look at.

The uncultured eye might have thought of Holden as an impediment to Ariel’s plans of seduction. But she knew her friend, her tendency toward clinginess and commitment. And she had planned for an eventuality such as this—a desperately in-love girl with her man, far far away. 

It would be, in a way, rather easy. “Don’t you think he would want you to be a woman of the world?” “You’d be doing this for him. Getting all those temptations out of your system. He’d approve.” “He’d like knowing that your one fling outside of him was a hot girl, and your best friend at that. Wouldn’t he?”

Milking out the notion that it was all just a one-time occurrence...and then fucking Rebecca so well that she’d never able to get the thought of her beautiful dark-haired friend out of her mind. 

Devious, perhaps. But Ariel was perfectly willing to be devious if it got her out of her slum apartment. 

The afternoon melded into evening, and the two continued to drink and catch up, with Rebecca’s eyes soaking up more and more of Ariel’s hot, supple cleavage all the while.

As the evening stretched on, Rebecca’s gaze caught on Ariel’s form more often. Each time, Ariel only smiled indulgently, adjusting her posture ever so slightly.

Keep looking, her body language said. Do more, if you like. 

It had been such a long time since Ariel had seen Rebecca. They hadn’t seen each other since Rebecca had moved away to go to boarding school, outside of a few streaming web conversations here and there. Mostly, they kept up by email. Always, Rebecca’s problems and needs were kept in the circuit of Ariel’s emotional urgencies. 

Now, fully intending to create emotional connections, Ariel let Rebecca talk and talk. She heard about classes and teachers, admittedly petty jealousies and worries about the upcoming spring semester. There was no better way to let the beautiful young blonde feel open and intimate. 

Now, a pinch drunk and fully awake, with her pale cheeks lit up from the alcohol in her system, Rebecca truly showed how completely beautiful she had become. In her tiny pink top and tight calf-length skirt, Rebecca’s body was advertised strictly for long lovemaking sessions that transformed easily into full-on breeding ruts. 

Her every feature screamed fertility—from her wide hips to her massive bust, to her tight waist and long legs, to her plumply plush mouth and thick golden hair. She was the absolute model of fertile thinking. Even Ariel, who couldn’t possibly ever get her friend pregnant, let her mind drift with the possibility of seeing Rebecca fill up with some virile man’s potent seed, her tits getting even larger, swollen with warm, delicious milk, and her belly positively curving with life...

“Did I tell you Angela got pregnant?”

Ariel’s attention became firmly fixed back on her friend.

“Angela?” she asked.

“She was my neighbor. I think you met her once or twice?”

Ariel had. Neither time had been much fun. Angela was a woman very much concerned with class and those who were on her level or weren’t.

“Anyway,” said Rebecca, “I just don’t believe it. You know? Like, wow! You’re only nineteen! Slow down! Right? I mean, you don’t have to get pregnant just because you’re in love, you know.”

“I don’t know,” said Ariel. “It’s sort of romantic.”

“You’re a lesbian,” said Rebecca. “You wouldn’t understand.”

Ariel’s sexual orientation was no secret to Rebecca, of course. Part of their continued friendship rested on the fact that they held zero secrets from one another. So Ariel had, at length, detailed to her several sexual escapades. Almost all of them were true, except the one about getting her pussy licked at the gym. Ariel had never been to a gym. You needed money to go to a gym. 

“I beg your pardon, miss lady, but I’m still a fucking woman. I can want to get pregnant and do one of the things I am biologically primed to do, man in my life or not.”

“But how would...oh.” Rebecca nodded after a moment. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.”
“No, I wasn’t thinking. I’m sorry, really.”
She leaned forward, unintentionally giving Ariel a healthy view of her gorgeous pale cleavage.

“Well, thank you. I believe you.”

Rebecca squeezed her hand. “I really am sorry. And you know...” Rebecca shrugged, shy now. “I have fantasies about getting pregnant too. I mean, yeah, having kids and all that. Of course. Lots of people do. But the actual getting pregnant part. The changes your body goes through. All that fertility, and growth, and the extra...you know, tits and curves. It’s kind of...I don’t know. It pleases me.”

“Really?”

With all the alcohol running through her system, Ariel had a little trouble not touching herself at her friend's sexy admissions. The object of all her desires was quite suddenly describing one of Ariel’s hidden, strange desires. Not even Ariel understood it all the way, and here was Rebecca—sexy Rebecca, innocent Rebecca, good girl Rebecca—talking about how hot and fun it could be to get pregnant. 

“Yeah! I don’t know what it is. I just think it’s...sexy, is all. Whatever!” she threw her hands up. “How did we get on this? Angela. Right. I just think it’s too early, you know? Right? I mean, I may want it some day, but oh my god, right now? That would just be...crazy.”

“Sure,” said Ariel, looking openly at Rebecca’s huge breasts. “Crazy.”

Her voice wasn’t committed, though. She still hadn’t quite been able to rectify her rampant desire to be pregnant with her complete lack of desire for a man in her life. 

“If you think about it,” said Ariel, “it’s really just Angela’s business.”

“Hmm?”

“It’s only her business. I mean, it’s nice that you care. And I know it comes from a place of affection. But...really, the only reason you care is because her path doesn’t align with some prescription that you’ve been fed by society.”

Rebecca giggled. “God, I thought I was the one in college. What’s bringing this on?”

Ariel was emboldened, now. Emboldened, and turned on. She closed the distance between herself and Rebecca, sliding up her friend’s body. Rebecca stiffened, but did not push her away.

“Sometimes,” said Ariel, “I wonder what it would be like if we didn’t worry about what society thought at all.”

They embraced. Or rather, Ariel embraced Rebecca. She felt her friend’s resistance, and pushed through it. She didn’t care. It couldn’t matter—she wouldn’t let her friend’s stupid, idiotic doubts affect the perfection of their meeting. It would all work out. Their tits pressed tight on one another. All she had to do with her hot, young body was keep kissing, and rubbing, and enjoying...and there was no doubt in her mind that Rebecca would give in. 

And then...she did. Slowly but surely, Rebecca’s mouth began to melt back into Ariel’s. Her lips urged forward, trying to suckle on Ariel’s, and her tongue probed deep into the brunette’s mouth. She wanted Ariel. Their crotches mixed heat together, sliding on top of one another. 

Slowly, Ariel pushed Rebecca back onto the couch, and kissed her harder. Rebecca’s hands pushed Ariel's tight shorts down, touching the brunette’s shockingly hot pussy. 

“Oh...oh Ariel...” 

Her fingers slid slow up into Ariel’s folds.

“Yes, do it Rebecca. Do it, please. I want you in there. I want you...”

Rebecca nodded, moaning affirmatives. She wanted it just as bad. Ariel’s heart leapt. They were going to be together. It was going to work. It was going to—

Three sharp knocks sounded at the front door. 

“Babe? Hey, babe?”

The door jimmied as he turned the knob. Luckily, it was locked.

“Shit,” Rebecca whisper-shrieked. “It’s Holden. I can’t fucking believe it. Shit, shit shit. What am I doing?”

She rolled out from under Rebecca, shaking her head and pulling her outfit back together. 

“He’s not supposed to be here, what the hell? Did he change his mind?”

Laughing, Ariel slowly zipped up her hoodie. “He must have.”

“I...” Rebecca shook her head. “I can’t...”

Holden’s voice traveled inward once more. “Rebecca?” 

Ariel knew this could all be ruined in an instant. If Rebecca came to the wrong conclusion, or if Ariel said the wrong thing. 

“Go to him, silly,” said Ariel, her smile warm and inviting. “Your man wants to see you. And I don’t blame him.” Leaning in, she kissed Rebecca on the cheek. “I’ll be over in a moment. After I calm down from having your fingers inside of me.”

It would have been easy, and stupid, to beg Rebecca not to go to him. Or to leave Holden. Or to promise to stay silent. Instead, Ariel played it cool. No one would have to know. Nothing would have to change. By mere allowance and enjoyment, she had shown directly that Rebecca could adore kissing a woman and being with her boyfriend at the same time. 

And that, more than anything, was what Ariel wanted.

Rebecca, eyes wide, nodded and started downstairs. 

* * * * *
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Inside the cabin, Holden and Rebecca were playing some card game or another, catching up and enjoying one another over a few glasses of wine. Ariel didn’t want to intrude, just yet. It would not work to her advantage to make them feel awkward and uncomfortable. The more they enjoyed themselves, the more they would want to enjoy other sensations. That was how pleasure worked. 

And so, outside on the deck behind the cabin, Ariel lounged in the jacuzzi. Though the air was cold, and the wind whipped fierce around the cabin, the warmth of the water kept Ariel’s gorgeous, busty body languid and comfortable. She lay back, sighing contentedly, rather pleased with the events of the day thus far.

Ariel worked close to sixty hours a week, and that was on the low end. As a waitress at a small diner, she picked up whatever double-shifts she could find, filling in for co-workers and supervisors alike. But, the diner was owned by a nepotistic miser. Mister Calducci. All the money he earned went directly to himself, and never back into his business. Any positions that opened either went to his children, his cousins and their children, or the friends of any of the above. The second Ariel missed one day of work, she knew she’d be fired. 

“Little girl, little girl,” Calducci would say, every time he strolled into the diner. “You’re lucky you’re pretty. Otherwise I wouldn’t try to find so many reasons to keep you around.”

It was, in a way, her own fault. She wasn’t able to hold her tongue. When Calducci’s kid Rocko wanted to make people pay before their meals, Ariel spoke up—that would hurt her chances at any sort of a tip. Or, when Calducci’s niece Diane didn’t show up to work for three straight weeks and then shoved one of Ariel’s friends out of her shift, Ariel spoke up. 

And Calducci noticed. And he waited, biding his time, just hurting for the one chance he would need to fire Ariel. And it wasn’t just her—he would fire anyone that missed a single day of work, for any reason. Sick that day? Fired. Sick kids? Fired. Pregnant? Fired. Dead family? Fired. 

She earned just about minimum wage with all her pay and tips combined. 

All the money she earned went toward paying for rent, utilities, and groceries. Her cell phone was a burner, bought in a convenience store when she had a particularly good night at work. She had no cable, no internet, and was lucky when she could spring for something extra, like chocolate or a hamburger. If she missed a single paycheck, she wouldn’t be able to pay rent. If she wasn’t able to pay rent, she’d be kicked out of her apartment. The only sort of place she could afford was the kind of place with a landlord—like Calducci in many ways—who didn’t give a rat’s ass about any of her reasons and explanations about money flow. 

So. She couldn’t look for a job without taking less shifts. She couldn’t take less shifts and still feed herself and pay rent. She couldn’t ask off from shifts without a month’s notice—like she had for this trip with Rebecca. Job applications had to be scribbled out in a hurry; every time she put one together, she was sacrificing rest on her tiny mattress back home. And so, if she had any sort of job search and job interview, it would have to be arranged in the four to six hours a day she wasn’t working. 

On top of that was the debt. All that debt from her mother and father. It followed after Ariel like a dragon, waiting to snatch her in its jaws. She paid off bits at a time, but could barely reach past the interest most months.

It was a cycle. It felt endless. And Ariel wanted a way out.

Rebecca and Holden—together—were that way out for her. 

Ariel knew she probably wasn’t as smart as her friends. They went to college, after all. And she knew that she didn’t have any connections or any wide network of people. Her family was basically non-existent; Rebecca, was, in fact, the closest thing to family she had. More like a sister than a friend.

The only advantage that Ariel had in the world—the one advantage she knew she could use—was that she was hot. And no matter what it took, she was going to arouse Rebecca and Holden, the richest people she knew, until they were so desperate to fuck her that they’d do anything. Give her anything.

Give her a better life.

Today had not been an immediate home run, of course. But that hardly mattered. She had been able to kiss the girl she’d dreamed of for years now. And the kiss was hot, layered with intensity, and most important—it was returned. No one-sided, surprise affair for she and Rebecca, no. Whatever Ariel felt, Rebecca felt too...and that made her hands drift down toward her pussy as she enjoyed the bubbling sensations of the jacuzzi.

It had been a few hours now since Holden arrived. Ariel had said hello, very polite and even a bit shy, and then slid back into the background. Holden explained how his football camp had been canceled due to the incumbent weather—a real blizzard was expected—and so he was free to hang out with the girls as he wanted.

It took a particular kind of mind to hear that one activity was canceled due to horrible weather, and then drive up a mountain where the weather would no doubt be worse than anywhere else. But, Ariel wasn’t complaining. Indeed, she had planned out several contingencies just for this very occurrence. 

It was all very simple—she would have to fuck Holden, too. The thought didn’t fill her with any great joy, but the thought of being with a man did strike her as rather exotic. 

Even though she was a lesbian, she thought cocks were rather intriguing. From time to time, she even fantasized about them. Certainly, there was no denying that the construction of her lovely body had been designed with a cock in mind. Although, Ariel’s hot body had been constructed with all sorts of intentions in mind—all of them sexual, and none of them very much depending on solely male or female anatomy. 

She let her hands slide up and down her body, enjoying the feel of herself. With no internet and no television, Ariel’s one true pleasure in life was the way her body looked and felt. She let her fingers slide over her wet nipples through the skintight material of her bikini. Her swimsuit was bright and yellow, held together with tiny strings tied together. Her hands cupped down around her crotch, feeling the heat of the water mixing with the hot heat of her pussy. 

God, she was turned on. That episode with Rebecca had only left her wanting more and more. She couldn’t wait to try again. 

As if the universe listened in to her thoughts, the nearby cabin door opened behind her. She pretended not to notice and kept her eyes closed. Then, slowly, exquisite muscle by exquisite muscle, she stretched upward like a cat. She wanted for all eyes on her to know that the hot tub was warm, relaxing, and inviting. 

When finally she opened her eyes, she noticed that at the door, mouth agape, was Holden. Ariel had been expecting Rebecca...but giving him an erotic display had its advantages as well.

“Hey there,” he said. “Rebecca's gone up to bed. Too much to drink. I just wanted to let you know. You look...um...”

“Comfortable?”

He nodded graciously. “Sure. Yes.”

It was hard to stifle her laugh. In several ways, Holden and Rebecca were nearly the same person. It was easy to see how they had come together.

Such a good boy. I wonder how he’ll take it when I’m sucking him off better than anyone else ever has. No way Rebecca has even touched his cock yet.

“Do you want to come in?” she offered, moving aside. “There’s plenty of room, and the water feels delicious.”

“I don’t know if I should.”

“Don’t be silly,” she said, sliding forward. She leaned on her hands, her tits nearly popping out of her tiny bikini. Her massive globes were wet and shiny. Her fingers slid over their surface, clearly wanting him to think about what it would be like if he touched. “Please? I’d love some company. That’s why I came on this trip, after all.”

His stance shifted, but his gaze fell firmly on Ariel’s rack. “I thought it was to hang out with Rebecca?”

He was wavering. Ariel knew she had him. The same way that she knew she had complete control of a customer at her restaurant, that he would give her a massive tip just because she smiled at all his lame jokes. 

“Come on. How shallow do you think I am? She won’t shut up about you. You’re important to her. So,” she tossed her thick, wet hair back casually, pretending not to be aware of how her tits were thrust forward even more, “that means you’re important to me. So let me get to know you. Please?”

“Sure. Sure, okay.” He looked around for a minute. “Let me just uh, go find my bathing suit and a towel.”

She laughed. “Come on! It’s not our cabin. Who cares if it gets a little wet while we walk around later? Just wear your undies. I don’t care. I’ll get a towel for you afterward.”

“You’ll get the towel?”

“Of course.” She stood up slightly, pretending to be offended. “I mean, aren’t you used to women doing what you ask? You’re so handsome, after all.”

He blushed harder, his thick biceps flexing in his sweater. 

“Come on in,” urged Ariel. “The water’s so warm...”

Slowly, he took off his sweater. Ariel let her eyes boggle a bit. He was fucking ripped. His abs were stacked high up into his chest, and his pecs looked molded from stone. His biceps, thick and veiny, bulged with strength. And that wasn’t the only bulging going on. As he removed his pants, she discovered that he wore tight black briefs, but the darkness of the color couldn’t disguise his very real half-hard cock. Or at least, Ariel guessed that it was half-hard. She couldn’t even imagine how large it must be if it was all the way soft and still left such a big impression in the fabric. 

Slowly, he slid into the water. He tried to sit across from Ariel, but she wouldn't allow it, coming close. 

“God, you’re built.” She put a hand on his chest, feeling. “Can I?”

He might have refused, had her hands not already been on him. That was why, of course, she had touched him before asking. Now that he felt the softness of her touch, it was harder to push her away.

“Hey...” he coughed. “Come on, now. I thought Rebecca said that...you know.”

“What?”

“That you were a lesbian.”

“Oh, I totally am.”

“But...I mean. Come on.”

“What?”

She slid her hand further down his hard body, watching him squirm. It was fun to play dumb. It was even more fun to feel the rippling strength he held behind his abs and thighs.

“I don’t want to cause any trouble, okay? Because Rebecca clearly thinks the world of you. But you’re...you know you’re fucking hitting on me, don’t you?”

“Oh. Yeah. I guess I am.” She shrugged, letting her hand slide past his abs, just over his cock. “I’m just really, really interested in what your cock tastes like. And the best way to find out seems like to get you horny enough to want me to suck your cock. That’s all.”

She said it so innocently that Holden, for a few seconds, seemed to be considering her request with the gravest of sincerity. As if she had said—oh yes, I only need twenty dollars to pay for gas. Won’t you help me out?

“I...jesus fuck, but you are sexy. You are...”

He shook his head, and tried to get up. But Ariel wrapped one hand around his bulge, stroking it slow through his briefs. 

“God, you’re big all over, aren’t you? What a sexy boyfriend Rebecca got herself.”

“Why...why would you want to taste my cock? That doesn’t make sense.”

“Oh, I love cock.”

“Rebecca said you were a lesbian, though.”

She smiled. He already wasn’t aware that he was repeating himself. 

“And I am. But I still love cock.”

“But you’re a lesbian.”

Ariel sighed. “So we have established.”

“Lesbians like pussy if they like anything. They don’t like cock.”

“I am emotionally a lesbian. If I want to marry anyone, it’s a girl. But I still love cock. Here, I’ll show you.”

She slid forward and pushed her head under the water. Slowly, she pushed his boxers down and wrapped her mouth around his wet cock. It was rather unusual, trying to suck something underwater—but very fun. She liked the meat of it, the thickness and length. It felt right to wrap her mouth around something like her life depended on it. His cock got hard very quickly, shoving toward the back of her mouth and into her throat.

She slid off, out of breath. 

“You see?” she said. “I love cock. Won’t you let me have more?”

Ariel’s hand wrapped around his hard cock, now, stroking intently. She bit her lip, looking at him with all the need she could muster.

“Rebecca, though...we’re lucky she didn’t come out already.”

“I don’t care if she sees me suck cock for the very first time, ever. With anyone. With my virgin mouth on a really hard, stiff dick.” She stroked him harder. “Do you?”

Clearly, he did...but he couldn’t control himself anymore. Now, she had him where she wanted—thinking with his dick. He sat up on the top seat of the jacuzzi, thrusting his hips upward. As Ariel sank down to suck deep on his shaft, her face only lightly splashed into the water. Her mouth wrapped around his shaft, slurping up and down happily.

Holden's head tilted back and up. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. How is this your first time? How are you s-so good?”

Because she had practiced with dildos and cucumbers, of course. Not that she’d tell him that. Let him wonder. She slurped harder, moaning. His cock started to pulse against her tongue and throat. She could feel that something was about to happen.

“I’m going to cum. Fuck. You’re so hot. God, you’re gonna make me cum.”

She hesitated, just for an instant. Never before in her life had she tasted cum. This would be the first time, if she let it happen. There was a part of her that knew she was expected to be repulsed by it. But in reality, she was fascinated. The cock had tasted so good on its own. So masculine and firm. What would its product be like?

In seconds, she found out. The hot spray shot against the back of her throat, the roof of her mouth. It stuck to every surface it hit, sliding slow. The warm, salty goo was delicious to her. She couldn't believe how much she enjoyed it.

She swallowed it all happily, making sure to show him how it looked in her mouth first. He definitely liked that. Ariel made a note of his reaction, intending to use it against him later.

“You see?” she kissed into his ear. “Rebecca’s none the wiser. Not that it has to stay that way, of course...”

“Don’t.” Holden grabbed her hard by the shoulders. His fingers, just for a moment, slipped around her neck. Ariel felt her pussy twinge hard from the contact there. “Don’t you fucking dare tell her.”

Ariel smiled graciously. “Anything you say.”

She slid her hand back down to his cock. Still it trembled from the force of his orgasm just moments before. Stroking it softly, gently, trying to make him feel good. “I didn’t mean it as a threat. I apologize. I only meant to say...” she giggled, biting her lip. “Well. If you thought that having me was good, and having her is good...having the both of us could be fun. And I’m very interested in that. And very interested in making Rebecca interested.”

Holden’s eyes were wide with possibility. And Ariel couldn’t stop thinking about how hot his hand had felt around her neck.

* * * * *
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The next morning, Rebecca made breakfast. Pancakes, eggs, toast, and coffee. Very all-american. Very delicious. Rebecca knew how to cook—no doubt she considered it part of the pre-requisites of being a good housewife for Holden down the line.

Ariel sat down in the corner, next to Holden. They sat out of view from Rebecca at the stove and sink, in a breakfast nook located in a small alcove directly outside the kitchen.

Ariel was flying high. She had had her first taste of cock, and she wanted more. Sleeping had been difficult with Holden's taste filling her body, and mind, so exquisitely.

It was so fucking good. She understood now, intuitively and biologically, why so many women just lost their minds for a good cock. Holden might not have known it, because Rebecca was blueballing him so expertly, but he was in possession of one hell of a cock. And Ariel, for one, wasn’t just about to let him walk away not knowing how amazing it was. 

There were so many ways to please cocks. She could suck them, fuck them, lick them...she could stroke them. There hadn’t been much of that the night before. Perhaps she could change that. 

Ariel knew she was still dressed exclusively to impress. Tight leggings clung to her ass and legs. She wore a tight, flirtatiously low sweater with buttons that couldn't possibly hope to stay buttoned over her bountiful breasts. Her outfit was, in many ways, similar to Rebecca's—who wore skintight sweatpants and a midriff-baring sweatshirt. The sweatshirt didn't show her cleavage, but it was so incredibly tight that it hardly mattered—her tits were the stars of the show.

“I think these are going to turn out great!” called Rebecca from the kitchen.

“Yeah!” said Holden. “They smell great.”

Without any discretion whatsoever, Ariel's hand slid over Holden’s crotch. He stiffened up immediately, both his spine and his bulge. The book in his hands dropped to the table.

“What are you doing?” Holden squirmed.

“Something fun.” Her newly-expert hand slid through his flannel pajamas and began to stroke him sure and fast. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

His eyes went to one corner of his head. With her free hand, she guided his gaze back down to her chest.

“Look at my tits,” she whispered hotly. “Look at my tits and give me a nice cum. Please? Please, Sir? Won’t you cum to my tits?”

“Fuck...”

By necessity, she stroked hard and fast. She wanted him to cum and in a hurry. Even more than just to prevent Rebecca from finding out, Ariel craved the sight of his cum. And the taste. The feel. She wanted all of it to be hers.

“Here we go!” called Rebecca. “Pancakes, eggs, and toast, coming up!”

Holden was close. So, so close. But Rebecca was walking to the table already. 

Thinking quickly, Ariel leaned forward and looked out the alcove. “Hey love? Do you think you could grab us some more cups for orange juice?”

“But you already have coffee.”

“I know,” said Ariel, smiling slyly at Holden. “But sometimes you want both. Right?”

Rebecca laughed. “Sure. No problem.”

That bought them a few precious seconds. Ariel’s strokes worked harder than ever. Her thumb moved up and down the head, spreading his thick precum all over the gorgeous shaft of his meat.

“Cum for me baby,” she whispered in his ear. “Cum for me real, real quick.”

Holden was lost. “God, fuck...you’re so hot.”

“You can do it. I know you can. Give me that load. I’ll take it up myself.

Once again, his cock began to pulse. She could feel the sudden shift in his muscles, the immediate tightness and then looseness as he came and came. Hot, delicious white jizz spurted out onto the palm of her hand. She gathered it all up, making sure she caught every last drop. She wanted it all for her own uses.

No sooner had he emptied himself into Ariel’s waiting palms did Rebecca sit down at the other end of the table with all their food ready on a tray. Already, Ariel had slid her hands away from Holden. The young hunky jock looked somewhat tired, but there was no way to tell what had just happened. The delicious smell of the breakfast  food overpowered the underlying stench of sex—and Rebecca had a notoriously bad sense of smell, besides.

“This looks wonderful,” said Ariel. “Don’t you think so, Holden?”

“Wonderful,” he repeated dumbly, but his gaze was fixed firmly on Ariel, still. 

Ariel knew that she would have to do something to make sure his mind was on Rebecca. Ariel wanted him to fuck her, obviously. There wouldn't be any fun in breaking up their relationship—only in adding to it. As Rebecca began to eat, Ariel saw her chance.

“Oh, Rebecca, honey. You forgot to butter your pancakes.”

Rebecca looked down. “Oh. You’re right. It’s okay.”

“No, love. Please. Let me take care of it for you. Okay?”

Ariel hopped up and strutted to the fridge. Grabbing the butter, she walked back and scooped up Rebecca’s food. She stood behind the busty, beautiful blonde, winking at Holden. 

And then, in full view of the young football hunk, she slid his cum all over his girlfriend’s food. On top of that, just so that it wasn’t too obvious, she mixed the butter over it. And then—with a slightly lesser amount, she did the same to her own food.

“Did you want any, Holden?” 

He nearly choked. “N-no. Thanks.”

“Here you are, love.” Ariel slid Rebecca’s food back in front of her.

Clearly ravenous, Rebecca unleashed her hunger on the warm, tainted food. Holden watched, eyes transfixed, as Rebecca slid her luscious young lips over the cum-covered pancakes. She moaned rapturously. 

“God, these are good,” she said, mouth full. Sticky gobs of cum-soaked saliva made her lips smack together. “I don’t know what I put into them, but they’re delicious.”

Ariel ate hers as well, enjoying the sexified meal. It was a deliciously guilty pleasure to eat cum on her food. She felt rather brilliant for thinking of it.

“You know, in some countries,” said Ariel, “nobody really believes that someone enjoyed a meal unless they lick the plate clean.”

“Come on,” said Holden, gulping. He still stared at his girlfriend’s eating. “That’s not true.”

“Yeah!” said Rebecca. “I’ve heard that. Come on. I’ll race you.”

The two girls began to eat as fast as they could, eagerly gorging themselves on their pancakes. When they finished the big pieces, they held up the plates and started to slide their wet, young tongues up and down the plates.

Ariel licked her plate absolutely clean of any speck of food. And when she finished, she looked over to see Rebecca doing the same. At some point, Rebecca seemed to notice that it was something of a spectacle she was making of herself, and began to play it up a little. Her licks became slower and more lavish. It was clear she was trying to appear “playfully flirty,” but with a beautifully angelic face like Rebecca's, only “intensely sexual” was possible.

“Oh, look at Holden,” giggled Ariel. “I think he likes seeing your tongue lick all that.”

Rebecca giggled with her. No doubt she thought it was a very fun game they had played. 

“Excuse me,” said Holden, finally, getting up and rushing upstairs.

As he left, Ariel was almost certain she saw a boner. God, she thought, slowly licking her lips, taking in just a few more dabs of cum. He really is a stud to be hard again so soon.

* * * * *
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In the early afternoon, there was a football game on that Holden wanted to watch. The two girls, in the meantime, decided they were going to get rather tipsy. Holden was distant, brooding. Rebecca said he just “got that way sometimes.” Ariel smiled, because she knew why he wanted to think only about sports...and not the brilliantly hot babes that he could fuck senseless at any time he decided. 

After sitting with Holden for a little while, trying to entice him with easy shots of her exposed cleavage, Ariel finally retreated to the kitchen where Rebecca had finished cleaning up her mess from breakfast. The sexy blonde had gathered up some materials from the bar for drinks—Holden had complained about the clinking sounds of the glasses, and so Rebecca had moved a substantial portion of the liquor to the kitchen, out of earshot.

Such a good girl.

“What are you making?”

“Just a whiskey and cok—oh!”

Rebecca squirmed as Ariel slipped her hand around her waist, her fingers sliding just over the blonde’s crotch. Just a centimeter below the elastic band of Rebecca’s slender sweats, Ariel could touch the top of her finely trimmed blonde trail leading down to the sweet pot of her pussy. 

“That sounds nice,” said Ariel. “Maybe you could make me one, too?”

“S-sure.” Rebecca gulped, her knees pushing together. “Hey, do you think you could, maybe...oh.”

Ariel’s fingers slid further down, sinking deep into the soft, hot fur of her friend’s trail. Her hairs were so gentle. Ariel’s middle finger rested right on top of Rebecca’s clit, putting pressure on there just slightly.

“You want me to ask for a different drink?” Ariel asked. “Perhaps something that would take a little longer? Maybe you could make me a Manhattan. How about that? Then, you know, we could be very hands-on with one another.”

Rebecca squirmed. But Ariel could tell it was the right kind of squirming. Not the “this is uncomfortable type.” It was the “fuck, fuck, this is so hot, but we might get caaaught...” type.

“Y-yes. Okay.”

Slowly, as Ariel fingered her friend hard, Rebecca gathered the whiskey and bitters, pulling together the ingredients for the drink. 

“You f-feel...so good,” Rebecca moaned. “I know I shouldn't, but...god! Ariel...”

Ariel shushed her with a quick series of kisses all over her beautiful face. 

“You want this,” said Ariel. “Don't you?”

Rebecca nodded, kissing lightly at Ariel's chin. 

“P-please. I want...I want you to be the one. I want you to make me cum.”

“Good girl,” Ariel whispered. 

Rebecca shuddered, clearly responding hard to the title. 

Ariel fingered her friend harder and harder. There was no resistance—only desire. Her two fingers slid in and out of Rebecca's tight, wet pussy with ease, while her thumb continued to circle lightly on the virgin's clit. Ariel may have been something of an idiot savant with cocksucking, but she was an old pro when it came to giving pleasure to a woman. And clearly, Rebecca's pent-up desires were making it very easy to push her to the absolute edge. 

“Oh yes,” Rebecca moaned softly. “Yes...yes, yes! Oh Ariel, yesss..”

Rebecca flushed with orgasm, her hips thumping against the counter. She bit her lip, trying to keep herself quiet, staring at Ariel with unrestrained passion in her eyes. They kissed again, for several minutes, Ariel keeping her beautiful friend's body close to hers. She wanted to associate all that good, blissful afterglow euphoria directly to her presence.

Finally, the two sauntered into the living room with their drinks. With her pale skin blushing red, Rebecca looked more gorgeous than ever. But, Ariel noticed with some pride, Holden’s eyes were exclusively on her. His gaze was affixed to the tiny layer of her leggings clinging to her ass, and the flimsy, barely-there shirt that let him see how erect her nipples were. That was good. She had him right where she wanted him. 

“Took you guys long enough,” said Holden. 

“Yes, we forgot how to make a Manhattan,” giggled Ariel. “But we figured it out.”

* * * * *
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After the afternoon football game, there was an evening football game, and Holden wanted to keep watching. This was all understandable—his livelihood did depend on studying the game, and he was the sort of intellectual jock who got very interested in the mechanics of various teams—but the girls were a little bit bored with just sitting around and watching men throw balls around a field.

So, after a few more drinks, it didn’t take Ariel very long to convince Rebecca to hang out with her, alone, in Rebecca’s bedroom. 

There was very little pretense. Certainly Holden must have noticed. But Ariel didn't care. And she didn't want either of them to care very much either. 

She and Rebecca found themselves embracing hot, mad with passion, their tongues sliding together. It was so easy to grab Rebecca's huge, perfect tits, and rub those enormous, raspberry-sized nipples in her hands...

And then suddenly, Rebecca pulled away.

“No.” Rebecca stood up, and then sat down again. “I...I can't. This is...this...this is...”

“I thought...” Ariel slid her hands up Rebecca’s thighs. “I thought this would be want you wanted?”

Rebecca sucked on one lip. So sexy. But she looked away. “I’m sorry. I thought maybe I wanted it, too. But I just...can’t. It’s too...it feels so wrong. And Holden, god, he's right outside!” Her face arrived in her hands. “I’m a good girl. I’m supposed to wait until marriage. How are you doing this to me? God, you're sooo pretty...”

Ariel smiled. “You and I can’t even get married in this state.”

“Shush. You know what I mean. It’s...I don’t know. I’m confused, okay? And I need time.”

There was no sense in pressing Rebecca past the point of comfort. Ariel insisted she understood, and left after a lingering, hot kiss on her friend's mouth. She noted, with some satisfaction, that Rebecca couldn't hold her tongue back from joining in on the fun, even if it was for just a few moments.

Some minutes later, Ariel was in the hallway upstairs, sighing. Frustrated. Horny. One long leg slid up on the wall behind her, her knee coming out. She shook out her hair. Fuck, but she was turned on. She had been working on Rebecca hard, and really thought it was going to land a nice orgasm for herself at the very least.

Oh well. She knew how to take care of that personally, anyway. She licked her lips, enjoying suddenly the thought of masturbating, thinking of Holden maybe...Holden and his cock. Holden fucking Rebecca hard, choking her, holding her down, fucking her pregnant...

At the other end of the hallway, Holden coughed. Ariel shifted. She hadn't seen him there. His shirt clung 

“Hey,” he said. “Can we talk?”

Ariel smiled sultrily. So, she couldn’t have Rebecca? Holden was almost as good. Her arousal levels began to ramp up again, mind racing with thoughts of the taste of his cock, his salty hot seed down her throat. Filling her up, making her pregnant even...

“Of course. What’s up?”

Holden clapped his hands together, smiling sheepishly. “I don't...I don't know how else to bring it up. I want you,” said Holden. “I know that...I know it’s wrong.”

Ariel sauntered toward him. “It’s not. I don't think it's wrong at all.”

“Tell that to Rebecca. It’s wrong for her. So it’s wrong...but...” his face contorted with lust. “I don’t care. You’re so fucking gorgeous, Ariel. I want you.”

“I know.” Her hands slid up his chiseled torso. He sighed, taking his hands against his body. “But you have to promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“Stay with Rebecca. Don’t even think about fucking with her head. Okay? What happens between you and me is between you and me. A nice pressure release, okay? I’ll make you feel incredible...but then, I want you to go and be the best boyfriend ever. Got it?”

He seemed surprised. Stupid boy. “But...why?”

“Because she’s my friend, stupid. And she’s your girlfriend. Don’t you want her to be happy?”

“Of course I do. I love her. I just...it’s just...you know.”

Her hands slid into his loose pants.

“What?”

“Come on. You’re actively working toward...fucking with us. You have to see that.”

The shape of his cock changed quickly in her grip. Widening, lengthening, pulsing with power and vibrant youth.

“I want your cock in me.” She began to push him backward, toward his room. “And I want her pussy in my mouth. And I want the two of you fucking like rabbits. I don’t see any conflict with any of that. And if you do, that’s your problem. Not mine.”

“You...are...” he let out a long breath. “Something else.”

They were inside his room now. Ariel continued to push him until he was down on the bed.

“I know. Aren’t you lucky?”

Slowly, she pushed his pants down. With moaning relish, her mouth sank down on his cock. Fuck, but he tasted good. The thickness of his rod filled her tight, hot throat immediately. 

There was no hesitation on her part, no false steps. She wanted him all the way inside of her body again. 

The radio was playing in the room. As the two young lovers intertwined, the emergency broadcast began to sound—the blizzard would be arriving in the area soon. No more false reports. It was coming, and soon. 

I hope I'm coming soon, thought Ariel. If she could have with a mouth full of cock, she would have had a wry smile.

God, she loved cock. Everything about it. The taste. The smell. The feel. The heat. The hardness. All of it. It was so fundamentally masculine, and lesbian though she absolutely was, there was just no way around her need for cock unless there was one filling her. 

When he was all the way hard, though, he slipped out and dragged Ariel up on the bed. 

“B-but I want it...” she moaned, grasping for his cock.

With startling efficiency, he soon had her clothes ripped completely off. They lay on the floor in a thick, bright pile.

“Oh, I'm gonna give it to you.” He pushed her legs apart, kneeling up against her hips and ass. “I'm gonna give it all to you, babe.”

“Oh yes...yes!”

His cock pushed up and inside of her quickly, hotly. He fucked straight through any virginal resistance she had, and almost immediately the hot pain of that first entry was replaced by beautiful, seemingly endless pleasure. 

“Oh jesus,” she moaned, gripping his muscled back hard. “Harder...harder! I need it harder.”

He obliged her. His young stud physique was made for frequent, hard, furious thrusts. His cock was a jackhammer, pushing in and out as fast as possible. 

Ariel could feel her own orgasm—so long denied now—fast approaching. On top of her, Holden's body shifted and spasmed, and she could see his face brimming with overflowing need. 

Suddenly, he put his hand around Ariel’s throat, pushing her down. 

“Oh—hhhck!” The sound was more surprise than anger. 

Even Holden looked shocked at himself.

“I’m sorry. You just...you’re so hot. I thought—”

His cock, beautiful perfect manly cock, was still so hard inside of her, leaking precum down into her pussy.

“Do it again.”

“What?”

“Choke me. Choke me while you fill me with that cock. That’s what I want.”

Holden twitched inside of her. Ariel felt mad with power, knowing she could make that happen. 

“Fuck yes.”

His hand wrapped around her throat again, taking her to that beautiful kink-filled place where she was completely dominated, completely fucked, completely subjected to his hot, incredible manly cock. Her breath was gone and she didn't care. Inexperienced and strong, Holden squeezed her too tight—and Ariel didn't care at all, wanting to feel her breath slip away. Wanting him in charge of it all. 

And just when she was about to come, just as everything was going to feel perfect, Rebecca walked in. 

She was stunned, standing there in the doorway, a shocked look on her face.

But they were too far gone. They couldn’t stop themselves. In the sudden adrenaline spike from being caught, Holden’s body spasmed and contorted, unleashing his load. But—at the last second—he removed himself from Ariel’s cunt, and instead spilled all over her belly. At the feel of his incredible, hot goo on her tight young body, Ariel’s own orgasm hit her. Holden’s fear had tightened his grip on her throat, putting her ever more under his control, and her mind turned off with pleasure. She thrashed underneath him, loving the feel of his cum on her body. It felt amazing...

...but Rebecca was looking at them both, thunderstruck. She couldn’t believe her eyes.

“Fine,” she said coldly. “That’s just fine. You two just...just have each other, then.”

* * * * * 
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Moments later, Ariel had untangled herself from Holden's hot grasp and ran after Rebecca. She was still shaking with orgasm, her limbs weak, but she couldn't just let Rebecca walk out. 

She found her friend in her room, packing her bags. “That’s it. I can’t believe you two. That’s it.”

“Rebecca, please listen—”

“No! No. I’m done listening to you. All you’ve done since you got here was just fucking...spout fucking lies and filth from your mouth. All you want is for us to fuck and forget everything that’s important to us.”

“I can't help if I want to have sex with you, Rebecca. You're gorgeous. Or Holden. He's a total hunk, like you said.”

“Well, you can’t fuck me. And you most certainly can’t fuck Holden.”

“Why not?”

“Because...because he’s mine. He’s my boyfriend.”

“I know that.” Ariel smiled. “I’m not trying to change that.”

“You were fucking him!”

“So much we have established! Why shouldn’t I? It’s not like you were doing it. He fucks me, and stays with you. What’s wrong with that?”

“Because...because...” she was struggling. Ariel could sense that almost, just almost, she had won her over. “Because it’s wrong.”

Morality. Last bastion of the confused. Was it any wonder so many straight people fell on it when they could think of no logical protestations? They were all horribly, innately confused. Rebecca ran to the front door of the cabin, bag in hand. Holden had come down to the entry, dressed again, but looking embarrassed.

“You can send me the rest of my stuff later. Or not. Holden—we are done. I’m done with both of you, all right? I’m leaving.”

Holden and Ariel exchanged a look. 

“The weather. The blizzard on the radio. Does she...?”

Holden shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

They ran outside after her. She was crying, trying to get inside Holden’s car. Oblivious to her surroundings and the dense winds blowing in.

Ariel touched her arm, trying to be gentle and firm both. “You have to come back in, dear”

“Why?” She shook Ariel. “Why? Give me one good reason why. Just one.”

“There.” Ariel pointed out to the horizon and the incumbent blackness of the gathering clouds.

“That’s a blizzard, Rebecca. You won’t make it down in time. Would you really rather die than spend another night or two under the same roof as me?”

* * * * * 
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The blizzard hit fast and hard. Less than thirty minutes after Rebecca attempted to leave, the storm arrived. Almost instantly, it was impossible to see farther than a foot out of the window outside. All was covered over in white. The cabin’s underground back-up generators kicked on, keeping the power and heat on. These rich folk, thought Ariel, really had their survival shit figured out.

The expected snowfall was close to three feet that night. A torrent of snow. If Rebecca had tried going down the mountain herself—even in the car—she would have died. It took close to two and a half hours to make it safely down the mountain in the best of conditions. She wouldn’t have even made it halfway.

And, thankfully, she knew it. She and Ariel stood together in Rebecca’s bedroom, looking out the window.

“I would have died out there,” she said. “For real.”

It would have been easy to say “I told you so.” Or, really, any number of other horribly wrong answers. But Ariel’s purpose, still, was unification.

“Yes,” said Ariel. “Thank you for listening to me. I know it took a lot of effort on your part. I appreciate it.”

Rebecca scoffed. “You appreciate that I didn’t kill myself?”

“Yes. As a matter of fact. Very much. I’m rather fond of you, Rebecca.”

“Stop saying that.” She crossed her arms. “I don’t want you to say that.”

“I can’t help how I feel.”

“Apparently you can! You...you fucking feel for Holden, too!”

Ariel shrugged. “You make emotions very complicated. Why can’t we just want things, and then have them? We’re all attractive, sexy people...and we all want each other. What’s wrong with that?”

“I don’t...like this. That’s what wrong with it.”

“Do you know what I think?”

“No. Not really. I thought I did, but I truly don’t. What do you think?”

“I think what you don’t like is that you like all of this.” Ariel pulled Rebecca to sit down on the bed with her. “I think you want to not want it...but you do want it. And I think you should give in to that wanting.”

“It’s easy for you. Nobody...”

Ariel crossed her arms. “Nobody what?”

“Nobody expects anything from you, okay? What, am I supposed to home and show mom and dad—hey! Here’s my poster boyfriend! And here’s my sexy girlfriend! Get used to it!”

It was difficult to fight the urge to roll her eyes. “Oh, god. Is that what’s worrying you?”

“Why wouldn’t it be worrying me?”

“Because it’s silly! Who cares what they think?”

“I do!”

Almost, she got up off the bed, making for the door. But Ariel caught her and pulled her back down, hugging her tight.

“Please,” said Ariel. “I’m sorry. Okay? I really am. I...”

Rebecca was stiff, but listening.

“Do you know where I live?”

“Sure. In Alder City.”

“Not just that. I mean where I live there. It’s a dump, Rebecca. And there’s no way out. I can’t go to college because if I take less shifts, I won’t be able to pay my rent. I already eat next to nothing. I have forty-five minutes of free time every day where I’m not traveling from one job to another, getting ready for work, or working. I need...” she put her hands in her face. “I need a way out. And I wanted you...you and I, and even Holden, I wanted to give you something good. Something only I could give you. Because you’re my friend, and I love you, and Holden is terrific, but even more than that, you’re a way out. And I need to have that way out.”

It seemed to get through to Rebecca, at least a little. “Oh.”

“So, look. Don’t tell your parents about me if you don’t want. Just...let me be with you. You don’t have to show me off. I just...I want your support. Financially. And I’m willing to do anything...give you both anything...to have that support.”

“Ariel, that is...” she gulped. “That’s pretty self-serving.”

“So is letting me lick your pussy. But it’s something I want to do. And if you want to help me out in return, with finances, with helping me get a better education...then what does it matter? Why does it all have to be wrapped up in a bow? Why can’t it just be...I lick your pussy like crazy ‘cause you’re fucking hot, and I suck off Holden whenever you two make out, and both of you fuck me whenever you’d like, and in the meantime, I go to school and you help me pay the bills?”

“You’re offering, like...”

“Sex.” Ariel wrapped her fingers around Rebecca’s supple young thigh. “All the time. Furiously and passionately. Nonstop. Whenever you want. On command. Obediently. Happily. Expertly.”

Rebecca’s throat moved up and down slow. She held her breath, her fingers moving forward to Ariel’s scantily clad body. 

“You mean that...if I wanted, I could just...touch you.”

“Yes.”

“Anywhere I wanted.”

“Yes.”

“However I wanted.”

Ariel’s smoky eyes blazed. “Yes.”

“I could...I could just touch you, here.”

Her fingers slipped up into Ariel’s crotch, touching her pussy through the tight, flimsy fabric of her panties.

“Y-yes! I’d do anything you want, Rebecca. Anything.” She leaned in to her friend’s ear, pulling her close. “I’d get pregnant with you. The both of us. Together. Pregnant from Holden. We could love each other’s hot pregnant bodies. We’d do it together and we’d look so hot all swollen and full from his cum.”

“Oh my god!”

Rebecca nodded urgently. As if she had never considered that even being possible because she wanted it so much. But now that Ariel had brought it up, laid it out there in the open, it was impossible to deny it. They kissed passionately, their fevered tongues sliding together hotly. 

“Let me get you hot and ready for him,” said Ariel. “Okay? We’ll make so much noise that he’ll have to come and look for us.”

“It’s just...oh fuck. I don’t know. I don’t want to say no. I don’t want to say the wrong thing.”

Giggling, Ariel said, “I could gag you?”

She said it as a joke...but Rebecca nodded, grabbing Ariel’s hands. Like it was the smartest thing that her friend had ever said.

“That sounds...that sounds really hot. Won’t you please? I want you to have me in your control. You or him. Both of you. I want you to know I can’t possibly say no to anything you do to me.”

Ariel didn’t need much convincing. From Rebecca’s bag on the floor, she took out a freshly laundered shirt and tore off a long strip. She placed that over her friend’s mouth, making sure she would be properly comfortable, but also totally gagged.

Then, she got on her knees and ripped off Rebecca’s sweatpants. Her lips ran up the long, smooth, pale surface of Rebecca’s long, hot legs. Ariel's pussy was on fire as her tongue slid all around her friend's pussy. The folds wet with anticipation. Waiting for release. Needing to cum so badly. The biting, tart taste of Rebecca’s juices felt achingly warm down the beautiful brunette’s throat.

Ariel licked Rebecca long and loving. Her tongue flicked over the tiny nub of her teenage clit, showering it with lavish licks. Rebecca’s body vibrated with pleasure. Her fists pumped up and down on the bed, and she moaned for more through the gag over her mouth.

Rebecca seemed close, so close, to her first lesbian orgasm...and then Holden came in through the door.

“I just wanted to check and make sure...” he shook his head. “Holy shit,” he said dumbly. “You two are doing it. You’re really doing it.”

Long nimble fingers slid into Rebecca’s pussy. Ariel had to keep her lover attended. She turned to Holden and raised an eyebrow.

“I’ve got her all wet for you, baby. Isn’t that perfect?”

“Oh, fuck.”

It was quickly becoming his catchphrase.

“Come fuck her, Holden. Fuck both of us. Like you deserve. Fuck us rotten and make us forget about anything or anyone else.”

Holden stepped forward, wanting a better look. In moments, his pants were on the floor. Ariel wrapped her hand around his thick, sturdy rod, stroking gently even as she kept fingering Rebecca’s pussy. 

“She wants you to fuck her, Holden. She wants it so bad. I made her want it.”

“Mmmhmm!” Rebecca moaned through her gag.

“I want that. I want to fuck her.” He leaned forward, kissing Rebecca on the forehead. “I want to fuck you so badly. I want to make you mine.”

Rebecca nodded, urging him with moans and gasps to do just that.

The two of them looked down at the quivering, hot beauty with her legs eagerly splayed outward. She burned, like they all burned, with the desire for hot, brutal rutting. Their thoughts swam in torrents of lust.

“You know she’s not on the pill. She’s a virgin to cock, just like me.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care about any of that anymore. I want it. I want her to feel me in her. No condom. Just my cock, bare, and inside her where I belong.”

“And she wants it too. Look at her. You can hear her through the gag. She’s begging for your cock. You’re so massive. Good lord. Look at that monster you’ve got.” Wonder tinged her voice. “It’s getting even harder the more I stroke it.”

“God...” he shook his head. “How are you doing this to me?”

“You’re doing it to yourself, Sir. You want it. I just want you to have it.”

“You do, don’t you? You really want me to get her pregnant.”

“I want you to get both of us pregnant. We both do. Just...her first, that’s all. She deserves it, after all.”

“And so do you.”

“And so do you. You deserve both of us on our knees. Filled up with your seed. Marked as yours. Bred by you.”

“Mine...yes. Both of you.”

“That’s it. Spread her legs wider. God, that’s so good. Take her. Take her now, please!”

Ariel moved aside completely, sliding her naked body up behind Holden. She kissed him deeply and passionately, enjoying Rebecca’s whimpering moans of helpless lust. 

“Fuck that hot virgin pussy,” urged Ariel. “Oh god, yeah baby. Take her cherry, just like you took mine. Do it. It’ll be so perfect, you have to. You have to...”

She looked down at Rebecca, who nodded with glazed arousal. The blonde fae-like beauty was too turned on to want anything else. It was clear her morals had abandoned her, driven out by the blitzkrieg of lust and sensation that Ariel and Holden gave her. 

Yes, her eyes seemed to say. I want to feel you in me. I want you to be the one, Holden. I’ve always wanted it to be you.

Grinning, he lowered down.

His cock, so hard and thick, easily pushed into the dripping wet folds of the gorgeous blonde Rebecca. He pushed in slow, slow, slower. Ariel bit her lips, watching how amazing it was as Holden stuffed his love full of his massive meat. 

“God, that’s so hot,” she moaned. “Do it, yeah. Take her. Take her like you deserve...”

Slight pain registered on Rebecca’s face as her own virginal resistance was broken through. But then, after that, a hot, ecstatic smile showed on her face.

Slowly, he was able to fuck her faster. His thrusts increased in frequency and intensity. Hot buttocks clenching. His thick pecs flexing hard. All three of their bodies covered in brilliant hot sweat. Rebecca's hot, heavy tits bounced up and down, almost like they were already full of lifegiving milk. 

“Fuck her harder,” Ariel moaned. “Fuck her virgin cunt, baby. Do it. Oh...fill her up! Fill her up with your fucking seed, please!”

Holden, emboldened by this dirty talk, fucked even harder. His thrusts became wild and crazy, shoving into Rebecca with abandon. His hands gripped her thick, heavy tits hard, using them like handles as he drove inside.

“Fuck, I’m so close. My load is coming. I'm going to give it to you, oh baby...”

“Yes, oh yes,” Rebecca moaned, the gag shifting off her mouth finally in the fruckus. “That would be so perfect. My first time. My first time with you. And you get me pregnant, oh please, yes, do it!”

Grunting, gripping Rebecca's tight, busty body against his own, he unloaded inside her. His orgasm lasted for several seconds, spurt after spurt of white hot goo spilling inside of the beautiful blonde.

Small tears of joy came down Rebecca's face. So happy to be owned properly by Holden. Ariel fingered her pussy fast and urgent as she watched Holden fill up Rebecca...but she still wanted to feel Holden inside of her. As he pulled out, her eyes widened with awe at the length and hardness, still, of his young jock cock. 

“I’m still hard,” said Holden, clearly impressed with himself. “I don’t believe it.”

“I do,” said Ariel, smiling and licking her lips.

They had tested such things with laboratory rats. Males who could have sex multiple times with one partner didn’t often rise to the occasion. But a male who could have sex with multiple partners in one sitting often got more ready, more immediately. It was simple biology. Spreading those seeds around. 

“You can fuck me, now,” said Ariel. “You can fuck me as hard and as often as you like, stud.”

“God...”

He turned to Rebecca just briefly—wanting to make sure that it was okay. But Rebecca’s look said it all—not only was it okay, but she didn’t even think he needed to ask. He was her man. He could fuck whoever he wanted, whenever he wanted. 

“Push me down, please?” asked Ariel. “Choke me while you fuck me. Do it again. All the way this time.”

The big man didn’t have to be told twice. He tossed Ariel down on top of Rebecca and crawled on top of her, easily flipping her over so that she was on her hands and knees. In seconds, his thick hand had wrapped around her tight, elegant throat, and his cock shoved deep up into her cunt from behind. He completely dominated her, his muscular body all the way on top of her. Ariel was right above her friend, and began eagerly making out with the cum-drunk Rebecca.

Holden thrust into her tight entrance now, completely filling Ariel’s tight, juicy cunt. His powerful rod pushed her slender, fit body up and then down in furious rhythm, forcing her tits to grind on Rebecca’s. 

“Oh yeah, baby, do it!” Rebecca moaned, holding Ariel in place for her boyfriend. 

Her cum-filled, sweaty body slid out from under Ariel and then up on top of her man, pushing him ever deeper into Ariel’s cunt. “Get her pregnant. Get her pregnant like you got me? Please? Please fucking do it, oh my god. I want to see her swelling with your seed. I want to see her tits get full of milk and her belly get so round and big, oh fuck, oh fuck! I want us to have your babies, please, baby?”

It was too much even for a stud like Holden. These two beauties, so young and hot, so helpless before his will. They needed to obey him; they needed to be filled by him. 

Holden released another massive load inside Ariel. The white hot goo that was so delicious and perfect as she swallowed it down felt even better as she took it inside of her pussy. Never did she think she would ever have a man in there, a man’s seed...but now that she had, it felt so right.

Her young, beautiful body twisted in orgasmic delight, screaming out the names of her young lovers. Ariel didn't know anything could ever feel so fucking good as being driven to a hot orgasm by a real, live, living cock of a huge stud.

Her thoughts drifted after her mindblowing orgasm and the three of them, exhausted, snuggled into one another. Maybe she wasn't a lesbian. Maybe she just hadn't found the right man to turn her onto cock.

Or maybe she was a lesbian...just not when it came to Holden and his beautifully perfect, yummy, impregnating cock. Maybe she'd find him more hot young bitches to breed...

Several hours later, nearing morning, Ariel woke, seeing that Holden and Rebecca were already up and getting dressed.

“Going somewhere?” she asked.

“The storm’s stopped outside. We wanted to play in the snow.”

“Oh.” Ariel laughed. “Have fun.”

Rebecca sat down on the bed next to her.

“Won’t you come with us? We want you to come along.”

Warm fingers wrapped around Ariel’s arm. On the other side of the bed, Holden sat down and ran a hand up her naked thigh. 

“We want you along with us from now on,” he said. 

Ariel liked the sound of that.

# # #
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