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Part One: Daddy’s Girl

“Let’s get one thing clear,” I said, running my hand over the curve of Alexandra’s ass. “You are here for my use. You understand that, babygirl?”

The woman in my lap groaned with pleasure, arching her back. With her skirt hiked up above her waist and her panties around her ankles, every inch of her flawless ass and dripping slit were on display, presented to me like an offering.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, wiggling that tanned, beautiful rear. “I’m all yours. I belong to you!”

I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. Five minutes ago, as much as mentioning
 Alexandra’s ass in her presence would have led to me getting cursed out - at best. More likely I would’ve gotten a punch in the face. Now she was more than happy to bend over my knee and put herself on display for me, whimpering and moaning like she’d never been more turned on in her entire life.

Which she absolutely was, by the way. I’d made sure of that.

“Spread that tight little pussy for Daddy,” I growled, bringing my hand down hard on Alexandra’s left cheek. She squealed as it 
reddened under my fingers, pain and pleasure coursing through her young body. “Show me everything. You know you want Daddy to see it all.”

She did so eagerly, parting her thighs with her hands and raising her pert little ass further up into the air. I knew how badly she wanted to touch herself - I could literally feel
 her need every time I touched her mind - but she wouldn’t dare without my permission.

Alexandra had come to me for therapy - to, as she told me, ‘get some of her issues sorted out’. And boy did she have issues. As soon as she laid down on my couch, I reached inside of her mind and scanned it like one of those old punchcards they used for multiple-choice tests when I was in college. Like most people, Alexandra’s mind was a thick tangle of neuroses, anxieties and repressed desires. Pulling any thread could cause a whole host of others to give way or tighten dangerously - that’s why therapy was such a long, involved process for an ordinary practitioner.

Fortunately for Alexandra, I was anything but ordinary
.

“Tell me how badly you want me,” I panted, sliding two fingers into her dripping slit and swirling them around her clit. It was like I’d hit her with a Taser - every muscle inside of her womanhood clenched around the digits as she rose right off of my knee, squealing with pleasure. “Confess all those nasty thoughts you’ve had about Daddy, little girl. Because I promise you
 
I’ve been having ones just as filthy about you.”

A few years ago, I became aware that I had a, let’s say, unique
 ability. Most people live their lives entirely alone whether they want to or not - even in a crowded room, their thoughts and feelings are completely their own. But not long after my eighteenth birthday, I slowly began to notice other people’s thoughts bleeding through into my own. I could feel what they felt, know exactly what or who they were thinking about - and more than that, I could alter
 these things at will. It was one hell of a head trip, I assure you.

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Daddy!” Alexandra’s face was half-buried in my couch, her mouth hanging open and her eyes shut tight with bliss. “You make me tingle in my girl places, Daddy. At night, I touch myself thinking about you on top of me - you taking
 me the way I know would be so much better than any boy my own age could ever take me. I want to be your good little girl forever…”

From your outside perspective, it might seem like I’m hurting Alexandra. Nothing could be further from the truth. My power has cut directly through the knot of her own anxieties, severing clean to the root. And the big problem with her, the thing that’s been causing all of her worries? The subconscious issue that’s pushed her into seeking therapy?

Daddy issues.

I won’t go into her whole tortured history - suffice to say, it’s all too common. Right now, Alexandra isn’t in my office at all. She’s at home, begging her stepfather to do the things she’d never have the guts to ask for in real life. (I’ve checked the records, and he definitely doesn’t have the balls, either). This is a way for her to work out all these feelings, to come to grips with them in a safe, clinical environment.

“You’re such a good girl,” I growled, pumping two fingers inside of her. “Look at how tight and wet you are for me, Princess.”

At the word Princess,
 Alexandra let out a deep, throaty moan.

“Oh fuck, Daddy,” she panted, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I love
 it when you call me your Princess.”

Laughing harshly, I brought my hand back down on her ass. Her juices dribbled down her thighs, leaving a wet spot against my leg that I’d have to deal with before my next patient showed up. Who cares
? I thought with a chuckle. I can just make sure they don’t see it. Blind spots…


“Come here,” I grunted, reaching for my zipper. I was so fucking hard I couldn’t stand it anymore. Alexandra was exactly the kind of 
girl I liked - curvy, redheaded, a college co-ed with a banging body and no inhibitions or hangups (other than the aforementioned Daddy issues). She was a perfect playmate, and I had every intention of using her tight, barely legal body to its limit.

“Yes, Daddy,” Alexandra whispered, crawling towards me on all fours. “Oh mi gawd
, Daddy - look!” Her eyes widened as she stared at the bulge between my legs. “You’re so fucking big.
 And hard…!”


“You did that to me, babygirl,” I grunted, running a finger down her cheek. “You have no idea the things you do to Daddy.”

For a moment, an uncertain look appeared on her face. I was so surprised that I double-checked she was alright, rubbing up against her mind with mental tendrils to make sure I hadn’t triggered some mental tripwire deep in her subconscious. There wasn’t any: she was still deep in the fantasy, completely controlled. Then what was wrong?

“You…” Alexandra blushed deeply. “You do
 want me, right, Daddy? You wouldn’t be happier with someone else…?”


Abandonment issues,
 I thought, ticking another box on my mental checklist. God, this girl is so textbook.


I’d complain that she was a cliche if her ass and tits weren’t so 
fucking perfect.

“Look at me, babygirl,” I said, holding her chin and angling it upward. A look of longing filled her eyes as I held her gaze. Feeling strangely tender, I took her tiny hand and brought it to my lips, kissing the fingertips while she watched. A single tear trickled down her cheek.

“Yes, Daddy?”

 

I reached down and ripped open the front of her blouse. Alexandra let out a moan as my hand slid into her bra, grasping her stiffening nipple and mauling the sensitive flesh of her breast.

“You’re not hiding these from me anymore,” I said, pulling the blouse off completely. “Take off that bra, babygirl. Show me those soft, perky titties.”

All the uncertainty was gone. Alexandra’s eyes lit up with a naughty gleam as she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. It fell away, and I devoured her amazing tits with my eyes. Honestly, she didn’t even really need
 the bra: she had a pair of perfect, perky B-cups, just the right size to fit snugly in my hands.

“Very nice,” I growled, squeezing them. She moaned and arched her back, leaning into my touch. “I want you just as badly as you want 
me, little girl. Don’t you ever fucking doubt that. Every single inch of you is for me - and only
 me. Got that?”

She nodded eagerly, grinding her thighs together as I continued to explore her chest.

“Then say it,” I grunted.

“Every inch of me belongs to you,” Alexandra repeated, murmuring the words like a woman in a trance. “And only
 you.”

Still smiling down at her, I grabbed a handful of her hair and gently tugged. Alexandra’s eyes filled with surprise, then tears as they started to water at the corners. Her breathing quickened, pulse racing, and she didn’t look like she knew whether it hurt or she liked it.

“Mine
,” I said, putting every ounce of command I could into the word. “You haven’t ever let any other men have their way with you, have you, Princess?”

She sighed gently, a smile spreading across her face. I knew that this was part of the problem - Alexandra had come from a very
 strict family. I could list the few sexual experiences she’d had since leaving the nest and going to college on one hand - I knew them just as well as she did, pulling them right out of her mind.

But I wanted to hear her say it.

“I...I fooled around a bit,” she admitted, blushing quite cutely. “But I never went all the way
. I saved that just for you, Daddy. I want you to be the first and only man to have my girl parts all for yourself!”

“Baby,” I said thickly. “That is exactly
 what Daddy wants.”

“Those boys were silly, anyways,” she said with a giggle. Her hands clasped my belt, working it free. “None of them could hold a candle to you, Daddy. None of them could make me…”

She trailed off, sensing she’d said too much.

“Make you what
, angel?” My hand tightened in her hair. “Don’t you dare fucking lie to me. Daddy wouldn’t like that one bit
.”

“M-made me come
,” she sputtered, her face filling with fear. “None of them were real men,
 Daddy-”

What I did next might have seemed harsh - especially considering I wasn’t actually
 Alexandra’s stepfather. I was the therapist, the guy who’s supposed to be helping her. But trust me, this was
 helping. This was what she wanted - what the deepest, darkest part of her soul craved to the core of its being. Discipline.

I reached out and slapped Alexandra across the face.

“They tried though, didn’t they?” I growled, really getting into the role I was playing. “With what - their cocks?”

“No, Daddy!” Alexandra was full-on whimpering now, cowering before me. For all the world, she looked terrified, but I could see into her head and knew what she was feeling deep down inside. She was content
 for the first time in her young life. Putting herself at complete submission to Daddy made the world make sense - it stripped away all the bullshit causing her anxieties. Her chest beat harder than it had in years.

She was elated.

“I knew I should have never let you leave the house,” I said, squeezing one heaving breast until it was cherry-red beneath my fingers. “I should have kept that pretty little pussy right where it belongs - not traipsing about with dumb boys who don’t even know what they have.”

“I don’t want to leave!” she sobbed, the words tearing from her throat. “I just want to make you happy, Daddy! Please, please
 don’t be mad at me anymore! How can I be your good girl again?”


Fuck, I need this girl
, I thought. Alexandra had me all twisted up - I almost felt like I was
 
her Daddy. Dimly, I wondered if I might be getting a little bleedthrough from my own hypnotic techniques. Either way, it didn’t matter. I was enjoying myself way too much to stop.

“You can start by showing me how much you love my cock,” I said, tugging my pants down to my knees. “With that sweet little mouth of yours.”

Alexandra licked her lips as she wrapped her fingers around my base and pumped. A pearl of pre-cum beaded from the tip, dribbling down the shaft, and when it touched her fingers she couldn’t stop herself from shoving them into her mouth.

“Fuck
,” Alexandra moaned. “I want you in my mouth, Daddy…”

That was all I needed to hear. I wanted to take control of this girl - was aching for it
, and as I put both my hands on her head and guided her onto my cock, nothing had ever felt so fucking right.

I couldn’t believe how good she was at it. Her lips made a tight seal around the head of my cock, sliding down oh-so-slowly as she swirled her tongue around the tip. She was eager for my cum, desperate for more than the clear drops beading from the tip every time I jerked and twitched inside of her mouth.

“All the way down, babygirl,” I said thickly, pressing gently into her hair. “Show Daddy what a good little cocksucker you are…”

She never broke eye contact as she took me all the way down. Finally my balls rested against her chin, every inch of my thick cock buried deep in her tight, wet throat. She gagged once, gently, then relaxed - meeting my eye with a proud look as if daring me to challenge her.

“Good girl,” I said, stroking her hair. At the same time, I pushed
 into her mind with my power - and Alexandra unraveled. Her eyes crossed, drool spilling from her lips as pleasure tore through her body, ripping away all of her thoughts. “That’s right,” I said soothingly, thrusting upward as orgasm took her. “Let your brain go to sleep, babygirl. Forget about everything but how good it feels when I take your hot little mouth.”

She sank deeper, groaning with pleasure. I was in no particular hurry as I coiled her hair around my fingers, making sure I had more than enough leverage to go as deep as I wanted.

Then, looking lovingly into her eyes, I started to fuck her face.

Her expression went slack as I filled her mouth, driving deep into her throat. It was all she could do to hold on, to keep giving me pleasure as I thrust harder and harder against her sweet, innocent face. I lost control completely, pumping my hips like a piston until 
my cock was a blur between her lips.

“Daddy
,” she moaned, her mouth stretched by my cock. “Daddy, oh shit…
”

She squealed - and came all over her fingers. Her cheeks reddened as yet another orgasm overtook her, her pretty little pussy quivering and dripping all over her thighs. The most exquisite moans erupted from her throat as she rode out her pleasure, completely lost and helpless to do anything but suck on me as I pumped her mouth full of cock.

My balls began to tingle. They drew tight against her chin, preparing to erupt with seed. My strokes lost their rhythm as I pumped inside of her throat, my cock jerking and spasming as I reached the peak.

“Fuck, here it comes,” I grunted, gripping Alexandra’s hair white-knuckle tight as I reached my peak. “Drink every drop of Daddy’s cum, you perfect little slut…!”

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came. The dam inside of me burst, and the floodgates opened inside of Alexandra’s mouth. Jet after jet of liquid lava filled her mouth, coated her tongue, sprayed directly into her tight little throat as I shot again and again and again. Every burst came with its own release, its own wave of perfect pleasure.

As I came down from my peak, she closed her eyes and sucked me slowly - almost lovingly. She hummed gently around my cock as she worked, her tongue tasting my load as she cleaned me off.


She’s suckling me
, I realized, an odd sort of thrill shooting through me. Like a fucking baby cow at its mother’s teat.
 She looks so fucking peaceful right now…


Only I didn’t want her peaceful. I wanted her screaming my name as I tore her virginity away and fucked her hard.

“That’s enough of that,” I grunted, pulling out of her with a wet squelching sound. I grabbed my cock by the base and slapped her across the cheeks with it a few times, rubbing it on her face until her eyes started to focus again.

When Alexandra could see again, she ran her tongue down the side of my cock and whimpered helplessly. “Oh my gawd
,” she panted, completely shameless now. “I love your cock so fucking much, Daddy - I love you
 so fucking much! Thank you for giving me all your hot cum!”

“That’s not the only thing of Daddy’s you’re taking today,” I grunted, sliding her into my lap. “Not by a longshot, little girl.”

She knew exactly what I meant. Alexandra swallowed hard, her eyes 
growing big as saucers as she stared up at me. “Daddy?”

“Hold still,” I growled thickly. In a flash, my hand was between her thighs, seeking out her inner warmth. That tight, juicy little slit that was for me and me alone…

“Hold fucking still,” I said, running my thumb over her clit. “I said hold fucking
 still
, girl!”

“I can’t, Daddy! It feels so good!”

“You’re so wet,” I growled, cupping her swollen lips in my palm and grinding it against her clit. “So turned on for me. Does it make you feel like a good little girl when Daddy touches you like this?”

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Good. It’s going to feel even better when I take this sweet little pussy.” I grabbed her legs and spread them, so that she was straddling me across the couch. The head of my cock ground against her thigh, searching for her tightness.

“Oh my Gawd
.” Alexandra’s eyes traveled to the ceiling, her mouth dropping open. “This is really happening. Oh fuck, this is really happening, Daddy…”

“Believe it,” I said, grinning. “You’ve been flaunting this hot body around me way too long, little girl. It’s been past time that Daddy put you in your place…”

“Please,” Alexandra whimpered, reaching between her legs and guiding my cock home. “Please fuck me, Daddy! Please take my pussy and make it yours!”

The tip of my cock stretched her opening. She was so wet that trails of moisture ran down my shaft in rivulets, bathing me in her honey. I groaned as my swollen, purple head slid into her and stretched her slit.

“I have to tell you,” I said, holding her close to me. “This isn’t going to be a gentle, sweet first time, babygirl. You’ve been teasing Daddy so badly today, and I’m not going to be able to hold back once I’m all the way inside that sweet little cunt.”

“That’s okay, Daddy,” she said, staring into my eyes. She was so brave.

“You might end up,” I said, reaching around and cupping her ass with both hands, “with a few bruises.”

“Whatever you think is necessary,” she said, biting her lip. “I’m willing to take anything for you, Daddy. Anything
. I love you so 
much…”

Holy shit. There were tears
 in her eyes. For a second, I almost felt bad for the way I’d toyed with her head. Then it hit me: this was exactly what she needed. What she’d always
 needed, deep down in her core. And I had been the only person who could give to her.


Fuck I love this job
.

Gripping her ass with both hands, I drove home. My cock speared her, sinking hilt-deep into her welcoming cunt in a single perfect stroke. Alexandra screamed
 with pleasure as I filled her womanhood for the first time, puncturing her virginity and becoming the first and best man to ever claim her.


Only man
, I realized, gripping her hips tighter as I pounded her. She’s MINE. No one else is going to have her
…

The beginnings of a plan were already forming in the back of my head. But it could wait until I was done.

“Your cunt is heaven, babygirl,” I said, tossing my head back and burying my face in her cleavage as I fucked her. My cock pumped like a piston inside of her, stretching her walls until they were wrapped around me as I went deep over and over again. My swollen head slammed into her g-spot with every thrust, making her moan 
and drool and whimper as pleasure buffeted her lithe young body.

“Oh, fuck!
 Daddy, it’s so big
!”

I can’t help myself anymore. It’s like I’ve completely lost control - like all my animal urges have taken control of me. I feel like Alexandra really is
 my stepdaughter, like I’m holding my little girl in my arms while I pound her brains out and it’s got me so fucking hard I can’t think straight.

“I love your fucking pussy,” I grunt, pumping in and out of her in a fucking frenzy. One arm grips her around the waist, while the other digs into the sensitive flesh of her ass and squeezes hard enough to leave those bruises I talked about.

Every now and then I pull out of her a bit, leaving just the head inside of her folds, and give her ass such a hard spank that she screams
 with pleasure. The third or fourth time I do it, I slap a hand over her mouth and drive her as hard as I can back down on my cock, filling her all the way to the base of her womb.

It’s too much for her - she comes apart. A torrent of juice squirts down her thighs as she goes over the brink, sobbing and screaming my name. She’s gushing all over me and it’s so warm and good and perfect that I can’t stop, even as my balls bounce against her ass and every muscle in my body tenses up and the pleasure gets so sweet 
and powerful that I can’t hold back…

So I don’t. I drill all the way into her with one more hard, perfect stroke, and let go. It’s incredible.

I thought I’d cum a lot before
. Inside of Alexandra I erupt like a geyser, like a volcano going off inside of her clenching, gripping walls. Scalding bursts of seed spray into her womanhood, filling her up more and more until I can’t believe I’m still going. My heart is pounding like a fucking jackhammer, like it hasn’t since my very first time. I’m excited
, and it feels like an entire lifetime’s worth of cum is draining out of my swollen, pulsing balls.

Even after I’m done, I hold myself inside of her, moving slowly. “You know why I’m not pulling out of you, babygirl?” I ask, brushing a lock of hair out of her sweat-stained face. I’ve lost track of the number of times she’s cum all over my cock, and from the looks of things, so has she.

She shook her head with a smile. “No, Daddy.”

“I’m keeping all this cum right where it belongs,” I said, stroking her long hair. “All inside of my little girl.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whimpered, putting my free hand in between her breasts. “I needed that so much…”

Now that my head is clear, the wheels are already spinning. I’ve realized something important - I don’t want to get rid of this girl. I don’t want her to stop being my patient - I don’t want her to go back to her old, boring life.

And I sure as hell
 don’t want to stop being her Daddy.

“Angel,” I said, letting my hands explore her long, shapely legs, “how would you feel about working for me?”

She perked up a bit, pursing her pouty lips. “Work for you?”

“At my practice,” I told her. “Where I help people with their problems. You know the things I do.”

She doesn’t - but her brain rewires itself in an instant. Now she’s always
 known. “Of course, Daddy. Would we...would we be able to do this again?”


Yes!
 I can’t keep the grin off my face.

“Oh yes, baby girl,” I said, holding her possessively against me. “You are mine
 now, sweetheart. Daddy’s never letting you go. Every one of your holes belongs to me, and I’m going to take them whenever the fuck I want. Hopefully you’ll be able to handle that.”

“Always, Daddy.” She sighed happily and nuzzled against me. “Is there anything I have to sign, or…?”


Just a few things,
 I thought. A letter of resignation from your old job. A note explaining to your parents that you’re taking a new job in the city. Maybe a power of attorney - that could be fun…


“You’re going to be such a good secretary,” I told her - because that’s what I wanted her to be. I realized it just then. “You’re going to help Daddy so much.”

“I’ll do my very best,” she said in a serious tone. Then her expression softened. “Will you take me out shopping for some clothes to wear for my new job, Daddy?”

My mind flickered over the possibilities.

“Absolutely, angel,” I growled, spreading her legs. “From now on, you and Daddy are joined at the hip. But first, I need to fuck you senseless again.”

And I did.


Part Two: The Housewife

“I just really need someone to beat the shit out of me,” Nicole says.

I lean back in my chair, tapping a pen on my clipboard. Many of my colleagues prefer to use a laptop or a tablet to take down their patient notes, but I’m more old-school than that.

I’m also more worried about leaving a paper trail.

“I see,” I say, keeping my face carefully neutral. “And how does that make you feel?”

Nicole sighs and runs a hand through her hair. “Frustrated,” she says. “I mean, you know! It’s all we’ve been talking about today.”

“I do,” I tell her. Although she hasn’t been nearly so explicit
 about it until now. She’s finally starting to loosen up a bit, thanks to my power. “I’m aware this is an issue that’s constantly at the top of your mind.”

She shakes her head. “It is just the most aggravating
 thing in the world to have a partner who won’t meet you halfway. Who won’t even entertain
 the idea. I mean, all
 I want is for him to slap me until I cry and choke me out while he fucks me and calls me a worthless 
slut. Is that so much to ask?”

I hold onto my professional facade as I listen, but inside I’m grinning like an idiot. What Nicole is in the middle of experiencing is a new therapeutic method I’ve been experimenting with for my patients - something I’ve been thinking of as ‘Truth Time.’ While in this induced state, Nicole is incapable of lying to me or holding back the slightest bit in response to any of my questions - and no matter what she says - she’s incapable of getting embarrassed or questioning herself. It’s an invaluable tool to root out my patients’ deepest fears and issues - not to mention one hell of a way to hear about their kinkiest fantasies.

“God, I would just cream
 myself if he’d call me a slut,” Nicole says sourly, pursing her lips. “Or a bitch, or a skank. He’s so fucking weak, it makes me sick.”

“You want to be called these names?” I ask, just moving the conversation along. “You’d prefer he treated you roughly?”

“You have no fucking idea
.” Nicole’s eyes grow wider, picturing the scene in her mind. “If he came downstairs one day during breakfast and was just like ‘hey, fuckdoll, gimme some of that sweet ass’, I would drop to my knees so fast there’d be a fucking hole
 in the floor. I’d suck him off and swallow every fucking drop of his load, Doctor. I’d let him beat me, spank me - whatever he wanted. But he’s just so 
fucking...oblivious!”

I cross one leg over the other, hiding the growing bulge in my pants. It’s impossible not to get hard as a rock listening to a gorgeous woman like Nicole fantasize about being treated like a piece of meat. Still, I know that I need to tread carefully with her, even with her basically trying to talk me off without even realizing it. She’s a volatile woman - as many redheads are. It wouldn’t take much for her to turn this repressed anger and frustration on me instead of her boyfriend.

I lean forward, putting on my very best serious therapist
 expression.

“A disconnect between partners,” I say, steepling my fingers, “a mismatch of desires and expectations. Does that sound about right?”

She nods. “God, yes.”

I nod. “It’s one of the harder things to work through for a couple. However, I remain hopeful that you and your boyfriend can work these things out. You’ve definitely come to the right place, Nicole.”

A wary look crosses her expression. “You don’t want him to come here, do you? Like...couples therapy?”

My laugh is genuine and loud. “Oh, certainly not,” I say, grinning. “These one-on-one sessions are absolutely what you need. I wouldn’t dream of bringing another man into them.”

She relaxes into the couch. Is she thinking about all the things she’s said to me in these first introductory sessions? Imagining how they might play with her staid, boring boyfriend in the room? Better to let them lie - better to keep these things personal and private.


Although
, I think, the idea of a couples therapy session sounds...fun. Maybe not with this
 couple, exactly, but something to think about for the future. The field of psychology demands experimentation, after all…

I’m not paying attention to her. She can tell. “Doctor?”

I square my shoulders. “Sorry,” I say, flashing the smile my college girlfriend always said meant take off your panties and hand them to me.
 She was a wonderful girl - she helped me explore the limits of my powers and break more than a few of them. By the time I’d graduated, there wasn’t a single fantasy or bucket list sexual experience we hadn’t checked off of each others’ lists.


I should get her in here
, I think - not for the first time. See what she’s gotten up to.


When I snap back, Nicole is frowning. Uh oh - did I stop paying attention again?

Fortunately, it’s simpler than that. She’s just thinking. “Look, I appreciate that you’ve given me a place to vent,” she says. “Honestly, that by itself helps a lot more than you know…”

Acid forms in my gut. I know where this is going - it’s a pivot into some kind of grand declaration, the kind that typically ends with the patient leaving therapy. It’s usually the kind of thing that only happens in the movies, but sometimes I get a woman in here with a particular flare for the dramatic.

“But I don’t see anyway for my boyfriend and I to resolve these differences,” she says, wringing her hands in her lap. “And some of the things I’ve said in here - were he to find out about them, I know they’d make him extremely uncomfortable-”


Enough
, I think. Before she can finish her sentence, I lash out. I push
 into her mind, jamming a mental finger down on the anxiety that’s worming its way through her brain. She trails off, her pupils dilating as the words she was about to say disintegrate. For a moment she just stares straight ahead, face glazed like I’d put her face-first into a hypnotic spiral. Then she gives a little jerk and comes out of it, like a piece of machinery restarting.

“What...what was I saying?” She asks, grasping for the thread of the conversation.

“Actually, I was just saying something. About the whole ‘compromise’ thing.”

Her face brightens, glad to be back on solid ground. “Of course. You’re the expert, after all. What would you
 say I should do?”


Alright. Now’s the time.
 I’ve done more than enough prep work. It’s time to push Nicole right over the edge - and give her everything she wants.

“Your boyfriend won’t give you what you need,” I say, leaning forward. My eyes meet hers, boring into her with the intensity of my gaze. At the same time, I push harder into her mind, stroking the arousal center of her brain. Now Naomi
 is the one crossing her legs, her cheeks flushing with heat as her pussy boils over. “So obviously, you need to come up with a compromise.”

She licks her lips, in thrall to the feelings coursing through her. “What’s that?”

“If he won’t provide you these things, you need to find someone who will. Someone who will treat you exactly the way you deserve.”

She’s so turned on. In fact, at this moment, I’m completely sure that Naomi has never
 been this turned on before. Her heart is hammering against her ribcage like a fucking bass drum. I can feel her pussy boiling over, robbing her of all thoughts except the ones unspooling in her head like a film reel: all the filthy, fucked up things she’s told me. How she wants to be beaten, used, treated like a worthless little fuckdoll.

She’s fucking trembling
, she’s so excited.

“You need someone who knows exactly how a woman like you ought to be treated,” I say, leaning forward even further. “Someone who understands that you don’t belong on a pedestal - that you’re much better pinned down on the floor, with a cock inside your cunt and a hand around your throat.”

Nicole lets out a little sigh of pleasure, her thighs clenching together.

“Someone who isn’t afraid to slap you around.” Every word sinks into her like a stone. “Who doesn’t think twice about spanking you, slapping you, using
 you the way you deserve. The way you were made to be used. Someone who doesn’t make love to you, but fucks your brains out
.”

Every molecule in her body is fixated on me. I have every single drop of her attention. It’s like the rest of the world is fucking gone.

“Someone who can treat you like a stupid, worthless hole to fuck,” I finish, no longer bothering to hide how hard I am. “And then send you home with bruises on your ass and around your neck, so you can stand another day with your wimp boyfriend. That’s compromise
.”

She swallows hard. “That sounds wonderful.”

With a smirk, I lean back into the chair and pat my thighs. “So come over here,” I command, my smile turning cruel. “On your knees. Whore.”

It’s like I’ve flipped every switch inside of her body at once. She sinks to the ground, her knees hitting the floor with a whimper of need. For a moment she stares up at me, and the look on her face is exquisite. She’s so desperate, so needy - so pathetic. And she knows it.

Then she gets down on all fours and crawls to me, trembling with every step. Droplets of moisture fall from her thighs and stain the carpet as she makes her way over me, humming with excitement.

“Look at me,” I say when she’s finally at my feet. I sit with my knees on either side of her, the bulge of my fully-hard cock pressing against my slacks so hard that it leaves a wet spot. I see her eyes fix on that spot, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of anticipation as she 
realizes exactly where that cock is going to end up.

“Right here,” I say, pointing at my face. “That’s better.”

When she looks up, I take her chin in my fingers. A hot little sound escapes her lips, but other than that she’s quiet - completely submissive and compliant.

“Alexandra,” I say, raising my voice enough for it to carry.

Nicole’s brows furrow in confusion for a moment, then the door to my office opens. A gorgeous, pale blonde stands in the doorway, wearing the wet-dream equivalent of a secretary’s outfit.

“Yes, Doctor?” Alexandra asks.

The two meet gazes, and a flicker of understanding passes through them. Where Alexandra has gone, Nicole is about to follow. There’s a mutual understanding of the pleasure, of the fact that they’re sharing the same man. Alexandra licks her lips, like she’s remembering the first time I took her in here.

“Cancel my next appointment,” I say gruffly. “And make sure there’s no one in the waiting room. Nicole is about to get loud
.”

Alexandra chuckles knowingly, as if seeing a half-naked woman between my legs is an everyday occurrence for her. (It’s not 
every
 day, but it pretty much is).

“Already done, sir,” she says, leaning against the doorframe. “Do you need another pair of hands in here?”

The thought of bringing Alexandra in and turning this into a threesome is tempting - but it’s not what Nicole needs right now.

“Not today,” I say, shaking my head. “Leave us.”

The door closes in a rustle of skirts and a girlish giggle. I turn my attention back to Nicole.

“You,” I say calmly, turning her chin in my fingers, “are a worthless piece of fuckmeat.”

She moans, her hand clenching and unclenching between her thighs.

“A worthless little whore. A sick fucking bitch who likes pain.”

Before she can form a coherent thought, I backhand her across the cheek. The sound of a sharp slap fills the room as her head snaps to the side.

Her eyes widen in shock - then in pleasure. Her jaw drops open and a 
low, throaty moan escapes her lips. She raises her fingers to the spot, already reddening, rubbing it like she can’t believe it exists.

“I’m going to discipline you today,” I say thickly, unfastening my belt. “Only it’s not even discipline. There isn’t a greater purpose or point to what I’m going to do to you, Nicole. I’m going to hurt you because I want to - because it gets me off. Because I like leaving beautiful things like you bruised and broken. If you want to turn back, this is your last fucking chance. After this, I’m going to take anything you say as enthusiastic consent. So speak now, you beautiful fucking slut...”

For just this moment, I’ve left her mind. I’m not entirely sure why - it’s not like I’m somehow above using my influence on people - but for whatever reason, this is a decision I want Nicole to make for herself.

Not that there’s much doubt of what she’ll choose. She’s so fucking horny she can’t think straight, and I’m offering her the kind of release that has only been available in her fantasies. She’s a twisted fucking bitch who likes getting hurt, and she’s never going to get this in such a safe, responsible way again. Definitely not from that loser boyfriend of hers.

It only takes her a moment to decide. “I want this,” she whispers, staring up at me. “I want you to break me, Master.”

That word - that Master
 
- is what sends me right over the fucking edge.

I lean down and grab a handful of her hair and tug. And tug
. Tears spring to her eyes as I grab her long, dark hair by the roots and twist it, making her grit her teeth from the pain.

Then with my free hand, I slap her right across the face. The other cheek this time.

“Oh fuck
,” she whimpers, her voice filled with mingled pain and pleasure. “Fuck, that hurts…”

“Yes it does,” I tell her, slapping her again. This time her head snaps back and the tears start running down her cheeks. She’s applied a ton of mascara before this meeting (I put the suggestion to wear heavy makeup inside her head at our last session) and it starts to run down her cheeks, painting them with long dark trails.

“Mmh fuck, I’ll never be able to hide these from my boyfriend,” she purrs, losing herself in the pleasure. “He’s gonna know exactly what you did to me…”

I grab her chin for a second, throwing her off guard, then slap her straight across the face. Before she can recover I put my whole hand over her face and tighten, confining her in my grip.

“I want him to know,” I grunt, removing my cock from my slacks. “I want him to know that at least one man knows how to use his girlfriend properly.”

With my hand around the base of my cock, I start slapping it on Nicole’s cheeks. It’s not terribly painful, but it is
 humiliating. A pearl of precum forms at the tip of my cock and sticks to her chin, running back to the tip in a long, sticky trail.

Groaning with bliss, I grind my cock against her face. Tears and spit run freely down into her cleavage, leaving her a sloppy mess. Then I pull back, leaning on her hair, and point the head of my cock at her lips.

“I want your fucking throat,” I growl, forcing my cock past her soft, silky lips. A strangled mmmph
 echoes around my cock as I drive deep into her throat, taking
 her without preamble or permission. She’s already given me all the permission I need.

She gags around me - I’m more than she can handle. She has to relax her throat, and it takes a few strokes before she can get herself back under control. By then I’m thrusting upwards into her mouth, stretching her lips around me and holding her hair tight. I’m exercising zero caution, using her throat like a pussy to get myself off.

The tears flow like rain, warmth dripping onto my balls. And down on the floor, Nicole shudders as the first orgasm tears through her needy, deprived body. She screams
 around my cock, thighs clenching and unclenching as liquid fire shoots through her veins.

With a groan, I pull out of her and slap her across the face with my cock.

I’m in a frenzy now, totally out of control. Thankfully I stashed my tools at arm’s length, right where I can reach them. I pop open my desk and pull out the first toy I’m going to use on Nicole.

Her eyes widen with fear when she sees it - a black leather paddle, studded around the edges. Tiny holes have been drilled into it to increase airflow and sting more. The whole thing is bound by a thick cord, which I put around my wrist.

“Here,” I growl, pointing at my knee. “I’m going to beat the shit out of you, Nicole.”

She stares at it for a moment, her face lighting up like it’s fucking Christmas morning. “Oh fuck yes
,” she sighs. She sounds so relieved that I almost burst out laughing. What a twisted girl
, I think. God, she’s just my type.


“Not like that,” I say when she stands up. “Take off that dress. Show 
me what you’ve got on underneath it, slut.”

Nicole leans back and starts unbuttoning her blouse. Her eyes widen when she sees what she has on underneath it. Behind the thin, clingy fabric is some lacy black lingerie, a push-up bra with thong panties along with a garter belt and fishnet stockings.

“What the fuck,” she whispers, staring down at her body. “When did I put this on?”


Another little suggestion of mine from our last meeting,
 I think with pleasure. “You put it on for me,” I tell her. “You knew deep down that this was exactly what you wanted.”

“I...it is,” she whimpers, discarding her outer level of clothes like she’s about to discard her old life.

“Take off the panties,” I command, “and come here. Leave them on the couch - I want a souvenir after I’m finished with you.”

Her mouth forms a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh, that’s nasty,
” she purrs appreciatively. “What are you going to do with them, Master?”

“I’m going to jerk off in them when you’re gone,” I tell her. “I’m gonna wrap them around my cock and cum all over them while I remember beating the shit out of you, whore. Now get on my fucking knee

!”

She gives a little squeal and complies. She stretches like a cat once she’s on me, arching her back and sticking her big, round ass in the air. It’s one hell of a nice ass.

“Very good,” I murmur, running the edge of the paddle over her tanned flesh. She quivers in anticipation, both excited for and fearing the first blow. And now it’s time for my second
 little toy to come out and play.

Her head gives a little jerk when she sees me fishing around in my desk drawer. “What’s that?”

“This
,” I say, pulling it from the desk, “is to remind you of your place. And to train that tight little hole for Master so he can fuck it whenever he wants.”

Her jaw hits the floor when she sees what I’m holding - an anal plug. It’s black, with a flared base and a faux-diamond set into the handle. When it’s inside her, all a viewer will be able to see is that multifaceted gem - it’ll sparkle in her tight little pucker.

I run the tip along her most private, forbidden opening. “Have you ever given this to your boyfriend?” I ask, cruelly twisting the plug. “Ever let any man use your ass like the tight little fuckmeat it is?”

The plug slips inside of her, and she groans. It’s clear this is her first time, as it just barely fits inside of her - every inch of progress makes her squirm and whimper. But I promised I was going to hurt her, and that’s just what I’m going to do.

Finally it’s in. I part her cheeks with both hands, giving them a slap. “Look at that,” I command, shaking my head. “Such a pretty little whore. You’re all stretched for me, slut…”

She looks over her shoulder - and that’s
 when I bring the paddle down. Not as hard as I possibly can, but almost. Even so, I’m shocked at how loud it is.

“Oh my gawwwwd
!” Nicole’s face contorts with pain as the paddle punishes her ass. The flesh beneath it reddens instantly, darkening into that shade that’s going to turn into a bruise at some point. “Oh fuck that hurts so much oh my fuck
-”

I bring the paddle down again, on her other cheek. Tears roll down her cheeks as she screams. If it wasn’t for the fact that her cunt is clamping against my thigh like a goddamned vise, I could almost believe she wasn’t loving the hell out of this.

“You fucking bitch,” I snarl, grabbing a handful of her hair and making
 her look at me. “This is what you deserve.”

I bring the paddle down again, and again. And again.

Nicole cums all over me. My lap is soaked, the warmth coating my cock, and I’m a fucking iron rod against her. I want to be inside her so bad I can barely think straight.

“Please,” she whimpers, her face buried in the couch. “More…”

“You want more
!?”

I grab her around the throat. She gasps, her eyes rolling back in her head. The paddle comes down again and again - then I bring it down between her shoulder blades and her cries of pleasure enter a whole new register. I toss the paddle aside and slap her across the face, as hard as I can, and then I finally give in.

I need to be inside this woman. I need to claim
 her.

“Bad girl,” I grunt, lifting her off the ground and standing up. “Look at all these bruises. Everyone’s going to know how fucking ruined you are - everyone’s going to see what worthless piece of meat sweet little Nicole really is.”

“I love you,” Nicole sobs, drool running down her chin. “I fucking love
 you, Master…!”

“I know you do,” I growl, pulling one of her nipples into my mouth and biting so hard that she screams. “I’m gonna fuck your worthless little pussy now, slut. Then I’m gonna pull that plug out and make myself the first and only man to own your filthy little ass....”

I carry her to the couch and toss her over it, pressing her face into the cushion. I give her ass a few more hard spanks, then flip her over so that her shoulders are digging into the couch and her ass is hanging over the side. My shadow stretches across her as I pull her ankles into the air, squeezing her legs together.

“Open your mouth,” I growl, putting my hand on her face and squeezing her cheeks.

She opens wide - and I spit directly into her mouth. “Swallow it,” I command, holding her chin closed.

She does, her eyes rolling in her head. She can’t believe how much I’m fucking degrading her - and how much she loves
 it.

Just for fun, I spit right in her face. She lets out a cry of surprise and tries to rise off the couch, but my hands are firm against her hips. I grab them from either side and pin her legs together, drawing her wet little slit as tight as it will go.

“I love fucking whores just like this,” I growl, burying the head of my cock in her tightness. “It can’t feel great for you, but for me - damn

. It’s almost as tight as your sweet little ass.” I run my nails down the flesh of her leg, making her wince. “Are you on birth control, by the way? Because there is no fucking way
 I’m wearing a condom inside these holes.”

She opens her mouth to speak, but before she can I slap her right across the face.

“I don’t fucking care,” I say cruelly. “That’s all you’re good for anyway - to get fucked and used. Maybe I’ll give you a little present to take back to your boyfriend…”

Lifting her ass off the edge of the couch, I thrust forward and bury myself hilt-deep inside of her. She’s had so much fucking preparation that it’s the easiest thing in the world to bottom out inside of her, to feel every inch of my cock wrapped glove-tight in her velvet folds. It’s so perfect that I let out a roar, pumping like a fucking piston as I start to use her tight little body for what it’s made for.

“That’s a nice pussy,” I growl, putting my free hand around her throat. “So tight and wet and warm. Really it’s the only part of you that’s worth anything.”

My words send Nicole over the edge again. She cums helplessly, shuddering and sobbing all over my cock as another torrent of juice 
coats my cock. The wet sounds of fucking fill the room as I let loose like an animal, pounding her pussy hard enough to leave bruises between her thighs. The slapping sounds are almost as loud as the spanking she received a minute ago.

“Who’s nothing but a hole to fuck?” I ask mockingly, my fingers tightening around her throat. “Who’s Master’s filthy little whore?”

“I am,” she whimpers, her face reddening in my grip. She can barely speak, but she’s still riding my cock for everything it’s worth. It feels so fucking incredible.

“You like that?” I slap her face again, and again. Her lips form a tight little line.

“It hurts,” she admits, eyes rolling in her head.

“You say you don’t like it,” I told her, pulling ahead, “but then why is it that every time I slap you your cunt clenches around my cock like you’re trying not to cum?”

 


She doesn’t have an answer for that. She just leans back and takes
 it, spreading wider and wider for me as I fill her up.

“That’s right,” I grunt, my balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. “Master’s gonna fill that pussy up with his cum. Fuck, here it 
comes…”

My grip tightens even harder as I reach the peak. She’s whimpering and sobbing as my cock jerks inside of her, thrusting all the way to the base of her womb. The world goes white, and I come apart.

Burst after burst of hot, sticky seed sprays against the walls of her slit. My balls bounce against her as they loose their load, filling her to the brim and then some. A wave of pure bliss washes over me and I lose the beat, pumping madly inside of her as I cum.

“Good girl,” I say, pulling back as I come down from my peak. “Very good…”

I reach between her legs and feel for the plug in her ass. Once it’s in my fingers, I twist it gently against the walls of her channel. From the look on her face, I can tell she thought I’d forgotten about it. No such luck.

“Mine
,” I say, pulling the plug free and tossing it across the room. Alexandra will take care of it later. “All mine
.”

Still dripping with mine and her juices, I ram my cock into her tight little pucker. Alexandra screams as I rip away her anal virginity, plunging deep into her silky tightness.

“Oh, this is nice

,” I grunt into her ear, thrusting hard into her most forbidden opening. “So fucking tight for me. If I hadn’t stretched you out with that plug before hand, I wouldn’t even be able to fit in here. God damn
 you know how to treat a cock…”

I bottomed out inside of her, every inch of my girth sheathed in her tight, quivering walls. Smirking down at her, I grabbed her pussy and ran my thumb harshly over her clit, swirling it in hard little circles. The combination of pleasure and pain was too much for her - almost instantly her walls tensed up as an orgasm tore through her.

“This is what you deserve,” I said, my cock becoming a blur in her ass. “This is what you are
. A worthless little fuckslut. Daddy’s whore, to fuck and use whenever he wants…”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Alexandra kept on coming, the release flooding her brain. “Harder, Master - fuck me harder! Break me!”

I’m going to do my best to try. I bring both hands down on her ass, slapping her cheeks simultaneously as I piston inside of her ass.

“Take it,” I moan, bringing myself off hard and fast. “Take it, you beautiful bitch…”

Take it she fucking does. Her ass wiggles back and forth as she shakes beneath me, trembling like a leaf as I fill her with thrust after hard, 
driving thrust. Our moans fill the room, louder and louder, and in the back of my head I’m glad I had Alexandra clear the place before I did this.

“Are you trying to kill me?” she asks, grinning over her shoulder.

I’m not even really sure. What am I sure of is that I’m giving her exactly what she wants. And that I can already feel another orgasm bubbling up inside of me, larger than the first. Much
 larger.

She can feel it, too. And she’s ready for it. “Cum in my ass,” she begs, leaning into the fist around her throat. “Fill my dirty little asshole up with cum, Master! Give me a thick fucking load to take back home to my boyfriend…!”


That
 did it. I could no more hold back than I could stop a tidal wave with my arms outstretched.

One more deep, perfect thrust inside of Nicole and I’m gone. My hand becomes a blur on her pussy as I ride out the waves of bliss, sending her over the edge with me. Her ass clenches around me, everything drawing tight as she tosses back her head and howls
 with delight. I’m yelling pretty loudly, too - I don’t care, it feels so fucking good that I never want it to stop.

Eventually, it does. But by then, I’m splayed out on the couch, and 
Nicole is between my legs kissing the head of my cock and whispering to me about how grateful she is.

“Good little pain slut,” I grunt, stroking her hair as she sucks the cock that just fucked all of her holes. “Fucking awesome…”

She fishes in her purse for her phone and holds it up, checking herself out in the camera. What greets her is an absolute mess. Her makeup is smeared, there’s cum and drool all over her face and tits, and the bright marks of bruises are already starting to show on her face, neck and breasts. Her ass is going to be worst of all, I can tell.

I can’t wait to see it.

“Hahaha, oh shit,” she giggles, free and happy now that she’s had her release. “My boyfriend is going to freak
 when he sees this. Maybe I should tell him I got mugged…”

I hook my feet around her stomach and pull, pinning her against the couch. “You’ll do no such thing,” I tell her.

Instantly she’s at attention, submissive and ready. “Yes, Sir.”

“Today,” I tell her, my voice thick, “you’re going to go home and break up with that loser. Tell him your new man gave you those as a present, and he’ll do twice as worse to him if he tries to stop you 
from leaving.”

A sly expression crosses her face. “What happened to compromise
?”

I sincerely want to slap the brat right out of her. Maybe at our next session, I will.

“Fuck
 compromise,” I tell her. “You need to be living your best life.”

She shrugs. “If you say so,” she says with another giggle, examining her body in the camera. “Oh geez, look at that,” she whispers, touching a bruise on her cheek gingerly. “Fuck, I’m gonna be so sore tomorrow…”

She sounds excited about that fact.

I look her up and down, without a hint of shame or remorse. She looks up at me from the floor with an easy, unworried smile.

“You want to do this again, right?” I ask.

She nods. “Oh yeah
. But I might need a few days to recover, first?”

 


“That makes perfect sense,” I assure her, reaching for my clipboard. “Talk to Alexandra on her way out - she’ll set up your next appointment. Then send her in here to clean up, will you?”

She nods and rises to her feet. “Hey,” she says, clothes in her hand. “Are you going to fuck her?”

“Why? You want to watch?”

She thinks it over, pursing her lips. “No,” she finally says. “Maybe next time.”

I watch her gorgeous, bruised ass sway seductively from side to side as she makes her way out of my office. Another satisfied customer,
 I think, riding the pleasant ache between my legs.

I really let myself get unhinged with Nicole. I went further than I expected, did things to her I never thought I’d dare do to a woman. I liked them.


And,
 I thought with a smile, she liked them, too. What a perfectly kinky bitch
.

I couldn’t wait to see her again.


Part Three: The Cheerleader

“I need you to turn me into a bimbo,” she said. “Like, today
.”

I looked at the girl standing in front of me dressed in a cheerleading uniform. Then I looked back at the door to my office. We hadn’t even entered my office yet
, and this girl is already pouring out her deepest fantasies to me on the doorstep.


Oh yeah,
 I thought with a smirk. This is going to be a fun one.


“That’s interesting,” I said, checking over her shoulder to make sure there was nobody else in the waiting room to overhear us. “Why don’t you step into my office? Alexandra, hold my calls.”

My secretary Alexandra perked up from her seat by the door. “Yes, Daddy!” she said with a bright smile. “Whatever
 you say.”

The girl in the cheerleading outfit raised an eyebrow at that. But she still stepped into the office when I opened the door, her hips swaying gently like she expected me to be staring at her ass.


How presumptuous,
 I thought. Of course I was.

Things had been going well lately. My practice was expanding; I’d 
had several success stories lately. One of my own patients had signed on as my secretary - and if she had a penchant for skintight pencil skirts and referring to me in the office as Daddy
, no one seemed to mind much.

Honestly, though, it’s kind of hard not
 to succeed when you’ve got an ability like mine.

As I followed the new girl into my office, I decided to use that ability. Flexing mental muscles that most human beings simply don’t have, I pushed
 outward and touched the girl’s mind. My radical empathy gives me the ability to read people this way - to sense their thoughts and feelings. And with a little bit of finesse, to push them in the direction I choose.

I’d already used them to make my new employee Alexandra realize that she wanted to life a full-time Daddy fetish life, and just the other day I got finished exploring BDSM fantasies with a gorgeous brunette named Naomi. I was looking forward to figuring out what this new patient’s deal was. Not to mention her name.

I dove beneath the surface of her thoughts, like a swimmer jumping into a river. And immediately drew back, gasping.


She knows
, I thought, slamming the door behind me in a frenzy. She knows everything!


Well, okay - not everything

. But enough. More than enough. The inside of Hazel’s mind (for touching her had indeed confirmed that her name was Hazel) was a churning swirl of anxieties - and chiefly, they were about me. She wasn’t just bullshitting or joking with me in the waiting room. She knew
 about my power. She had a pretty good idea of the sorts of things I could do to people, and she was both excited and terrified of me using that power on her.


I have to know who talked
. I resolved to find out as soon as possible. But first, I had to rid myself of Hazel.

“Look, I’m not sure what you might have been told about hypnotherapy,” I said, struggling to keep my voice neutral. “Most people come to me because they have some embarrassing problems they can’t control. They smoke and they have to hide it from their family, they overeat and can’t stop themselves. That sort of thing. I certainly can’t make anyone dumb
, and frankly I’m not sure why a young girl like yourself would want to waste her intellect.”

Hazel turned around, parking her ass on the edge of my desk. Now that she was front-and-center before me, I found it hard to tear my eyes off of her. She was way more than just the cute ass I’d seen walking into my office: she was the total package. Blonde hair, sunny smile, perky pair of B-cup tits sticking straight in her tight little cheerleading top without a bra.


Aren’t you just the All-American wet dream?
 
I thought, my eyes traveling up and down her long, shapely legs.

Hazel grinned at me like she knew it, too. “Oh, I have an embarrassing problem. Really
 embarrassing. And I need you to fix it before my next practice.”

I shook my head to clear it. How had this girl gotten me so off-track so quickly?

“Therapy isn’t a quick fix,” I said, holding up a hand. “It’s not some get-rich-quick scheme for your mind. It takes lots of talking, working through issues…”

Her grin grew wider. “That little Instagram whore you’ve got at your front desk, did you ‘work through her issues’?”

I scoffed and turned my attention to the desk. “I don’t appreciate your tone, Hazel.”

She crossed her arms under her breasts. “And I don’t appreciate you pulling my name out of my head without asking first.”


Shit
. Now I’d stepped in it. Visions of police cars filled my brain. I could almost feel the bite of the handcuffs.

Hazel must have seen it on my face. “Relax,” she said. “I’m not going to tell
 anybody. Like anyone would believe me.” She blew a lock of hair out of her face and stared at me expectantly.

“Where did you hear about me?” I asked.

Her eyes brightened. “Will you help me?”

“Talk,” I grunted. “Then I’ll see what I can do.”

This answer seemed to satisfy her. “There’s this rumor going around,” she said, rolling the words over her tongue with pleasure. I realized with a start that Hazel and her cheerleading pals must be championship gossips. “I had a substitute for my Intro to College Chem
 last week who had a bruise around her throat and a black eye. Some of the girls on the squad were saying that she saw this guy: and that this guy can make certain things come true for you if you go see him.”

“Like what?”

She flashed a pout that must have had her professors begging her
 to raise her grades. “The sorts of things you think about when you touch yourself at night. He can give them to you - take all the bullshit inside you away so you can live the way you really
 want for a change.” Her expression turned wistful, her eyes focusing on some 
point in the distance. “Or make it go away.”


Nicole
, I thought sourly - although not without pleasure. She’s been blabbing. I didn’t even KNOW she taught at the college. She must be trying to get me to punish her even harder at our next session…


“You said you wanted me to make you into a bimbo,” I said after a moment. “That’s definitely taking something away.”

“That’s exactly what I want,” she said, leaning forward excitedly. She seemed a little surprised that I hadn’t told her no. “I want you to make me into a ditzy little goddess, like those Delta Chi bitches. I don’t want there to be anything inside of my head except fashion and boys
.”

I thought it over. It was definitely possible - even easy. And Hazel already looked the part.

Still, something didn’t feel right.

I sighed and gestured at the couch. “Sit. I can’t concentrate with your legs like that.”

She arranged herself demurely on my therapy couch, crossing one leg over the other. She folded her hands in her lap and gave me a look that was almost innocent considering the circumstances.

“So,” she said, smiling the smile of the victorious. “Will you do it?”

Now it was my turn to fold my arms. “Why do you want this, Hazel? You’ve got the world on a string. Not to be crude, but with a body like that you could probably have any man on campus you wanted. You don’t to become some kind of bimbo to fulfill your fantasies.”

Something savage entered her expression. Savage and frustrated.

“I’ve had enough
 of my fantasies,” she said, almost to herself. “I want some new ones.”

I was getting more confused by the minute. One thing was clear: I’d never had a patient like Hazel before. On the whole, I much preferred housewives and Daddy fetishists - at least they didn’t beat around the bush like this girl.

“Hazel, I need you to be straight with me,” I said, fixing her with my gaze. At the same time, I pressed down on the authority center of her brain - just a touch, not enough for her to notice even knowing about my powers. It did the trick. She looked up at me, suddenly submissive and almost eager to please.

“Straight?” she asked - putting a weird emphasis on the word.

“Why are you here today?” My fingers massaged my eyes. I was rapidly approaching my breaking point. “
What is wrong in your life that makes you want to change it?
”

She didn’t answer for a long time. She focused on her hands, fidgeting in her lap like a much younger girl. I was almost convinced she wasn’t going to say anything when she finally looked up.

“It really is embarrassing,” she admitted.

“That’s okay,” I assured her, slipping easily into my professional mode. “Everything we say here is confidential, Hazel. Especially
 the part about those rumors you’ve heard.”

That made her laugh. “Fuck, okay,” she said. “It’s...God, how do I even say
 this?”

“Just use your words. Take all the time you need.”

She looked up at me and nodded. “I have these...urges,” she said. “They keep getting stronger and stronger.”

“Okay,” I said, sounding pleased. “Now we’re getting somewhere. What kind of urges are we talking about?”

“It’s…” Hazel reddened. I got the impression that she wasn’t the kind of woman who blushed very much, but it looked surprisingly cute on 
her. “It’s about, like, sex stuff.”

“I kind of figured it was,” I said with a chuckle. “Could you be more specific? Remember, nothing you say here is going to shock me. I’ve heard more than you can imagine.”

“I can imagine a lot,” she said, not looking up from her hands. “It’s...it’s urges relating to the other members of my cheerleading squad.”

“Oh.
” I leaned back a bit, my shadow falling over Hazel from where I sat against the edge of my desk. “I see.”

Her eyes went hard. “I don’t think you do,” she said. As she spoke, her words started to come out faster and faster, all in a rush. “We do all of these exercises: tossing each other and standing on top of each other's shoulders. Every one of these girls - they’re gorgeous.
 And my hands are all over them, for hours every day.” A shudder passed through her. It was obvious that just describing it turned her on. “There's this one trick we've been doing where we form a human pyramid, and I'm right underneath
 of Becky Armstrong with my hand under her ass, and there's two girls holding me up and their fingers are just digging into me, and I know they can just smell how wet I am because all I can think about is how I'd like to tear Becky's panties off with my teeth and-”

She clapped a hand over her mouth. Her eyes shut tight, a frustrated sigh escaping from her lips. “Fuck,” she whispered. She sounded so dejected that I couldn’t help but feel for her. “Fuck.
”

“Okay,” I said. “Let me say a couple of things.”

“Please do,” she muttered, face buried in her hands.

“Firstly - you are in college,
 Hazel. You’re a young woman, and you’re still figuring a lot of things out. It’s okay to...experiment, to try things out when it comes to your sexuality. And second, you are far
 from the first college student to discover she’s more into her fellow co-eds than the frat boys.”

She laughed into her palms. It wasn’t a nice laugh, either. “You don’t understand,” she said, in a tone that made me think she’d expected this all along. “These feelings are going to ruin my life.”

“I’m afraid I don’t follow.”

Her head jerked upwards, eyes meeting mine in a challenge. “Broadmoor is austere institution with a rich history,” she said, referring to the local college. “A religious
 history.”

I felt my eyebrows graze my hairline. “I...see.”

“Yeah, I just bet you fucking do,” she muttered.

“Still,” I said, clearing my throat, “it can’t be that
 archaic, can it? You’re a young student - I thought the days of in loco parentis
 went out with bell-bottoms and disco…”

Her jaw set. “I’m here under a scholarship,” she explained. “It comes with certain terms and conditions. If I...don’t do
 something, I could lose my ride. And my sorority, and my friends! It would ruin my whole life, which is why you’ve got to help me-”

“Wait,” I said, cutting her off. “Wait a second. Something just occurred to me. You asked me to make you into a bimbo
 when you first walked in here!”

She stared at me like there was nothing strange about that at all. “Yes?”

“How is that supposed to fix anything?” I gazed at her evenly over the bridge of my glasses. “You think turning yourself into a sex-crazed bimbo will be...better
, somehow?”

She looked at me for a long moment, mouth working soundlessly. Then she started to cry.

“Oh, Jesus,” I muttered. Now I feel like an asshole.
 “I’m sorry.”

“You don’t know what it’s like!” Her face scrunched up in fear, like a threatened animal looking for an escape route. “It’s not enough to just be a ‘good girl’ anymore, Dr. Pierce. You have to be perfect
. If I’m not getting this high of a GPA while nailing
 that goddamned triple-flip we do at halftime, and being nice to all my sorority sisters and volunteering at the fucking food bank
 and oh, I’ve got to on just enough dates with boys that no one things I’m a prude bitch but not so many that they think I’m a slut...it’s enough to drive me fucking CRAZY!
”

“Woof,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s quite a lot, Hazel. I didn’t so much was expected of a young woman like you.”

Her shoulders slumped. “I just want it to go away,” she said, shaking her head. “Do you have a tissue?”

“They’re right here.” I already had the box in my hand; I bunched one up and put it into hers. “Go ahead and cry, if you need to. Tears are healthy.”

“Really?” She blew her nose; she could even look cute while doing that, somehow. “Then I’m the healthiest bitch you’ve ever met.”

Both of us burst out laughing. “Alright,” I said. “You’ve got me there.”

In an instant her expression changed to one of hope. The tears were gone. She leaned forward excitedly, wringing her hands.

“So will you do it?”

I thought about it. Thought about it for so long that Hazel started to get antsy, crossing one ankle over the other. But this wasn’t the kind of decision I could make lightly. This girl wasn’t like Alexandra - Alex had known exactly what she wanted the moment she walked into my office. And she couldn’t have been further from Nicole - an already settled housewife who was dissatisfied with her husband’s vanilla nature and reluctance to treat her like the little whore she dreamed of being.

This was a college co-ed, a thing still newly formed, and she was asking me to play with the most primal parts of her. I couldn’t deny that the idea made me hard as hell, but was it truly moral?

“I could make you straight,” I finally said, the words tasting bitter in my mouth. “But I won’t.”

Her face fell. Disappointment was quickly followed by anger. “You’re a fucking jerk-”

“I said I won’t make you straight
,” I corrected her, not wanting to hear the torrent of bullshit and insults she was no doubt about to subject me to. “I have that power, sure, but...it feels 
wrong
 somehow. I’m not going to tinker with the sexual orientation of a young woman who hasn’t even figured out what her sexual orientation is yet.”

She regarded me evenly for a few seconds, her lips drawing so tightly together that they were almost invisible. “I guess that makes sense,” she finally said, speaking like the words were being dragged out of her. “But everything you do here is wrong, dude. You seriously can’t pretend it isn’t.”


There might be some truth to that,
 I reflected. And maybe one day, I’ll sit down and give the whole ethical thing a good long think. But that day is not today.


“Now, as for your other wish,” I said, spreading my arms like a genie fresh out of the lamp. “You want to be a bimbo.”

The corner of her mouth turned up in a surprised smile. She didn’t expect this,
 I realized. She was waiting for me to kick her out of my office
.

“You want to be more beautiful,” I growled, stroking her blonde hair. “More than you already are, of course.”

“A girl could always
 use that,” she said, grinning.

“Completely free of worries and anxieties,” I said, my smile getting wider. “I have to warn you - all those plates you’ve got spinning in your life might start falling down once you embrace the bimbo lifestyle. You might end up losing that scholarship you care so much about…”

She shook her head. “If you can fix what’s going on inside of me,” she said, a tear beading in the corner of one eye, “I would be so grateful. Please. I’m old enough to make this kind of choice. I’m a grown fucking woman
, Doctor. Treat me like I have a damn mind of my own.”

Her face reddened as she worked through the implication of what she said.

“You might not have as much of a mind once I’m done with you,” I said, chuckling. “But don’t worry, I’ll take care of you. You want to do this awake or asleep?”

“I get a choice?” She seemed surprised. A finger went to her chin; a gesture I was already associating with her being deep in thought. “Awake, I guess. I want to feel
 it.”

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That’s so hot.”

Her face lit up. “You think so?”

“Definitely. You’re totally my kind of girl, Hazel. And you’re about to be even more so.”

She arranged herself comfortably on the couch, then leaned into the cushions and flashed a model-perfect smile. “Go for it,” she said, her bravado masking how nervous she was. “Do you pull out a pocket watch, or is there like a whole light show?”

I shook my head. Then I pushed
 into her mind.

The effect on Hazel was as immediate as it was sexy as hell. Her pupils dilated, she arched her back and thrust out her tits as a little moan of surprise escaped from her lips. Her eyes fluttered as she disappeared inside of herself for a moment, then resurfaced with an expression of bliss on her face.

“Oh wow
,” she purred, running her fingers along the side of her head. “I can...I can feel
 you, Doctor. It’s like there’s someone else inside my head with me.”

“You okay?” I asked.

“Definitely,” she said with a nod. “I feel like I ought to be fucking terrified, you know? But I get the impression you’re taking care of that?”

I answered her with a nod of my own.

“Good,” she said, the whites of her eyes appearing for a moment. “Oh fuck, that felt amazing. Did you just do that?”

I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “I can do whatever I want,” I told her, putting all the command I could into my voice. “Like this.”

Every muscle in Hazel’s body tensed up like she’d been struck by lightning. Her ass lifted off the couch as she screamed
 in pleasure, so loudly that I was glad Alexandra had cleared the place before I brought her under my power. An orgasm like nothing Hazel had ever felt before coursed through her lithe young body, taking her so far over the edge that she’d feel stoned for hours afterward.

“Oh, shit,” she groaned as she came down from her peak. “Oh fuck, this is so filthy hot, Doc. Start changing me! I want you to make me a perfect little bimbo slut…!”

“In just a second,” I told her. As she sat there, unable to resist the absolutely sinful pleasure traveling through her body, I unfastened my belt and took my cock out of my pants. Hazel stared at it hungrily as I wrapped my fingers around the base and gave it a few hard pumps. A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip and ran down my shaft.

“Oh my gawd

,” Hazel whimpered. She sounded like she was a little dumber already. “Oh fuck that’s so huge…”

“Look what you’ve done to me, Hazel,” I said, shamelessly stroking myself in front of her. “I haven’t stopped thinking about fucking you since the moment you walked in my office. I want to tear that tight little cheerleading skirt right off your ass and pound you until you scream…”

“Uh huuuuh
,” Hazel agreed, her tongue lolling out of one side of her mouth. “I’m so fucking wet, Doctor. “I’ve never been this turned on before - not even with Becky Armstrong. Nobody’s ever
 done this to me…”

In a flash, I was on her. I grabbed her hips and spread them wide, hiking her skirt up above her waist. Underneath she had on a pair of white cotton panties, already soaked and see-through from her gushing, needy pussy.

“I’m going to fuck you,” I told her, sliding her panties to the side. “I want to be inside your hot little brat body while I transform you, just like I’m inside of your mind.”

The head of my cock pressed against her folds, demanding entry. Juices met the swollen head, the tip stretching her walls around it as I oh-so-slowly started to push my way inside of her.

A shocked expression cut through her pleasure. “Doctor,” she muttered, gnawing on her bottom lip. “I...I’m not on the pill…”

I scoffed. “Who cares?” With a mental tendril, I jammed down on the part of her brain that would make those worries go away. “You don’t need to think about such things, Hazel. A bimbo never
 uses the pill, and she damn sure
 never makes her man wear condoms. Bimbos love getting knocked up; getting pumped full of fertile seed until you’re swollen with some alpha male’s heirs…”

For Hazel, it was like a revelation. “Yes
,” she whimpered, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure. “Ohmigawd, Doctor, you’re so right! I didn’t realize how badly I wanted to get knocked up until right this very moment! Would you, like, do that
 for me? Breed me right now?”

“You silly little bimbo,” I grunted, grabbing her hips with both hands. “That was the plan all along.”

Before she could respond, I thrust forward hard - and at the same moment, I went to work in her mind.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t fully keep my promise to Hazel. She’d told me she wanted to be ‘awake’ for her transformation, but between the sensation of my cock taking her virginity and plunging hilt-deep inside of her and the amazing mental rearrangement I was doing in 
her brain with my power, there was nobody home behind Hazel’s eyes for a least a few moments.

“Oh, this is the best
,” she whimpered as her eyes finally refocused. “This feels so good, Doctor. I, like, never want it to stop! I love it so fucking much!”

I bottomed out inside of her, growling like an animal as the head of my cock slammed through her back walls and hit her g-spot. “Tighter,” I grunted, looking her straight in the eyes.

And just like that, her changes began.

The wet, welcoming walls around my cock contracted, then tightened again
. Hazel had already been virgin-tight, but now she was so snug around me that I almost lost it inside of her right then and there. I wasn’t satisfied with that, though: I kept on pushing on that part of her brain, adding more and more detail to the inside of cunt until it was better than the world’s best sex toy. Experimentally I pulled out a bit, and nearly exploded as her pussy tugged
 around me, her inner muscles jerking me off as I fucked her. Goddamn, that was just perfect!

My hands slid around her thighs, cupped her perky, perfect ass. Well, almost
 perfect. “Bigger now,” I said, grinning down at her. “Every bimbo deserves a nice round booty…”

Her ass expanded in my fingers. She lost none of her tightness - you could still bounce a quarter off her tone, tanned rear - but gained so, so much. She had a perfect heart-shaped ass now - the way she’d look in a thong with a pair of low-rise jeans would stop traffic. I squeezed her cheeks, savoring the feeling of the firm flesh, then gave her a little spank for good measure and ran my hands up her body.

“Oh fuck
,” Hazel whimpered, completely lost to passion. Her cunt clenched around me as she unraveled again, cumming all over my cock with huge, shuddering sobs. I’m not even sure if she knew where she was, but she didn’t care. All of her dreams were coming true.

Everywhere my hands went, her skin softened and darkened into a rich tan. She was glossy, plastic and perfect. I grabbed her breasts and pushed into her mind at the same time, expanding them from the perky B-cups she had when she walked in to double-D monsters. They were perfect, gravity-defying orbs, and at the sight of them I totally lost control. I pushed into a very primal, very feminine
 part of her mind, then squeezed them together.

Twin jets of milk dribbled from Hazel’s young tits. I’d made her lactate, and now she always would. A good bimbo needed to be able to fulfill every
 desire her man had, no matter how depraved.

Finally I turned my attention to her hair. It was already a rich, 
honey blonde - but it could be so much more.

“Let’s pretty you up,” I grunted, grabbing her hair with one hand and wrapping the other around her throat. She let out a surprised little yelp - then leaned into my fingers, cooing with pleasure.

Her hair lengthened, trailing down her back in soft ringlets. It was the kind of hair that women usually spent far too much time and money at the salon to achieve for a few hours - and Hazel would roll out of bed this way from now on. I plumped her lips, added a constant blush of arousal to her cheeks, and gave her eyes the vacant, ditzy look that drove frat boys crazy.

Finally I pulled back and admired my handiwork. When I first slid inside of her, Hazel was a gorgeous college cheerleader. Now she was a work of art
. She was a perfect, perky bimbo, worthy to be on the arm of an NFL quarterback or a millionaire movie star.

“Look at yourself,” I commanded, turning her face towards the mirror along one wall. “Look at how pretty you look getting fucked, Hazel.”

Her jaw hit the fucking floor. “Oh mi gawd
! I look so fucking hawt
!”

“Yes you do,” I grunted, thrusting madly between her legs. “You’re perfect. Only there’s something else wrong, isn’t there?”

It took her a moment to figure it out. I hadn’t taken all
 
of her smarts away, but maybe she’d have to shelve her advanced degree for the time being. “Ohhh,” she whimpered, finally understanding. “I’m still...I’m still…”

“Thinking about Becky Armstrong,” I grunted, skimming off of her mind. “There’s nothing wrong with that, Hazel. There’s something I think you missed when you did your research - bimbos love
 fooling around with other bimbos. Anything that gets boys hard makes them all wet and dizzy.”

“I...I do,” she whimpered, thrusting back on me just as hard as I was giving it to her. “I want to fool around with girls, Master. If that’s what makes you fuck me even harder…”

“I have someone better for a girl like you to be thinking about,” I grunted, giving her ass a swat. “Alexandra! Come in here!”

A moment later, the door opened. Alexandra stood in the doorway, and it was clear she’d been taking care of herself while she listened to the two of us fucking in the other room. A trail of juice trickled down one thigh, and her skirt was disheveled and hiked halfway up her hips.

“Yes, Daddy?”

Hazel let out a moan. “Oh fuck, she calls you Daddy?
 That is 
so
 goals!”

“Come in here,” I said with a smile, gesturing at the couch. “Kneel right here. I want you to eat Hazel’s pussy.”

Hazel’s expression at hearing these words was delicious. “She what?”

“It’ll make me even harder,” I grunted, pulling out of her. “Besides, there’s nothing I love more than finishing on a bimbo’s face. Not to mention her tits - and you’ve got a gorgeous pair, Hazel. Don’t you think they deserve to be covered in cum?”

I left one leg on the floor and lifted the other over the back of the couch. It was a little uncomfortable, but it let me straddle Hazel’s breasts - and with my cock hard and dripping, it hung right in front of her perfect, pouty lips.

“Suck on it,” I commanded, slapping the side of Hazel’s face with my rod. “Taste my fucking cock, you beautiful bimbo. Show my assistant how it’s done.”

Hazel eagerly complied. The changes I made to her had turned her into a natural-born cocksucker; she took me all the way to the base between her pouty lips without even thinking
 of the words ‘gag reflex’. Her big tits bounced up and down as she bobbed on my cock, 
helped along by my hand on the back of her head. She was totally focused on my pleasure, like there was nothing in the world except her throat and my cock.

That is, until Alexandra crawled between her legs and buried her face in her pussy. That distracted her a bit.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” My hips slammed against her face, filling her throat with my meat like I was still inside of her ultra-tight pussy. “To be fucking a guy and
 a girl at the same time? To be worshipping my cock while some blonde sorority slut laps at your fucking pussy?”

She couldn’t answer with my cock between her lips - but I could touch her mind and see everything I needed to. Hazel was in heaven.

She was also about to cum.

A moment later she sailed over the edge, helped along by a little mental jab to her pleasure center. She mewled around my cock, sucking it greedily as her thighs tightened around Alexandra’s head. I thrust harder and harder, pushing myself rapidly to a peak. I didn’t want to waste anymore time - I wanted to see what Hazel would look like coated in my cum, and I was about to get my wish.

“Here it comes,” I roared, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling 
back until only the head of my cock was in her mouth. “Take all my fucking cum, slut!”

My cock left her lips with a wet little pop
, and Hazel immediately started talking me off. “Cum for me,” she begged, running her free hand down her face. “Paint my pretty fucking face with your load, Daddy…!”

That was more
 than enough to send me over the edge.

Almost as soon as the last words cleared her lips, my cock exploded with thick, ropey bursts of cum. I aimed first at her face, pumping the base of my rod in my fist, and then at her tits - though I had more than enough for both. Hot gobs of seed covered Hazel’s cheeks, the hollow of her neck, leaving pearly streaks across her breasts. As I erupted her face was ecstatic with pleasure, her eyes heavy-lidded. I drained my balls over her, showing her in the most explicit possible terms that her new role was as little more than a fuckdoll, a cumrag  – and she absolutely loved it.

It was too much for her brain to handle; her thoughts went blank as her body exploded with pleasure. Drool fell from the corner of her mouth into her cleavage as what was left of her mind overheated, the neurons rewiring themselves as she jerked and writhed. When it was over she stared down at the load covering her body like she’d been born again - like this was the first moment of her new life.

Alexandra came up from beneath me and kissed me hard. I could taste Hazel’s juices on her tongue.

“You did so well with her,” my assistant told me, nodding at the blissed-out Hazel. “She’s never going to worry about a thing for the rest of her life.”

“She won’t need to,” I agreed. “She’s gorgeous.” I took in the sight of her ruined, come-soaked body for a few more seconds, then shrugged happily. “She’s still got all her cheerleading skills, to. I didn’t touch those. I can think of more than a few football teams who’d love to have a stunner like her on their squad.”

“Shall I make a few phone calls, Daddy?” Alexandra asked.

“Sure,” I said. “But first, get down on that couch. I want to test your pussy against Hazel’s - see which one of them gets me off hardest.”

I never did figure that out exactly. By the time I was done with them both, I was so exhausted I passed out right on the couch. Alexandra woke me.

“Your afternoon appointment is here,” she said, her eyes wide. Why did she look so worried?

“Yeah,” I said, grunting. “Give me a minute and send her in.”

She fidgeted. “Um…there’s more than one of them, Daddy. Are you going to be able to handle two at once?”

I grinned up at the ceiling. A double’s appointment,
 I thought, shaking my head. I’m a lucky fucking man...



Part Four: The Brat

As a general rule, I don’t do couples counseling. While I may enjoy having multiple partners in the bedroom, in a professional setting I’m much more of a one-on-one sort of guy. Dealing with two people at once involves chaos: crosstalk, backtalk, patients not really listening and just waiting for their ‘turn’ to speak. Even when you have an ability like mine to keep things in line, it’s a lot to handle.

But give me the opportunity to be in the room with a gorgeous MILF and her rebellious stepdaughter at the same time? I’m interested. Very
 interested.

The MILF was indeed gorgeous, and her stepdaughter was extremely
 rebellious. I knew that much before they even stepped into my office - not because of anything I pulled out of their heads, but because I could hear them screaming at each other from the lobby.

“I don’t need to be here! You’re fucking crazy!”


Alexandra’s going to have her hands full with those two
, I thought, rising from my chair. Better give her some help
.

“Ah, I see our afternoon appointment is here,” I said, opening my door and stepping into the lobby with a smile. “I’m very pleased to 
meet you both.”

Standing on either side of Alexandra and looking like they were about an inch away from going at each others’ throats were a voluptuous woman approaching middle-age and a slim blonde co-ed who barely came up to her shoulder. My assistant looked like she didn’t know whether to flee or hold them back; a grateful smile spread across her face when she saw me.

The older woman (the mother,
 I thought, looking her up and down, no, that’s right, the stepmother
) smoothed down her ponytail and squared her shoulders. The contrast between the angry woman she’d been a moment before and the polite, professional adult she became was striking.

Not as striking as her looks, though. Wow,
 I thought. What a knockout
.

“Doctor,” she said, flashing a tight little smile and extending her hand. “I’m Sarah. And this...is my daughter, Madison.”


“Stepdaughter
.” Madison crossed her arms under her breasts and glared.

If I’d been a normal practitioner, I’d have been shaking in my boots right about then. Fortunately for me, I was nothing of the sort. Not 
only did my powers give me the ability to touch people’s feelings and massage their mental state, it helped me navigate stormy social situations like this one.

More specifically, a quick peek at Madison’s mental state clued me in to the fact that she was severely under-caffeinated. Not good.

I glanced at both women quickly and gave Alexandra a short, subtle nod. “Madison, right? Alex, why don’t you take Madison down to the coffee shop on the first floor and the two of you can get better acquainted. My treat. Oh, and they have an awesome frappuccino.”

Madison perked up a bit, which I expected. Even the most haughty of hipster bitches can’t resist a decent frappuccino.

“Sure thing, Daddy.” Alexandra put her arm around Madison’s shoulder. “Come on, let’s get out of here!”

There was a moment of understanding that passed between the two young women as their eyes met. Something that said yes, I am ALSO a bad bitch, and you’d probably be lucky to be friends with me
. I could tell the two of them were going to get along like a house on fire.

Sarah watched them go, her face filled with anxiety. “Is that your daughter?” she asked once the pair had left.

“Something like that,” I said, hiding my grin as I opened the office door. “I’m sure you can understand that sometimes the family beneath our roof isn’t always the one we chose. She’s my stepdaughter.”

Of course Alexandra was nothing of the sort. We weren’t related in any way, but if Sarah discovered the real reason she called me Daddy
 all the time, this session would be over before it began. The lie was carefully chosen: by putting myself in her shoes, I made it easier to win over her trust.

As if on cue, something warmed inside of Sarah. “Oh, do I ever,” she said, tossing a glance back at the front door. “It’s rough being a parent sometimes, Dr. Pierce.”

“I agree wholeheartedly,” I said, motioning for her to enter. If only you knew how hard Alexandra likes it…


Once we’d dispensed with the pleasantries, I got Sarah onto the couch and took up my chair and my clipboard. Not that I was going to need either for very long.

“Would you prefer to sit or lie down?” I asked, nodding at the pillows on either side.

“I’ll just sit,” she said. Her muscles were tight with anxiety - it was 
like a live wire had been threaded right through her spine. Chilling her out a bit was the first step towards getting inside of Sarah’s head. I really did want to figure out what made her tick before I got her worshipping me.

“Alright,” I said, giving her a moment to adjust. “So that was a pretty rough-sounding fight outside. Is that normal for the two of you?”

Now that the two of us were alone, Sarah didn’t need to hide her feelings anymore. She sighed heavily, then slumped against the back of the couch, bringing her hands to her face.

“Ever since she turned eighteen,” she said, shaking her head. She sounded so helpless. “She’s completely out of control, Doctor. The boys, the drugs...it’s like I don’t even know who she is anymore! I’m so, so stressed out - it’s driving me crazy…”

“Calm down
,” I commanded, stamping down on the anxiety inside of her. “You are exactly where you need to be, Sarah. This is where you get the help you deserve. So there’s no need to worry anymore.”

You could see it in her face. The panic fell from her, melting away. She unclenched, all of her muscles relaxing as she stared at me in awe.

“You’re right,” she said, sounding amazed. “I am.”

“Everything,” I assured her, “is going to be fine.”

She nodded eagerly. I couldn’t help but harden in my slacks - she was already so submissive, so willing to comply with my authority. “Yes, Doctor.”


This is so easy
, I thought. “Good. Now, I want you to think about a few things. One: your stepdaughter is eighteen. Do you remember what you were like at that age?”

She had the temerity to blush. “Oh, yes, Doctor. But I wasn’t that
 wild…”

Grinning, I pushed deeper into her mind. Rearranging things, removing a few of her inhibitions. Making myself right at home.

“Of course you were,” I said, laughing like it was a joke. “You used to go out every weekend in college with your girlfriends and get hammered. Then you’d make out with those same girlfriends in order to turn men on.”

Sarah gasped. Not all of these memories were strictly true - and those that were, were amplified and embellished well beyond what had actually
 happened. But it didn’t matter: with my mental tendrils in her mind, Sarah’s thoughts took on a pornographic gleam. Almost as if she were experiencing them in her mind’s eye right then and 
there, like a film reel unspooling in her brain.

“Sometimes you’d fuck multiple men on the same day,” I said, teasing her. “You used to dance like a stripper at the drop of a hat. You felt so sexy when you did that - so desired. So turned on and wet from knowing that you made so many men hard for you, made them want you…”

Sarah’s breasts heaved. Her heart jackhammered against her ribs as her pulse took off like a hummingbird. I didn’t need to be inside of her mind to know how turned on she was - there was going to be a wet spot on my couch for Alexandra to clean up later.


Now,
 I thought. She’s more than primed enough. Honestly, I think she half-wanted this the moment she walked in.


The thought caused me a moment of doubt. Had Sarah heard about my services the way that Hazel the cheerleader had? Did she walk into my office knowing exactly how special
 my sessions were?

I could have checked. Or I could have ordered her to tell me. But I decided to keep it secret for the moment. It was more fun that way.

Instead, I spread my legs and put my hands on my thighs. It was impossible for Sarah not to notice my erection - it made a tent of my slacks, bulging between my legs.

“You feel sexy right now, don’t you, Sarah?”

She licked her lips. Her eyes gleamed as she stared at my cock.

“Yes,” she admitted.

“You feel sexy,” I grunted, reaching for my belt, “because you know you’ve made me hard
. You’ve made me want you
, want to fuck you right here on my couch like a little whore. And more than anything else, you feel sexy because you know it’s you
, not your daughter, in my office right now.”

She swallowed hard and nodded. “Yes, Doctor,” she panted. She wrung her hands helplessly, shaking like a leaf.

“You feel the way you did when you were a nasty little co-ed slut,” I told her. “When you loved to dance for men, loved to make them hard with your gorgeous body.”

She was nodding like a fucking bobblehead now. “Yes! Yes!”

I leaned back and hit a switch on my desk. “Dance for me, Sarah. Show me you haven’t lost any of those moves.”

Music filled the room. It was a deep bass throb underneath a filthy trap beat - something I’d had Alexandra pick out for me from her 
iTunes playlist. Then I’d put a few hypnotic suggestions into the music and looped it, making it the perfect ambience for taking a patient deeper.

Or, in this case, for them to put on a show for me.

Sarah was hesitant at first, but by the time she was out of her seat and fumbling at her blouse, there was a naughty gleam in her eye. She kept eye contact as she worked her way out of her top, swaying seductively to the beat. I watched her watching me as she revealed more and more skin, her gorgeous cleavage nearly spilling out of her lacy black bra.

“Show me everything,” I commanded, putting my hands behind my head. “I want to see every inch of that beautiful body, Sarah.”

She complied eagerly. The more clothing she lost, the more she got into the music - dropping low like a stripper and shaking her ass for me as she stripped off her skirt and tossed it across the room. Once she was down to nothing but a pair of black thong panties, I sat up straighter and patted my thighs.

“Come here,” I grunted. “Now
.”

She was in my lap in the blink of an eye. I slid my hands down her sides and cupped her ass with both hands, then give it a sharp slap 
that made her cry out. Moisture trickled down her thighs as I worked in her mind, stoking her inner fire until the heat between her legs was like an open oven door.

“Do you feel sexy now, Sarah?” I asked, spreading her thighs over my lap.

She nodded, her face flushed with need. “Yes, Doctor,” she panted, bringing her face low. She covered my mouth with hers, melting against me as our tongues intertwined. Her hot little cunt ground against my thigh as we made out, wet and desperate for me to be inside of her.

I let her take me in for a moment, devouring me hungrily with her eyes. Then gently, almost lovingly, I put a hand around her throat.

Sarah’s eyes widened like saucers. For a moment she pulled away, frightened, then I pushed into the pleasure center of her mind and kept on pushing. Her thighs trembled as pure bliss coursed through her body, lighting all of her neurons on fire.

“No one has ever made you feel this sexy before, Sarah,” I told her. It was a simple statement of fact - and when it said it, it became
 fact for her. “This desired. This feminine.”

She nodded, writhing in my grip.

“You want me,” I explained to her. “You want to serve
 
me. Sexually.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head for a moment as the pleasure hit her, then she gasped in acceptance.

“Say it.”

I relaxed my fingers a fraction.

“I...I want to be your slave,” Sarah mewled. The way she said it - so defeated, so pathetic, so desperate to please - made me harder than her dancing or even her glorious body could have done. “I want to worship you, Sir. I want you to fuck me, and use me, and own
 me.”

I waited a beat. Then I slid my hand between her legs and pushed her panties to the side.

Sarah let out a throaty moan as my fingers parted her folds and found her clit. It was already swollen and pulsing when I pressed against it - when I started to stroke it in hard little circles, she nearly came apart right there in my lap.

“I’m going to fuck you,” I told her. I watched her quiver in excitement as the knowledge hit her. “But first I want you to give me something.”

“Anything,” she whimpered, grinding her hips against my hand. “Anything you want, Sir! You’re my Master, and anything I have belongs to you!”


That’s exactly what I want to hear
, I thought with a smirk.

“I want your sweet little daughter,” I growled, savoring her gasp of surprise at the words. “I want you to present her to me, I want you to give me her sweet little pussy with your own two hands - then I want to make her pregnant. Don’t you think Madison would look so hot swollen with my heirs, Sarah?”

Somewhere deep in the back of her mind, she tried to marshal the will to say no
. But the pleasure was too much - she was drowning in it. There was nothing I could suggest to her, no matter how perverted or depraved, that she wouldn’t gladly agree to. The words anything to make him happy
 might as well have been tattooed over her cunt.

“Yes,” she purred, her eyes glazing over. “Fuck, that would be so
 hot, Sir. Can I please give my daughter to you?”

With a grunt, I lifted Sarah onto me. I was so hard, and she was so wet, and it was the easiest thing in the world for me to slide all the way into her tight, perfect cunt. Her head rocked backwards on her shoulders as she felt me drive hilt-deep inside of her, an explosion of 
pleasure leaving her lips. I couldn’t keep quiet, either - the second I felt her pussy lips wrapped around my shaft, I knew I wasn’t going to last long.

“Ride me,” I commanded her. “Ride me hard and fast, Sarah. You want my cum - you need
 it. Beg me for it.”

“Yes, Master,” she panted, slamming her hips up and down on my cock.

The wet, sloppy sounds of fucking filled the office as she went to work, riding me hard as I thrust upwards into her tightness with abandon. I grabbed a hold of her ponytail and tugged, using it like a handle to go even deeper inside of her. It was the perfect angle - the sensations coursing through me got even sharper and sweeter, until I was grunting like a madman as I fucked her.

“Please let me give her to you, Master,” Sarah whispered, talking me to the edge even while riding me with jackhammer force. “I want to watch you fuck the brat right out of her. Fill her with this amazing
 fucking dick until she’s your submissive little slut…”

I laughed, my face buried in her breasts. “Alexandra is working on her right now,” I said, slapping her big ass as she rode me. “Helping her understand her new place - showing her how fun and sexy serving a dominating older man can be. Because Alexandra doesn’t 
just call me ‘Daddy’ as a term of endearment, Sarah - she’s just like you. A little slut who can’t get enough of my cock…”

“Oh fuck
!” Sarah shut her eyes tight and howled
 with pleasure, arching her back as she came. A torrent of wetness coated my cock as her walls clenched around me, her sweet cream dribbling down her thighs as she sailed over the edge. “Oh fuck that’s so fucking hot, Master!”

I liked this woman. I liked her a lot.

“Make me cum,” I grunted, pistoning my hips upward so hard it was going to leave bruises. “Fucking get every drop of that load, Sarah. You’re so fucking tight. I’m going to pump this tight little pussy full...”

Sarah’s hips became a blur as she rode me to the peak, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure. “Cum for me, Master! Paint my fucking walls with that load!”

One more hard thrust inside of her brought me to the brink, and then over. Grunts of pleasure left my throat as I exploded inside of her, spraying her inner walls with burst after burst of thick, creamy seed. My fingers dug into her ass as the pleasure grew stronger than I could stand, gripping the supple flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

“Yes!” I roared triumphantly, relief flooding my veins like a dam had burst. “Fuck yes!”

I kept myself inside of Sarah even after I’d finished cumming, enjoying the sensation of my slick, sensitive cock held snugly in her folds and coated in seed. Then I pulled out of her and watched as she sank to her knees before my chair, pulling her hair back and out of her face.

“You deserve this,” she said with a wink as she took my cock between her lips. “You deserve all this and more, Master. You should get any of my holes you want, whenever you want it. Mine and
 my daughter’s…”

Part of me wanted to put my hand on the back of her head and press down until I was buried in her throat. But just then, I heard a sound that changed my plans.

“I think the girls are back,” I said, smirking. “Why don’t you go bring Madison in?”

Still completely naked (save for a pair of cum-soaked panties), Sarah rose to her feet and sashayed across the room. She held the door open and leaned against it, cum dribbling down one of her thighs.

“Sweetheart, would you come in here please?” she asked. I was quite 
piqued that I wasn’t able to see the look on her stepdaughter’s face. “The Doctor and I have been talking, and we want to speak with you now.”

Sarah came back inside and took her place at my feet again. She shot me a wink as her stepdaughter entered the room, looking dazed and not entirely sure of herself.

“Mom?” Madison’s face was a mask of shock. “What are you doing…?”


Alexandra did a good job prepping her
, I thought, watching the co-ed stutter through her glazed expression. I ought to take her with me when I leave
. Madison wasn’t quite ready to drop to the floor and worship me yet, but mentally she was very much open and receptive to any commands a male authority figure wanted to give her.

Or female, as it turned out.

“Come right here,” Sarah said, patting her thighs. “Come kneel with me.”

I have to admit - what happened next didn’t come entirely from Sarah’s own initiative. I was pushing both women, stoking their emotions exactly where I wanted them to be. But I have to say; Sarah was one hell of an improvisationalist when it came to fucking 
and kink. She was about to show me exactly how good she was.

“I’ve figured out the problem between us,” Sarah said once Madison was kneeling in front of her and facing me. She kneaded her stepdaughter’s shoulders as she spoke, as if she wanted to tear the top right off her lithe, coltish frame.

“You...you have?”

“Yes. You don’t have a strong male authority figure in your life. It’s okay, neither do I - we’re both deficient in that way. But Doctor Pierce has cured us. Maddie...Doctor Pierce is your new Daddy.”

It was a stroke of genius. Certainly Madison had gotten an earful from my assistant Alexandra about the way she
 referred to me - and the two of us worked together like we’d known each other for years. And Sarah had seen that, had learned all about it when I’d confessed what I’d done to Alex while I was fucking her. It was only natural that she’d want the same thing for her errant stepdaughter.

“Daddy
,” Madison whimpered, her eyes filling with a whole new appreciation as she stared up at me. “Oh fuck…”

Sarah smirked. “Isn’t she gorgeous?” Her hands came around and squeezed Madison’s breasts, pressing them together. “You’re going to be such a good girl for Daddy from now on,” she whispered into 
her stepdaughter’s ear. “Tell him how much you love him.”

Madison got with the program instantly. “I love you, Daddy,” she whimpered, her thighs trembling as she squeezed them together. I couldn’t help but notice her nipples hardening through the thin fabric of her top.

“She’s such a little whore,” Sarah added with a laugh. “Look at this wet little mouth, Daddy. Don’t you want to feel those soft little lips running up and down your cock?”

As she spoke, Sarah actually put her fingers
 in her daughter’s mouth, pumping like them a madam showing off her most expensive whore. I was already at full-mast, but this nearly sent me right back over the edge.

“Please let me suck your cock, Daddy,” Madison begged, nearly sobbing out of desperation. “I’ll be such a good girl. I’ll do such a good job...please let me taste you?”

I couldn’t take anymore. If any man could, I’d have accused them of not being fully human. I took hold of the base of my cock and guided it between Madison’s lips. I doubted that I was the first guy she’d ever given a blowjob too, but five seconds in her warm, wet mouth and I knew no one had ever gotten head from her like this.

In a flash Sarah was on the couch next to me, pressing her ample breasts against my face as Madison bobbed up and down on my dick.

“That’s right,” the voluptuous blonde whispered, a temptress in full bloom. “You’re our new Daddy. The man of the house. And whatever you say underneath that roof goes.”

“Fuck,” I growled, slamming my hips upward into Madison’s throat. She was one hell of an able little cocksucker - she had no gag reflex at all, just like her stepmom. “Shit that’s good…”

“Doesn’t it feel good to have both of us serving you?” Sarah kissed me hard, her tongue writhing inside of my mouth. “Worshipping
 you? Mommy and her sexy little daughter both making sure you’re treated like a King?”

“Yes,” I admitted, grabbing another handful of Sarah’s tempting, heart-shaped ass. “You two know exactly how to treat a man.”

Madison pulled off of me with a wet little pop
, gasping. “You’re so big, Daddy,” she whimpered, sliding a hand between her thighs. “I can barely fit you down my throat. But you taste so good, I can’t stop myself…”

“Mmmh, look at her fingering herself,” Sarah purred, pressing herself against me. “My daughter’s turning herself into a nasty fucking slut for you, Sir. She knows exactly
 
what you want.”

“I doubt that,” I growled. “Otherwise it wouldn’t be her mouth
 I’d be fucking.”

“She’s just getting herself ready for your cock. Aren’t you, sweetie?”

Madison nodded eagerly, a deep crimson flush rising on her cheeks. “Alexandra told me what you want, Daddy. She said you want to cum in me without protection - you want to make me swollen with your heirs. She said you want to ruin
 me.”

“That’s right.” I pulled her into my lap, savoring the squeal of surprise that spilled from her lips. “Look at this perfect young body, Sarah. So fucking tight. So supple and perfect. She’ll never look this good again - no offense.”

“None taken.” Sarah licked her lips like a predator, eyes traveling up and down her stepdaughter’s body. “Boys would kill
 to have this slut in the backseat of their cars.”

“Imagine how she’ll look pregnant,” I said, something dark and primal taking control of me. “Stretched out. Ruined. Her gorgeous body completely wasted because she let some guy fifteen years older than her shoot his load inside of her cunt. Let him ruin
 her - completely wreck her dreams and saddle her for the rest of her life 
with some squealing brat. That’s a fair punishment for everything she’s put you through, don’t you think?”

Sarah’s breasts heaved. “I don’t
 think,” she said after a moment. “I just want you to take everything that belongs to you, Sir. And my daughter’s tight teen body is your property.”

She had that right. Madison was mine, and the thought of claiming her made me completely lose control.

I grabbed the slender blonde by the hips and lifted her into the air before turning around and slamming her into the couch. Before she could recover I spread her legs wide, parting her folds and exposing the pink interior of her soft, dripping walls. I ran my fingers roughly over her clit in two, then three hard circles, then pressed the head of my cock against her channel.

“Fuck, you’re like an animal,” Sarah groaned, watching me appreciatively. “Can I get myself off while I watch you defile my daughter, Sir?”

“Yes,” I said - honestly, I didn’t care. I locked eyes with the barely legal beauty beneath me, boring into her soul. “Watch me claim her. Watch me fuck her bratty little brains right out of her head.”

Before long, the fucking couch was jumping across the room. I 
savaged Madison’s body with hard, driving thrusts, stretching her walls around my cock over and over again. Somewhere along the line she’d lost the power of speech; nothing left her lips as I pounded her into the cushions but breathy, animalistic moans of pleasure.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I growled, wrapping a hand around one of Madison’s perfect b-cups and squeezing. “I’ve never had such a tight, wet pussy before, Maddie. You feel so fucking great wrapped around my cock…”

“Thank you, Daddy!” she cried, her face contorted in pleasure. “Fuck, thank you so much!”

“Fuck him back harder,” Sarah commanded, grabbing a handful of her stepdaughter’s hair. God, she was such a freak. “Show him how much you like that dick, darling. You can do better than that, you nasty fucking slut!”

I could barely believe what I was seeing. The world around me started to blur, the pleasure pushing higher and higher until my thrusts lost their rhythm. My balls tightened as they slapped against Madison’s asshole, getting ready to loose their load.

“Daddy I’m gonna cum
!” Madison squealed, arching her back. “I’m gonna fucking cum all over your cock…!”

Her ass lifted right off the couch as she hit her peak and sailed over, unraveling beneath me. Her inner walls clenched around me, pulsing in time with her heartbeat as she hit the stratosphere, and that was the same moment I passed the point of no-return. My cock pounded her like a piston, filling the room with the sounds of hard, primal fucking as we both went over the edge.

After unloading inside Sarah, I’d maybe expected the pleasure to be less crazy, but I’d underestimated just how good
 it felt to be inside of Madison. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, tearing me loose from the fabric of reality for a few seconds. Pulses of pure bliss infiltrated my body as my cock jerked and spurted inside of Maddie’s tight, unprotected womb. I drove even deeper inside of her as the pleasure crested, as if moving on some primal impulse to make absolutely sure
 the seed I was putting inside of her did its work.

When I was finally done, I pulled out of Madison and watched my cum drip down her thigh. She watched it wide-eyed, tears of joy drying on her cheeks.

“Oh fuck, that looks so hot,” Sarah murmured. I had no idea how many times the MILF had gotten herself off while she watched us fuck. “Look at all that cum inside your fertile little cunt, baby. Look at it doing its work.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Madison panted, resting her head against the back of the couch. She looked like she really had
 
been ridden hard and put away wet. “Thank you for wrecking me with your seed…”

Now that mother and stepdaughter were working on the same wavelength, the rest of the session was perfunctory. Once I’d waved them off with a few goodbye kisses and promises to come over for a “family” dinner sometime soon, I collapsed into a chair and pushed the button for Alexandra.

I wasn’t looking forward to this.

She tottered in, her hair disheveled in that special way that let me know
 she was using her vibrator while she listened to me work. When she saw the mess the three of us had made on the couch, her eyes went wide.

“Oh wow
 Daddy,” she said with a giggle, punching her thigh in a mock-angry gesture. “How many times am I going to have to ask you to put down a towel before you ruin the leather?”

“None,” I said, shaking my head. “We need to move, angel.”

Just as I feared, the news hit Alexandra like a bolt of lightning. Her face showed disbelief, then despair as she realized I wasn’t joking.

“What? But...but I like
 it here!” She pouted in a very undignified way, 
her shoulders shaking in a precursor to full-on sobs. “And I just made friends! Me and Maddie were going to take Hazel to the movies this weekend…!”

“Maddie’s stepmother knew who I was,” I explained to her patiently. “So did Hazel. People have been talking, babygirl - spilling our secrets. Too many women around here know what kind of special
 services we offer.”

She sniffed heavily. “So?”

I sighed. One of the drawbacks of giving Alexandra a full-time Daddy fetish was that she could really be a brat sometimes.

“So, I’ve been doing this for a while,” I said. “I know how it goes. Too many people talking about that guy who uses hypnosis, and you get the bad
 kind of attention. The kind that leads to you not getting to see me anymore, babygirl.”

If I’d thought she was upset before
, the notion that she wouldn’t get to be with her Daddy 24/7 turned the waterworks on big time
.

“Ohmigawd are we in danger!?” Alexandra sprang forward and embraced me, clinging as tightly as a drowning man against a piece of driftwood. “Please tell me we’re okay, Daddy!”

“It’s okay. I will always
 
protect you, babygirl. No matter what. I’m bringing you with me.”

She smiled up at me. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“In fact…” the wheels in my head started to spin. “Let’s throw a going-away party. A little vacation for both of us and your friends. Where we can say goodbye in a more substantial manner for once.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Oh my gosh, yes!
 I can’t wait, Daddy! I don’t know what I’m going to wear, but I’m going to look super good
 for you!”

I knew she was - and I couldn’t wait, either.


Part Five: The Vacation


“Are you almost ready, Daddy?”

I looked up from the mirror to see my assistant Alexandra standing in the doorway of the bedroom, one leg crossed over the other. From downstairs I could hear the sound of a party in full-swing, the voices of guests mixing with the bassline coming from the speakers. Even without the use of my powers, I knew just about all the guests had to have arrived: every patient I’d treated at my new practice, along with a few other select friends I wanted to see before Alexandra and I jumped ship.

“Just about,” I said, fastening the last button on my shirt. “Are you
, though? That dress is more than a little scandalous, babygirl. I don’t know that I’d feel comfortable with you wearing that outside this house…”

She grinned and closed the door behind her. The sounds of revelry grew muted. “Good thing I’m not going anywhere, Daddy,” she purred, crossing the room in a few short strides. Her dress was indeed criminally short and skimpy - a tight, strapless minidress that hugged her pert ass and perky tits like it was painted on. Complimenting the outfit were a pair of six-inch fuck-me heels, which she handled as easily as most women wore flats. With her on-point makeup and her long, flowing red hair, she looked like a high-class call-girl summoned for a VIP client - or a barely-legal porn star on the set of her first video.

Nothing could be further from the truth. Alexandra was mine

, my first conquest, and the feelings I’d grown to have for the girl were so protective that I’d never let any man see her in an outfit like that.

My hands slid down to her ass, cupping the firm flesh through the thin fabric. “We are
 going somewhere, though,” I said, lowering my voice.

Alexandra made a face. “I know,” she said. “But tonight’s not about that. Tonight’s about celebrating the good times. It’s about all the women you’ve helped - we’ve
 helped - since you came here, Daddy. You’ve made us all so very happy!”

For certain definitions of happy, maybe. Although it was true that my practice had grown faster than ever before, faster than any of the other times I’d set up shop in some nondescript suburb. I’d had to leave them eventually for the same reasons I always left - too many people talking about me - but this
 time, there was at least one major thing different.

Alexandra. I’d never brought one of my girls with me. After seeing how she’d helped me, how she’d become a willing second-in-command, how could I possibly leave her behind?


Also the fact that she calls you ‘Daddy’ and worships the ground you walk on might have something to do with it,
 I thought, letting 
my hands roam over Alexandra’s body. We weren’t related by blood or anything else, but I’d be lying if I said my feelings for her weren’t at least a little bit paternal. She could be a real brat sometimes, especially when there was something she wanted.

And as my hand slid between her legs and discovered my little girl wasn’t wearing panties, it became clear that there was something she wanted very
 badly.

“You’ve been naughty, babygirl,” I growled, running my hand over Alexandra’s dripping slit. “Leaving yourself open for me like this. God, you’re so fucking smooth
, though. Did you just do this?”

She nodded, her face already flushed with arousal. “I know you like my pussy to be bare when you fuck me raw,” she panted, grinding against my fingers. “I wanted to make everything perfect for you, Daddy - including my princess parts.”

A little groan left my lips. What guy could resist talk like that? “You didn’t used to say things like that before you met me,” I grunted, finding the nub of her clit with my thumb. “You’re such a bad girl now, Alex…”

I expected her to climb on me and start riding. Instead, when I glanced down she was staring up at me, something strange shining in her eyes.

“I hated that person,” she whispered, the words coming out with the force of confession. “I fucking hated
 her.”


Holy shit,
 I thought. Her shoulders were starting to shake; suddenly she was on the verge of sobbing. All my instincts to fuck
 were instantly replaced with ones to protect
, and in a flash I had her tightly in my arms.

“Everything is fine, babygirl,” I said, stroking her bare back. “That’s all in the past.”

When she raised her face from my chest, there were tears running down her cheeks. “It was like I was asleep,” she said, her voice tinged with horror. “My whole life, I was sleepwalking. Doing what other people told me I should do, what good girls
 ought to do.” She put a finger to the side of her head. “Then you touched me in here
, and I woke up.”

The message was clear: don’t let me fall asleep again, Daddy
. I could understand the source of Alexandra’s anxiety. How many times do we go on some incredible, life-changing escape - a vacation that takes us away from the ‘real’ world of our jobs, a weekend of drinking and partying that revitalizes our social functions, even a fantasy trip through the world of a video game - and come out of it thinking we’ve gained a new perspective on our lives and our free time? Only to go right back to the same day-in, day-out way of living we’ve 
always accepted? In a way, what I’d done to Alexandra was just an even bigger version of that.

All these other women would go back to their normal lives, I knew. The housewife who expressed her love of being slapped and degraded in my office would go back to her boring domestic life, maybe having some light-bdsm sex on a special occasion or her birthday. The cheerleader I’d turned into a gorgeous, wanton bimbo would eventually find her place in the world of Instagram influencers and corporate shills, and give in to the endless grind for money and status. Even Madison - a girl marked my goddamn seed
 - would probably be in data entry a year from now, sharing childcare duties with her wicked MILF of a stepmother. All of them would forget me, would close the book on the wonderland I’d made out of their lives for a short time.

Except Alexandra.

“That’s never going to happen to you again,” I said, gripping her tight. “Because you belong to me
, babygirl. And Daddy’s never going to let you be anything other than his good little slut ever again.”

Alexandra’s face lit up. Her hands slowly traveled to my belt, performing the movements she’d done so many times she didn’t even need to look anymore. She held that eye contact as she sank to her knees in front of the bed, spreading her hips so wide her ass 
almost touched the floor.

“I love you, Daddy,” she whimpered, staring me right in the eyes. “I love you so fucking much.”

Is there a word for when your heart gets warmed at the same moment your cock jerks and shoots precum all over your boxers?

“I love you too, babygirl,” I said, meaning it.

Her expression turned naughty as she reached into my pants. “I want to taste you,” she mewled, already licking her lips.

“Um, babygirl?” I glanced up reflexively at the closed door. “Didn’t you say there’s an entire party down there waiting for me?”

“I did. But I
 want you first, Daddy. I don’t want you to forget about your little girl when you’re down there surrounded by hotties - so I’m going to make sure my lipstick is all over your dick before any of them get to it.”


God damn
! I chuckled knowingly. “You know something, babygirl? You really can be just as possessive as I am sometimes.”

“Of course I am, Daddy,” she purred, letting my cock flop out of my pants and slap her across the face. “This cock belongs to me, just as 
much as my tight teen body belongs to you…”

Before I could react, she opened wide and took my cock into her wet, waiting mouth.

I groaned with delight, pressing my hand on the back of her head as she took me hilt-deep into her throat. Her eyes just refused to leave mine, staring at me with perfect love and devotion even as her mouth reached all the way down to my fucking balls. No matter how many times Alexandra gave me a blowjob, it never stopped feeling like the greatest thing in the world.

“Good girl,” I growled approvingly, stroking the side of her face as she inhaled my cock. “Take it all the way, you gorgeous little slut. Show Daddy how much you love the taste of that dick.”

In response, she swirled her tongue around my crown, savoring the precum that dribbled from the tip. Now
 she broke eye contact with me - but it was only for her eyes to roll back in her head, just the whites showing as she bobbed up and down on my rod.

That’s when I noticed her hand between her thighs, stroking her greedy little pussy while she sucked me off. What a bad girl…


“You really can’t help yourself, can you?” I said, nodding at her buried fingers. “You’re such a dirty little girl, rubbing your dripping 
cunt while you taste me. You’re so fucking shameless…”

Her lips formed an even tighter seal around my shaft, the friction growing into beautiful agony as she took me faster and harder. I leaned back and watched her go, enjoying the pornographic detail until I felt myself come right up against the point of losing control. Then I pulled out of her mouth with a wet little pop
, shooting a pale streak of precum across her cheek.

“That’s not enough for me,” I growled, lifting her off her feet and tossing her onto the bed. “I need your sweet little cunt, angel. Daddy needs to bury this cock deep
 inside you where it belongs!”

“Oh yeah?” She looked back at me haughtily, which might have been intimidating if her ass and pussy weren’t on display. “Is that all I am to you, Daddy? A snug little hole to slam your cock into whenever it gets hard?”

“That’s right.” I grabbed her legs and spread them, the warmth of her cunt rolling over me in waves. “The best, tightest fucking stress relief ever…”

The head of my cock pressed into her folds, stretching them around the tip. Every muscle in Alexandra’s body went taut, her back arching like a bow as she pressed her big ass against me. And from behind me, there was a sudden creaking sound as the bedroom door 
swung open.

Alexandra and I both froze, the first inch of my rock-hard dick buried in her pussy. Who the hell was that?

“I guess the real party is up here,” a smirking female voice said. I recognized it instantly. So did Alexandra, who smiled, relaxed - and rocked her hips upward, welcoming my cock inside of her.

“Oh fuck
 that feels amazing, babygirl,” I groaned, the warmth of her tight walls enveloping me. “Did we do something that everybody downstairs could hear, Hazel?”

As I said it, I glanced over my shoulder. Hazel - the gorgeous, barely-legal cheerleader I’d helped transform into the bubbly blonde bimbo of her dreams - stood where Alexandra had a few moments before, grinning at the pair of us.

“Tsk, tsk, Master,” she purred, sashaying her way across the bedroom. “Do you have any idea how many women are waiting downstairs to say goodbye to you?”

“Let ‘em,” I said, slamming my hips forward into Alexandra’s perfect tightness. “They’ll have forgotten me in a month anyway.”

“Master!” Hazel stiffened, halfway onto the bed. Now that she was 
next to me I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She’d traded in her cheerleading outfit for one even more scandalous, that fit her new persona perfectly: a fishnet dress that was less a piece of clothing and more a transparent wrapping around her flawless bimbo body. “What an awful thing to say!”

“It’s true,” I grunted. The thoughts I’d had earlier about my relationship to these women were still fresh in my mind. I’d been intending to fuck them out by pounding Alexandra’s cunt, but Hazel brought them into even sharper focus. “None of you really need me. Not anymore. Look at you, Hazel - you’re fucking perfect
 now.”

She glanced down at her body and flushed, as if the sight of her bimbo curves turned herself on even more than it did men. “I have you to thank for that, Master,” she said in a giggly voice.

My hands traveled to Alexandra’s hips, gripping them tighter for leverage as I pistoned my dick inside of her. Her body shook with every thrust, pulling the covers up from one side of the bed as powerful thrusts rocked her back and forth.

“Your cunt is so fucking good,” I growled, mauling one of her perky tits. “My cock feels so good buried in your wet little twat, babygirl. I needed this so fucking bad.”

“Ungh, yes
 Daddy!” Alexandra’s ass left the bed as she rode me back, 
her voice tight with pleasure. “Fuck me as hard as you want! I love being a little toy for you to get yourself off with!”

Hazel watched us intently, her tits heaving more and more as arousal wormed its way into her brain. I had nothing to do with it; I wasn’t even using my power anymore. I’d transformed these women, and a bimbo like Hazel couldn’t resist a threesome anymore than she could turn down a new purse or a mani-pedi from one of her soon-to-be sugar daddies. It was in her nature.

“You look sooo
 hot,” Hazel murmured, bending down over Alexandra as she writhed and moaned. “You know what would be even hotter, though?”

Alexandra was rapidly reaching the point where she’d no longer be able to form words. She shook her head, groaning with bliss.

“If we made out while Daddy fucked you,” Hazel said, biting her lip. “You want to see that, Master?”

Not only did I want to see it, I was tired of Hazel screwing around. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed her down, smothering Alexandra’s mouth with her glistening, swollen lips. A surprised mmmph
 left Hazel’s throat as she started to make out with her best friend. Their tongues explored each others’ mouths as I fucked Alexandra harder and harder, losing myself completely.

Hazel reached between Alexandra’s legs and started rubbing her clit, adding a whole new dimension to my little girl’s pleasure as she got fucked. When I saw that, I nearly exploded inside of her right then and there. Instead, I let out a roar and grabbed a handful of Hazel’s dress, tearing it from her tanned body with a ripping sound.

“That’s
 better,” I growled, mauling Hazel’s tits. “A bimbo like you should be naked all the time. You should have your tits and ass ready to be grabbed whenever some powerful man wants it. That’s all you fucking are - a toy for men to play with when they need something to fuck…”

This was the hottest possible shit for Hazel to be hearing. Her eyes glazed over as her nipples stiffened, her heart pounding in her ribcage like a bass drum.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, her hand a blur between Alexandra’s legs. “I love being a sex object. I’m so happy you turned me into a stupid, gorgeous bimbo who lives to fuck…”

“Get my little girl off,” I said thickly, pulling back so that only the swollen crown of my cock stayed in Alexandra’s folds. “I want you to make everything nice and tight and wet for me to get myself off. Then, after you’ve made her cum and I shoot my load inside of her, I’m going to use this bimbo body the way it was made to be used…”

If I’d thought Hazel was turned on before

, this was like I’d lit a fire between her legs.

“Yes, Master,” she purred, rolling over and sticking her big ass in the air. Her fingers continued to work on Alex’s clit, massaging the gorgeous redhead expertly as she bucked and thrashed around the head of my cock. “That sounds, like, so totally
 amazing…”

As she worked, I stared down into Alexandra’s eyes. The expressions on her face were some of the most gorgeous things I’d ever seen - the play of pleasure and frustration as Hazel’s fingers brought her to the brink while her walls clenched down helplessly around the cock that wasn’t there. The blushes on her cheeks brought out the paleness of her smooth, flawless skin, and I couldn’t help but rub my hands all over her. She was so perfect, so utterly mine
, and I was about to give her exactly what she needed.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, tears of frustration spilling down her cheeks. “Please fuck me! I need to feel your fucking cock inside of me when I cum…!”

“All
 the way inside,” I said with a smirk. “All the way to the bottom of that tight little pussy…!”

Right as Hazel’s fingers brought her to the point of no-return, I grabbed her hips with both hands and slammed
 her tight teenage 
body down on my cock. It crashed through her walls, all the way to the base of her waiting womb, and an instant later she unraveled around me. Alexandra screamed
 in pleasure as the combination of Hazel’s fingers and my cock sent her into the most intense orgasm of her life.

“I can’t feel my legs,” she babbled, giggling madly. “Oh fuck, Daddy, that was so good…”

As soon as she was over the peak, I pulled her away from Hazel’s fingers and lifted her off the bed. With my hands under her ass, she was like a ragdoll in my arms as I pummelled her with stroke after stroke. She cried out and came again, the world’s most perfect sex toy gripping my cock glove-tight as she readied herself for my load.

It only took one more thrust. The pleasure was so intense that I nearly passed out as I came: it felt like everything inside of me was draining into Alexandra. All the nasty thoughts I’d had about my practice, the women in it, my greater place in the world - all of them were replaced with relief and release as I lost myself inside of Alexandra’s cunt. I shot again and again, filling her to the brim and still cumming until my seed ran down her thighs and painted the bedspread.

When I finally came down, Alexandra was staring at me with an awestruck expression. She knew that was no ordinary fuck.

“Daddy,” she said, her voice a mixture of tenderness and lust. “That was so
 special. Thank you…”

I grabbed her ass and pulled her to me, kissing her hard. Then the sound of Hazel clearing her throat brought me back to reality and reminded me that we weren’t alone.

“That,” she said, her voice crackling with energy, “was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen. I definitely
 need a good hard fucking after that, Master.”

“Come here,” I groaned, rolling over onto my back. “Come taste Alexandra’s pussy on my cock.”

Hazel crawled between my legs, her eyes shining with need. “Oh fuck, look at it,” she whimpered, running a fingertip down my still-hard cock. “It’s fucking glistening
. You fucked her so hard…”

Alexandra’s hand caressed my chest. “Daddy?”

It was hard to tear my gaze away from a sight like Hazel between my legs, but for her, I did it. Alexandra clung to my side, still naked, her eyes wide as saucers. It was clear in an instant that there was something she wanted to say - and even more clear that she was very, very
 nervous about saying it.

“Yes, babygirl?”

She wrung her hands together, holding them just above her dripping slit. “There’s something I wanted to talk to you about. Really quick, before this goes any further.”

A quick glance at Hazel confirmed my suspicions: the bimbo was in on it. She was expecting this, waiting for Alexandra to speak up. I wondered what the two of them had cooked up together.

“Can you tell me while she sucks me off?” I asked, nodding at Hazel.

Alexandra also nodded, and a moment later I felt the searing warmth of Hazel’s mouth as she wrapped her lips around my cock and started to clean me off.

“It’s about our new living arrangement,” she said in a rush, sounding exactly like the teenage girl she always pretends to be. “I completely
 understand that we need to pack up and move away - and I’m so, so grateful that you’re taking me with you. I couldn’t imagine life without you, Daddy.”

“Yeah?” It was hard to say anything more. Hazel really could do amazing things with that mouth of hers - it was a good thing I’d turned her into a bimbo. She’d have been wasted as a cheerleader.

“There’s just - well, there’s something I want,” she said nervously. “I know I’m a brat who doesn’t deserve anything
 from Daddy besides a good, hard spanking, but it would really really
 mean the world to me if you’d say yes?”

“Let me guess,” I said. “You want Hazel to come with us.”

Her pretty face blanched, turning even whiter. “She’s my best friend,” Alexandra whispered. Her hand strayed to the top of that friend’s
 head as she spoke, forcing her down harder on my cock. “After you gave her a session and transformed her, the two of us hit it off so well. And, I mean - wouldn’t it just be more fun
 to have two girls with you instead of one?”

That was certainly something to think about.

From the look on my face, Alexandra could tell the answer wasn’t a straight no
. “Two mouths worshipping your cock at the same time,” she said with a grin, tangling her fingers in Hazel’s hair. “Two tight pussies to fuck whenever you want. Me, the little girl who loves you so much - and her, the naughty little bimbo who walks around like a total fuck toy.”

She leaned in close and whispered into my ear. “I was thinking we could pretend she’s your wife,” Alexandra confessed, her voice dripping with lust. “And tell people that I’m your daughter…”

That felt absolutely fucking sinful. I loved it.

And yet, it wasn’t my usual way of doing things. Hell, even taking Alexandra with me wasn’t my usual way of doing things. When I left a place, I was done:
 leaving with nothing but the clothes on my back and the money I made.

“We can get other girls,” I reminded her. “There’ll be plenty of patients in the next city, just like there are here. Maybe someone else you can hit it off with-”

I cut off with a groan. Hazel obviously heard what we were talking about, and she was making it her mission to be as persuasive as humanly possible. She took me hilt-deep into her mouth, deepthroating my cock like it was the easiest thing in the world. When I met her eye, I saw a model-perfect piece of bimbo meat staring back, ready and willing to do anything I wanted.


I really don’t know
, I thought. It was an unfamiliar sensation. Should I say yes
?

Alexandra felt the hesitation; how close I was to giving in. A wicked little smile spread across her face.

“How about we play a game?”

“A game?” I asked, thrusting upwards into Hazel’s tight little throat.

Alexandra nodded. She grabbed my phone, opened the stopwatch app, and set the thing on my chest. “I’m going to set a timer for sixty seconds. If Hazel and I can get you off before it ends, you take both of us with you. How’s that sound?”

It sounded like fucking Heaven, and I told her so. “If the two of you can’t do that, then there’s no point in bringing either of you,” I blurted without thinking.

Alexandra looked like she’d been slapped.

“Daddy?” I could see the start of tears in her eyes. “Are you saying that if you don’t cum...you’re not going to bring either of us
 with you?”

I was about to open my mouth and say that I’d been thinking of no such thing - but before I could, Alexandra slapped the start button. The timer sprang to life, the digits a blur.

“Come on, you can do better than that,” Alexandra growled - actually growled
 - and grabbed her friend’s hair white-knuckle tight. The gorgeous blonde became a blur in my lap, her head bobbing up and down like a cork on my cock. All I could do was lie back and watch my shaft disappear between those perfect lips, spellbound.

Then Alexandra was in my lap, and the real fun started.

“Cum for us, Daddy,” she begged, a real
 tone of desperation in her voice. She wasn’t faking, she needed
 this more than she needed anything in the world. It made her helpless, made her pathetic. It made me want her even more.

“Make me,” I grunted, rising to her challenge. I wasn’t really going to abandon her, of course, but I thought I could hold out for sixty seconds. Hell, it was only a minute - what kind of man would I be if I couldn’t keep my load back that long?

But I wasn’t ready for Alexandra.

She grabbed me and slid her tongue into my ear, hitting erogenous zones I hadn’t even known I had. A spasm shot through my body, and suddenly I was pumping my hips furiously against Hazel’s face, completely out of control.

“You’re more than my Daddy,” Alexandra whispered between licks. “You’re my Master, my King...my fucking God
! I love you so much, I fucking worship your hard, perfect cock with every one of my tight little holes! I love being your bad, dirty little princess and I want you to use my body to get off every night for the rest of your life, you hear me?”

“Oh fuck

,” I growled, pumping harder and faster. “Fuck, I can’t hold it…”

“I want you to make me pregnant,” she confessed, her tone mischievous. “I want you to knock me up and show the whole world that you own
 my pussy, just like you own every inch of my body. Just like you own my mind. Just like you own my fucking soul
, Daddy! Cum for me, Daddy, cum for me so I can be your daughter forever…!”

I couldn’t take anymore. There were only seconds left on the timer, but they might as well have been hours. I was about to crash, hard, and nothing could stop it. Not with my perfect, filthy little girl in my arms and her sexy bimbo Mommy’s lips wrapped around my cock.

“Here it comes,” I roared, pushing right into the stratosphere. “Here it fucking comes…!”

Then, absurdly, there was nothing. The warm, wet mouth around my cock was gone.

For a second, the frustration was so pure and maddening that I almost lost my mind. Then my babygirl made everything alright.

She rammed
 herself down on my cock, sliding hilt-deep into her womanhood in one incredible stroke, and I let go.

“Oh fuck Daddy yes! I love you so fucking much, cum in me…!”

Alexandra came in huge, shuddering sobs all over my cock - and in the same moment, I erupted like a geyser. Liquid lava shot from the swollen crown, spraying bursts of pearly white seed across Alexandra’s inner walls. They clenched around me, sucking the seed into her womb, while next to us Hazel frigged her cunt like a madwoman, shaking and squealing as her own orgasm overtook her.

While the first cum inside of Alexandra had been a connection, a twining of souls, this was pure instinct. Every molecule in my body worked on a level more primal than thought, every muscle exerting to make absolutely fucking sure my seed bred her fertile, dripping pussy. I held myself inside of her for a long time, making damn sure not a single drop of that load exited down her legs or across her thighs.

Only when I was absolutely sure did I pull out of her and let Hazel clean her up.

The sight of the bimbo between my little girl’s legs was such a turn-on that before I knew it I was mounting her from behind, pushing into her tight channel as she ate out Alexandra’s cunt. I moved like a man in a trance, fucking her doggy-style harder and harder as she worked. I felt her shudder and cum beneath me once, then twice, but the only thing that mattered was my pleasure.

The orgasm that tore through me wasn’t as strong as the other two, but it was nearly as sweet. And unlike the others, this time I pulled out and unloaded all over Hazel.

Thick ropes of juicy seed shot from my cock, covering her round ass with streaks of white. I aimed it between her breasts, spurting again and again as waves of pleasure rolled over me. By the time I was done, she looked like she’d just gotten finished being gang-banged by a whole team of football players.

“Holy shit
, Daddy,” Alexandra whispered, actually shocked at the mess I’d made of her best friend. “I can’t believe all that was one orgasm. You came so much
…”

“I did.” Strength left me. I collapsed onto the bed, letting the two women snuggle close to me. “You won the bet. Has Hazel packed her stuff, or were you not sure enough you’d win?”

For once, Alexandra seemed at a loss for words. “She can get new clothes wherever we go. A doctor like you will spoil his wife, after all.”

I grinned and ran one of her nipples over my palm. She shuddered with pleasure, her eyes smiling at me.

“Not as much as he’d spoil his daughter,” I said after a moment. 
“Especially one who’s pregnant…”

“...by some unknown suitor,” Alexandra finished, winking. “Oh, Daddy
. You’re the best!”

Hazel looked up, her blonde tresses turned into messy curls by the hard fucking she’d just been given. “I want one too,” she purred, wrapping her hand around the base of my cock.

Alexandra looked like that idea made her very, very happy. “Two pregnant bitches following you wherever you go,” she said, resting her head against my shoulder. “It’d drive a normal guy insane.”

“Oh, I’ll have lots to keep my mind occupied,” I mused, staring up at the ceiling. “New city. New patients...a whole lot of guests we’ll be having at the house.”

My little girl cocked an eyebrow. “Sleepovers?”

“If that’s what you want.”

She squeed with delight. I didn’t even know she could do that.

“I can’t wait, Daddy!” She tossed her arms around my shoulders, tears of joy streaming down her face. “I can’t wait for the three of us to be one big, happy family!”

Neither could I. And I was already starting to think about the fun I could have with that new batch of patients...
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Part One: The MILF


Prologue

“Please,” Jessica begs, pressing her gorgeous tits together. “I’m so swollen. So sore. Please
 give me what I need, sir. You have to do something...”

I stare in disbelief down at the woman on the bed, amazed at her shamelessness. Not long ago, I considered this woman an authority figure:
 someone I looked up to, someone whose words formed the foundation of my world.

Now she’s little more than an animal: a brainless bimbo who can’t think of anything that’s not her massive, swollen, milk-filled tits.

“Plase, sir,” she begs, squeezing a nipple between her fingers. On cue a jet of milk shoots across her body, painting the dark corset she’s wearing with a streak of white. I can’t help but imagine how other
 white things might look against that fabric – or against her skin.

“You want me to...” the words are so insane they can barely leave my lips. “Milk
 you?”

“Yes!” The word tears itself from her throat. “I’ll do anything, sweetheart. You can do anything you want with my body – as long as you suck every drop of this sweet, creamy milk out of my titties. Please
 
do it for me, sir – please...”

As I lean over this woman, taking my first step towards complete dominance over her body and her life, all I can think is that a few hours ago I was making excuses to put off mowing her lawn...


Holy crap, it’s hot outside. If I don’t take a break soon, I’m going to pass out.

The lawn mower feels like it weighs about a half-ton as I haul it up the hill. Behind me, it spits grass clippings and the remains of leaves across the freshly-mown yard. My legs burn with every step, yet still I keep pushing the thing upward across the lush, overgrown lawn. I’m maybe two-thirds of the way done, and I still have to get the backyard under control once I’m done dealing with the front. Damn it, why did my stepmother have to live in a house on a hill?

I sigh and slump forward, groaning. The handle of the lawn mower snaps back once I let go of it, automatically shutting off the engine. It doesn’t help that the little motor that’s supposed to propel the thing automatically burned out sometime between the last time I was here and today. This is way harder than it ought to be, and it feels like the sun is directly above my head, trying its best to kill me. My back is soaked with sweat.

In a way, I have nobody but myself to blame. I’d been promising my stepmom Jessica all week that I would help her tame the lawn while I was here over spring break from college. And just like I always did, I put it off until the very end of the week - which just so happened to be the day a massive heat wave rolled into town. It’s brutal outside, and the last thing I want to do is roll a hot piece of metal up and down a hill.


Gotta get it done, though

, I remind myself. I’ve got a lot on my plate today. I’m going out with my girlfriend Chloe tonight - I’ve got tickets to a concert she’s been excited about for months, her favorite band. Tonight might
 finally be the night we go past handjobs in the backseat of her Mom’s old station wagon - but it’ll never happen if I’m a sweaty, stinking mess when I show up.

Still leaning against the mower, I glance up at the second-floor window to Mom’s bedroom, frowning. There’s been something off
 about Mom ever since I came back from college. Maybe it’s just the whole “growing up” thing, but Jessica seems...I dunno. Different, somehow. More distant. Yesterday she barely said two words to me - and those were from the other side of the bathroom door.

After a moment, I shrug. I have enough to worry about in my own life, before even getting into hers. I figure whatever’s going on, she’ll either work it out herself or tell me about it eventually. And she’s definitely not going to have a gross lawn when she does
, I tell myself.

The rest of the front lawn goes quicker than I expected. Finally I clip the band of grass closest to her shrubs and switch off the motor, dripping onto the handle as I do. I’m absolutely dripping
 sweat from every pore - I don’t get workouts this intense at the gym.


I need a break
, I tell myself, leaving the motor and heading for the front door. 
Gotta hydrate. Then I’ll hit the back yard…


The air conditioner hits me like a polar wind as I step into the living room. Sweat chills against my skin, and it feels good. Damn
 good.

I hit the kitchen like a man dying of thirst and down a whole glass of water without thinking. The cold water feels amazing going down my throat, but once the hard edge of my thirst is settled, I open the fridge instead of refilling. Mom usually keeps some Gatorade or some energy drinks in here, and I could use a little flavor.

But to my surprise, the fridge is empty. And not just “we need a grocery run” empty - it’s empty like someone just moved in. There’s not even condiments in the door. The only thing sitting in the fridge is a single glass, filled to the brim with cold, white milk.

I stare at it a moment, my brow furrowing. What the hell?

“Mom?” I ask, glancing up at the ceiling. I know she’s gotta be up there - she has to be able to hear me. But there’s no answer. “Mom, what’s the deal with the fridge?”

When she still doesn’t answer, I shrug. Then I give the milk a second look. Maybe she’s saving it
, I think, half-closing the door of the fridge reflexively. But then, just before the little light inside can go out, I stop.

“Damn, that looks good,” I mutter, licking my lips. I don’t know what’s going on - I’m not even normally a milk guy. But right now, nothing on Earth sounds more refreshing.

Before I can think better of it, I grab the glass and take a heavy swig. Cold, creamy milk floods my tongue and trickles down my throat as I swallow heavily, groaning in delight.


Holy shit
, I think, getting a little dizzy. This must be some special shit. Damn, it’s tasty…


Before I know what I’m doing, I’ve downed the entire glass. I’m not even all that thirsty anymore - it’s just so fucking good
. It’s rich, creamy - everything milk is supposed to be and more. I feel like I could drink an entire gallon of the stuff.

It’s so tasty that I feel a little frustrated when I finally down the last few drops. Then the guilt hits, and I rinse the glass out and put it back in the cabinet, hoping Jessica doesn’t notice what I did. Only how could she not? That glass of milk was literally the only thing in the fucking fridge!

“Alright,” I grunt, wiping my hands on my basketball shorts. “I’ve got to go to the bathroom. Then it’s time to tackle that backyard.”

The bathroom is upstairs, two doors down from my Mom’s bedroom. 
I cock my ear when I get close, listening for any noise coming from there, but it’s totally silent.


Maybe she’s taking a nap or something
, I think, closing the bathroom door behind me. I run some water over my face, splashing away the sweat, then stand over the toilet and fish my cock out of my shorts.

Which is when the strangest fucking thing happens.

Instantly I’m hard. Not just hard, but rock fucking hard
. Like, “I can’t think and just want to pound some pussy like a fucking animal” horny. Before I can even wonder why, I’ve got my fist around the base of my cock and I’m pumping it madly, grunting like a caveman as pleasure shoots through me. It feels so fucking good that I can’t stop - that I don’t even want to.

A flash of color in my peripheral vision catches my eye. Still stroking, I glance over at the clothes hamper sitting between the sink and the toilet. What I see makes me freeze in my tracks, my eyes going wide with shock.

A pair of pink panties hang over the side of the hamper, fringed with lace. Jessica’s
 panties.

Normally I would never touch them. I’d never even think of it. But 
whatever’s making me harder than I’ve ever been in my life also thinks holding a pair of used panties while I jack off is hot as hell. I grab them and, hesitating only slightly, press the thin fabric to my nose.

Holy shit. It smells just like pussy. Her
 pussy.

The scent intoxicates me and I lose all control. My hand becomes a blur, pumping my cock up and down as inhale the musky, feral tang of Jessica’s womanhood. My tongue darts out, gathers the aftertaste of her feminine juices as my balls jerk and pulse back and forth.

The pleasure builds and builds, way past the point where I normally would cum, and by the time I hit the peak my knees are shaking and knocking together. Orgasm hits me like a fucking freight train as I release, blasting more cum than I’ve ever seen into the toilet bowl. I grunt and growl like an animal, gnawing at Jessica’s panties as I shoot burst after burst of hot, sticky seed.

When the wave finally crests, I’m left standing at the toilet with a pair of panties in my mouth. My cheeks flush hot with shame. I toss the panties back into the hamper and hurriedly flush the toilet, eager to hide the evidence of my crime.


What the fuck?
 I think, staring at myself in the mirror. I’ve never done anything like that before. That’s not the sort of man I am at all - 
at least, I never thought I was that sort of person. What kind of son jerks off while sniffing his stepmother’s panties?

“A fucking pervert,” I grunted, low enough that it wouldn’t be heard over the sound of the running water. It stings; but a few moments later I’m already forgiving myself and making excuses. It’s been a while since I jerked off, I’m going out with Chloe tonight and that whole situation both frustrates and excites me, that kind of thing. By the time I leave the bathroom, I’ve almost forgotten about the whole thing.


I was just keyed up
, I think, pushing the memory of Mom’s lacy panties out of my head. Damn, I need to get laid. I really hope Chloe spreads for me tonight. Or at least gives me a blowjob. Fuck yeah, that hot little mouth wrapped around my cock would feel so good…


What the fuck? I’m already hard again! That never happens. I shake my head, dismissing the image of my girlfriend on her knees in the backseat of my car. It’s never going to happen unless I get the yard work done - and even then, it’s probably never going to happen anyway.

I step back out into the sunshine and get to work, erection pulsing against my thigh. A little manual labor is exactly what I need to get a hold of myself.

xXx

It takes me less than half the time to mow the backyard. That should freak me out, but by the time I’m done I’m too fucking horny to care.

The backyard of my stepmother’s house is nearly twice as large as the front. It’s on an even steeper slope, poking into the woods at the center of the neighborhood and terminating at a rusted, ancient chain link fence. I’m standing at that fence, holding the still-running mower, and I’m hardly even sweating.

It all just…flew
 by. Almost literally. As I pushed the mower up the slope the first time, an unexpected surge of strength entered my limbs. I didn’t even need the little self-propelling motor - I slashed back and forth across the yard like a madman, like this was all part of my daily exercise routine. Now I was done, and instead of being exhausted, all I could think about was my cock.

It throbbed in my boxers, pulsing occasionally and shooting a jet of precum against the fabric. The vibration of the mower had been driving it wild, and I’d caught myself grinding my hips against the handle more than once as I tamed the wild grass. This was totally unlike me: normally once I came, I was perfectly satisfied for the rest of the day. I should have at least been fine until I made it to my 
date with Chloe - instead, I felt like I hadn’t gotten off in weeks.

Leaving the mower where it stood, I stalk off down the hill towards the house. I need release - but first, I need another glass of that milk.

As I’d worked, I’d become more and more convinced that I’d missed something in that fridge. There couldn’t have been just one solitary glass of milk sitting in it - that didn’t make any sense. I must have missed a gallon jug or something, and as I pushed open the front door and felt the AC cool my sweat, my mind conjured up images of tall glasses of cold, sweet milk. Entire bowls of cream; bathtubs full of the stuff.

But of course, when I open the fridge, it’s completely empty.

I slam the door - then open it again, as if by magic I can make more milk appear. There’s still nothing there - the fridge is empty, just as if it had never been used. Like it just came from the store.

A grunt of pure frustration leaves my throat. I suddenly realize I’m chewing on my own hand, trying not to think about the iron rod of pure need in my pants.


Fuck it
, I think. I gotta jerk off
. Once I’m done, I can ask Mom about that milk. Maybe she knows where to get some more. Either way, once I get another orgasm out of my system, I ought to be able to 
think more clearly.

I definitely am not
 thinking about those panties in the hamper. How they tasted, how they smelled. How they’d feel wrapped around my thick, throbbing cock-

I freeze at the top of the stairs. There’s a thin strip of light across the carpet. Jessica’s door is open a crack.

“Mom?” I approach the door, resting my hand against it. Ask about the milk
, a little voice whispers in the back of my head as a craving shoots through me. “You okay in there…?”

I open the door. And what I see stops me dead in my tracks.

My stepmother Jessica is sitting up in bed, the pillows pressed between her lower back and the big marble headboard. She’s got the covers bunched up around her waist, strewn messily across the bed like she’d been writhing in the middle of a fever or something. But it’s the way she’s dressed that makes my mouth hit the floor, that grabs my gaze and just commands
 it, blowing my fucking mind at the same time.

Jessica has always been an attractive woman. I’d gotten teased for years at school about having the “hot mom,” and more than once someone had pulled me aside at a party and asked me in a too-
serious whisper if I’d ever thought about hitting that. Truthfully, I hadn’t - Jessica had always been one hundred percent mom
 to me, nothing else.

One look at her, and all of that changes in an instant.

She’s got on a tight, black corset, the laces done up along the sides of her tanned, creamy thighs, and her long blonde hair hangs around her head like a messy halo. But all that’s a sideshow: it’s her tits, her fucking knockers, her gorgeous breasts that look like they’re about to pop right out of her fucking top that make me shoot a whole new burst of precum into my pants.

Mom’s always been what you’d call ‘well-endowed.’ But right now, her breasts are at least twice
 the size of what they were at when I last saw her. They stretch the fabric of her thin, lacy top, the diamond-hard nipples poking right through. For a moment, all I can do was stare at them - then the concern hits me. Something isn’t right here - something has gone very, very wrong.

“Mom?” I take a step into the room, the door swinging shut behind me. “What the fuck?”

Jessica’s expression is glazed and withdrawn, as if she’d spent a long time deep in thought. She gives a little start when she sees me, and for a moment I think she’s going to cover her breasts with her hands. 
Then she gives me a sad little smile and lets them drop.

“Sweetheart,” Mom whimpers, using her pet name for me. “Please, help me. I’m in a lot of trouble…”

The tone in her voice snaps me back to my senses - for the moment, at least. “What’s going on?” I ask, a little harder than I’d intended. “Why are you dressed like that?”

Mom’s bottom lip trembles. “It’s the only thing that fits,” she whispers, covering her face with her hands. “It was either that or go around topless! I...I can’t stop them anymore, sweetheart - I don’t even think I want
 to…”

“Calm down,” I tell her, holding out a hand. I’ve got to keep control of this situation - and myself. If only I can force the boner I’d been nursing all day to deflate and go away. “Stop who?”

“My...my tits
,” Mom says - and giggles. “My knockers. My funbags. Just fucking look at them…”

I have to avert my eyes - because just then, she puts her hands under her massive breasts and squeezes them together, lifting them up and down. Mother or no, it’s impossible for a red-blooded man not to imagine their cock between a set of puppies like that when they’re on display so brazenly.

“I can see that,” I say, looking at her from the corner of my eye. “Something’s happened to you. Is this why you’ve been hiding in here for days?”

She nods. “The city, they...they told me they were flushing the water lines. That I shouldn’t drink anything from the faucet for at least two weeks. But you know how it is! I thought they were just bullshitting me - taking precautions, you know. Then the next day...sweetheart, this started happening to my breasts…”

My heart jackhammers against my ribs. There’s something wrong with our water?

“Mom,” I growl, “I’ve
 been drinking our water.”

To my surprise, Mom doesn’t share my shock. Instead, she giggles even harder.

“That’s not all you’ve been drinking,” she purrs, licking her lips. “These walls are paper thin, don’t you know? Even bedridden, I can hear everything
...”

My cheeks turn as red as a stop sign. If she could hear me, then she knew what I’d been doing in the bathroom just a couple hours ago. There was no way she couldn’t have. Had I said anything, something filthy with her panties in my mouth? I wrack my brain, panic filling 
me - then the import of her words hit me.

“What do you mean, ‘drinking’?” I ask.

“My breasts haven’t just been getting bigger,” Mom confesses, sitting up straighter. “They’ve been getting heavier, too. The pressure inside of them...it’s agonizing
, sweetheart. In a good
 way.” To my horror, she winks at me.

“We have to call the police,” I say firmly, shaking my head. “Someone’s poisoned you...there’s been some sort of chemical spill, some real fucked-up shit. We need to get you to a hospital!”

“I...I think it’s too late,” she whimpers, one hand straying to her breast. Only now do I realize the other one is between her thighs, pumping beneath the covers. “Because, honestly, sweetheart? I’m starting to like it. Really
 like it…”

Then, before I can react, before I can leave the room and call the cops, she does the thing that would change both of our lives forever.

Her fist tightens around her swollen, pale breast, and a stream of milk shoots out.

It arcs across the bed like it was under tremendous pressure - like every inch of Mom’s tits were overfilled with creamy, pearly milk. It hits the foot of the bed and splashes, and I swear to God I can feel

 the mist against my legs. An involuntary moan of pleasure leaves my lips as I recognize the scent of it - that intoxicating, wonderful smell.

It’s that
 milk. The milk I’d gorged myself on in our refrigerator. Which means…

“Oh fuck
,” I pant, my eyes widening like saucers. “I drank your
 milk!?”

“I left it for you,” Mom purrs lovingly. “At first when this all started, I tried to get rid of it - I climbed in the shower and squeezed and squeezed until all my milk was down the drain. But then I tasted
 it! And oh my gawd
, it was so fucking good!”


This can’t be happening,
 I think, growing dizzy. My cock pulses in my pants, like it wants to hear more.

“After that, I knew I couldn’t waste a single drop. But even with me drinking all of it I could possibly want, my tits are still full. They’re so full, sweetheart - so swollen and painful. They’re full to bursting
, the slightest touch makes them squirt like a fucking super soaker across the room…”

The pieces click together in my head. “So you gave it to me.”

Mom shoots me a guilty look. “I need your help,” she whispers, rubbing the underside of her breasts like they’re sore. “I can’t do it on my own anymore, sweetheart - you have to help me take care of this. I’m hurting so bad, I need it so much…please
 help me get all of this milk out of my big, heavy titties. Please?”

“You need me to drink more,” I say, the words heavy in my stomach. Honestly, I didn’t have a problem with it. I should
 have, sure, but that first glass had tasted so fucking good I would’ve done just about anything for another. It’s a little weird, maybe, but it should be alright - just until we figure out how to fix whatever had happened to Mom.

She nods, then crooks a finger at me with a naughty look.

“Let me grab a glass,” I say, turning back to the door. “Hell, you probably need a whole gallon jug…”

But Mom just shakes her head. “Get into bed, sweetheart,” she whimpers, leaning back against the headboard.

It takes me a second to realize what she was after. When it does, a cold chill shoots down my spine.

“You can’t be serious,” I says, my face ashen. “Mom, no…”

“Oh, come on

, sweetheart,” Mom says, rolling her eyes as she runs her fingers over one stiff nipple. “I know you want it, you
 know you want it. So let’s stop playing around.”

I know what’s going to happen if I get in that bed. Because I can smell it - the feral note cutting through the sweet scent of her milk. It’s the same smell I’d tasted on her panties. Mom is soaking wet
 at the thought of me drinking her milk.

“No, Mom,” I tell her, shaking my head. “I can’t do that. Fuck, I have a girlfriend…”

A knowing look enters her eyes. “Do you really think you just found
 those panties, sweetheart?”

A bolt of shock shoots through me.

“That’s right,” she says, grinning like a cat. “I left them out just for you. After I’d frigged my little cunt senseless while wearing them, and squirted a little of my milk into the fabric for good measure. I wanted
 you to find them, son. I wanted you to lust after Mommy - to want to fuck Mommy’s hot, tight cunt just as bad as you want to suck all the milk out of my boobies. Because that’s what I want too, son. Maybe it’s the milk going to my head, but I need
 you. I’ve never been more turned on in my entire life…”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing. It’s like a porn video has come to life and is talking to me in my stepmother’s bedroom. One of the ones that tells you exactly what to do while you’re stroking yourself off…

“I’m the same way,” I grunt, glancing down at my erection. “Ever since I drank the milk. And I’m stronger, too…”

Mom spreads her arms. “Come show Mommy how strong you are,” she purrs. Milk drips from her nipples just from the motion, painting her huge tits with pale white streams. “Suck me dry, and then fuck me senseless!”

I can’t resist any longer. I climb into bed, tearing off my shirt, eyes fixed on Jessica’s perfect rack. My cock presses hard against the covers, stiff and throbbing against her thigh as I slide next to her.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I grunt, leaning over one massive tit.

Mom doesn’t respond with words - instead, she reaches beneath the covers and wraps her hand around the base of my cock. The pleasure makes me whimper; when she starts to pump, it’s all I can do not to explode against her thigh right then and there.

“Milk me,” Mom begs, pressing her fingers against the back of my head. “Please, son, please - I need it so
 bad…”

For a moment, the last vestiges of the person I used to be fight her off...then my mouth closes on her hard, protruding nipple. I don’t even need to suck - the slightest pressure and her tit releases
, firing a flood of warm, creamy milk into my mouth.


Holy shit holy fuck holy fuck
, I think, blinded by the pleasure. Fuck it’s so fucking good…!


Sucking the milk straight from Mom’s tit makes the glass-in-fridge version seem like flat diet soda in comparison. I suck hard and greedily, drinking down mouthful after mouthful of her rich, creamy goodness. Mom whimpers with delight, holding tight to my wrist and helping my hand slide between her dripping thighs. By the time it gets there, they’re already starting to clench uncontrollably, and I knew why.

“Oh fuck
,” Mom cries, tangling her fingers deep in my hair. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare fucking stop. That feels so fucking good, I’ve been thinking about this for days
, you have no idea...oh fuck, oh fuck I’m going to...sweetheart I’m about to…!”

Mom breaks off with a scream as she comes, a flood of juice coating the hand between her legs as her inner walls clench and spasm. I keep on sucking, swirling my tongue around her nipple as I drain her dry. She bucks her hips against me, babbling my name over and over again as she rides out her climax.

“Holy shit,” I grunt once she’s done. “Did you just cum from me sucking on your tits?”

Her eyes shine with need as she gazes down at me. “Fuck yes,” she says, laying her head against the headboard and sighing. “Oh wow, that felt so good, sweetheart. I needed that so badly…”

The corner of my mouth turns up in a grin. “I’m not done with you yet,” I say with a smirk, leaning over her. “I need the rest of that fucking milk…”

I straddled her hips as I sucked at her other breast, drinking the new flow of rich cream. Mom started to whimper, her leg kicking out uncontrollably as I suck and slap at her big, sexy tits. By the time I’m done, there’s a furnace stoking between her legs, right on the point of boiling over. Milk coats her chest, pools in her belly, soaks through the sheets.

My mouth leaves her nipple with a wet little pop
 and she immediately puts my head in her hands. “You are so perfect,” she purrs, looking at me with pure love and devotion. “Tell me what you want to do to me, son.”

Thinking it over, I look down at her big, milky tits. Though I’d sucked each of them dry, they were still huge and gorgeous - way larger than they’d been before her transformation. I can’t stop thinking how 
good my cock would feel between them.

“I wanna fuck your tits,” I blurt, grabbing one and squeezing it. “I wanna slide my cock between those big, soft knockers, Mom…”

Jessica grins and sits up, then scoots to the side of the bed. “Lay back,” she whispers, directing me to sit next to the headboard.

Once I’m sitting where she wants, she grins at me and starts unlacing the knots in her corset. It falls away with a snap, and only when the confining fabric is finally off her do I realize just how big
 her tits are now. They’re almost the size of my head, and as I stare deeper at them I can practically see them reinflating with creamy, warm milk.

“Jesus,” I grunt, my cock sticking straight up like an iron rod. “Those look so fucking amazing, Mom…”

“They’re all for you,” she assures me. “I guess we don’t need any lube, do we? You’re nice and slick, and well...I’m fucking dripping
 with all this milk…”

She bends over me and guides my thick cock into her cleavage. I sink into her perfect orbs, easily filling the hollow between them with my pulsating meat. Mom grabs her tits with both hands and squeezes them together, forming them around me like a bun. Twin streams of milk shoot from the nipples, coating my cock and legs.

“Fuck my titties, Master,” Mom begs, biting her lip as she she finally says the words that surreneder herself completely to me. “Fucking take
 them, use them however you want…”

And I certainly do.

Grabbing hold of both of her tits like fucking handles, I use them as leverage to go balls-deep into her soft, milky cleavage. The swollen head of my cock pops out of the top with every thrust, while my balls slap against the bottoms of her knockers from how hard I’m fucking her.

“Yes! Yes!” Mom’s screams are ecstatic as milk squirts from her tits every time I pound her. “Harder, sweetheart - fuck mommy’s titties!”

My hips jackhammer upwards, pumping so hard that my thighs hit her tits. I’m going to leave bruises if I keep going on like this, but I don’t care - all that matters is the incredible, indescribable pleasure her tits give my cock with them wrapped around it. Milk shoots in all directions, coating everything, getting in my mouth and hers as we fuck. It only makes us stronger, hornier - makes us want more.

Before long I can feel something building inside of me. My balls pulse like living things against Mom’s tits, the liquid lava inside even more uncomfortable than her swollen breasts.

“I’m gonna come,” I grunt, going at her even harder. “Fuck, I’m gonna shoot…”

What Mom did next blew my mind. The next time the head of my cock left her cleavage, she bent down and took it into her mouth - then the next, and the next. She sucks the head greedily, swirling her tongue around it the way I had around her nipple, and in an instant I know I’m fucking done
.

“Come for me,” Jessica begs, her mouth open in a perfect, waiting ‘o’. “Shoot all that hot seed for me, sweetheart. Let me milk you dry the way you did for me…”

A moment later, I do exactly that. Fireworks explode behind my eyes as my cock spurts, pumping burst after burst of hot, sticky seed into my stepmom’s cleavage. It fills her to the brim then spills over, thick glaze shooting in streaks across her perfect tits and her smiling, happy face. The seed mixes with her milk, running down her flawless MILF body in pale rivulets. She giggles as I pull out of her and fire a few bursts on her thighs and blonde pubic hair, covering her still-boiling pussy.


That’s next
, I think deliriously. But even as I think it, something strange starts to happen. Suddenly I can barely keep my eyes open. As I sagged onto the bed, Mom curls up next to me and presses my head into her cleavage.

“That was amazing,” she purrs, stroking my hair. The two of us lay in her soaked, ruined bed - me and my sexy, milky goddess, her needs finally sated.

But I can already feel the milk swelling in her tits. Soon she’ll be begging me for more - and when she does, even her hot little cunt won’t be off-limits.


I’m going to miss my date
, I think, sucking tiredly at Jessica’s nipple. The concert. Chloe’s going to be furious…


I let the thought follow me into darkness, my head buried between my stepmom’s tits. It was too late for me to do anything about it...


Part Two: The Girlfriend

When I woke up, I had twelve missed calls from Chloe.

I rolled over in bed, the cell phone in my shorts vibrating against the mattress as I slowly came back to consciousness. For a long few moments I was confused, the way I get whenever I doze off in an unexpected place and wake up not knowing what time it is.


Shit,
 I thought, tugging the slender phone out of my pocket. Did I make it to the concert? Why is my phone blowing up…?


Angry, all-caps messages greeted me. WHERE THE FUCK R U?
 Followed by I NEED YOU TO PICK ME UP, REMEMBER?
 and a THE CONCERT STARTED THIRTY MINUTES AGO
 I could practically hear through the screen. I stared at them wide-eyed, unable to believe how much shit I’d just gotten myself into with my girlfriend.

Then the warm body next to me in bed moved, and I realized that all along I’d assumed that
 was my girlfriend…

My stepmother Jessica peeked over the edge of the covers, then let them fall to her waist. “Good morning, sweetheart,” she purred, licking her lips. “Your breakfast is ready…”

All of it came back in a rush. But at the same moment, I saw her tits - and pretty much all other thoughts fell right out of my head. Jessica’s breasts were warm with body heat, the nipples hard with her own female version of morning wood - and they were dripping
.

Beads of milk formed at the ends of those stiff, protruding nipples, sending tiny streams of pale milk down her breasts. Jessica’s tits had refilled themselves after I’d drunk them dry last night, and now they were so swollen with cream they practically vibrated. As I watched, spellbound, she leaned back and gently fit two fingers around one nipple, pressing inwards until a thin arc of breastmilk shot into the air and splashed across her bare pussy.

The word breakfast
 suddenly made perfect sense.

I couldn’t stop myself - it was like some caveman inside of me took control the moment I saw those insane, beautiful knockers. Dropping the phone, I buried my face in Mom’s cleavage and searched for her nipple, my mouth opening and closing like a fucking fish.

Finally it slid between my lips. At the slightest, gentlest suck, my mouth was absolutely full of her cream.

Holy shit. Holy shit
.

In a fucking instant I was so hard that my cock could have drilled through the bed. Mom’s milk tasted so fucking good
! It was rich, creamy - but more than that, there was something almost primal about sucking it straight out of her tits. The maternal side of it mixed in my brain with the fact that I was laying on top of a very
 willing, totally gorgeous MILF, and everything got confused in a way that just made me hornier.

From the way her tits shuddered as I sucked on them, Mom was clearly horny, too.

“Yes, baby!” she panted, tossing her head back and laughing as I slurped up her honey-warm milk. “Fuck, that feels so amazing, sweetheart. It’s even better than sex! Although I wouldn’t mind some of that right now…”

To punctuate her statement, Mom spread her legs and locked her heels behind me. Her gorgeous pussy was on display for me, and even as I kept sucking I reached down and tugged my shorts down to my ankles.

There was no question as to whether we should use protection, or if I should even be doing a thing like this with my girlfriend so pissed off at me. It felt like the most normal thing in the world to just slide right into my stepmother’s pussy first thing in the morning while I sucked all the milk out of her tits.

So right. So natural

.

I let out a groan as her tight, wet walls wrapped themselves around me. My hips pumped furiously as I sucked, my hands sliding down to her waist to get a better grip on her. She grabbed a handful of my hair and pushed me deeper into her cleavage, until I could barely see or speak. I didn’t care - it felt warm and safe and perfect. It felt like home.

“Oh, shit!” Mom giggled, shifting her weight. “Fuck, honey, that feels so amazing…”

Her hands guided my head from one breast to the other as the flow in the first began to ebb. The new rush of heavily-pressurized milk was like a second wind, and soon I was fucking her madly with savage strokes as my cheeks hollowed out around her nipple.

Jessica let out a grunt of surprise, then arched her back and purred. Her cunt clenched around me, gripping me madly as she came shuddering all over me. I couldn’t tell if it was my cock that had done it, or my mouth. I didn’t care - both felt amazing for me, too, and I was right on the edge…

“Oh Mom,
” I whimpered, pulling off of her nipple with a wet little pop
. A stream of milk struck me in the face, bathing me in its warmth. “Mom, I’m gonna fucking cum
...”

Grinning, Mom gripped my hair tighter and forced me down onto her tit - then, just before I hit the point of no-return, she grabbed the sides of her breasts with both hands and squeezed
 them together. It caused a cascade of milk, a fucking flood
 that went absolutely everywhere as I buried my cock hilt-deep inside of her still-quivering cunt and let go. Burst after burst of a very different kind of milk, no less warm, filled my stepmom’s womb as wave after wave of pleasure rocked my body.

When it was over I rolled to the side, gasping. Mom’s nails gently raked my back, scratching me so well that it sent shivers down my spine.

“Holy shit,” I moaned, wiping the milk from my face. “I can’t believe we just did that…”

“That,” Mom said, “is the best
 way to wake up. I bet you’re just full of energy now, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

I thought about it for a second. “Actually,” I said, “I am.” She was right - I felt fucking amazing. I couldn’t deny it.

“Mmh hmm - like you ate a big, hearty breakfast and went for a morning jog.” A slow, easy smile spread across Jessica’s face as she relaxed. “That’s exactly how I felt when I started drinking my own milk.”

A big, dumb grin spread across my face. I was laying in bed with a sexy fucking MILF, and I’d not only fucked her senseless - I’d drunk her goddamn breast milk, too. And it. Was. fucking. awesome
!

“It’s more than that,” I said, rolling onto my back. “I feel...shit, I feel like I’m fucking high.”

“Well, I wouldn’t know about that,” Jessica said in a haughty little tone. “But I’m so glad I can make you feel good, sweetheart. I was so scared to tell you about what was happening to me - I thought you’d send me away…”

My gaze traveled to the end of the bed. My cell phone sat there, full of angry messages - and, to my surprise, as I watched it it vibrated yet again.

“You’d better get that,” Mom said, leaning against the headboard. Without an inch of shame, she lifted one of her tits with both hands and took her own nipple into her mouth, sucking the half-emptied breast dry as she stared lustily at me.


How long’s it going to be before I think THAT’S hot, too?
 a little part of the old me wondered.

To shut it up, I reached under the covers and ran a thumb across Jessica’s clit. The sensitive nub pulsed under my finger and she 
squealed.

The phone vibrated yet again
 as I picked it up. I scrolled through the messages, trying to form some sort of timeline out of everything my girlfriend Chloe had sent me. I scrolled to the end and worked my way back to the front, digesting the angrier and angrier texts until I got to the most recent one-

I read the most recent text. Then I read it again.

“Shit!”

Mom stopped sucking herself, the tit bouncing in a way that was perkier than any woman older than a co-ed ought to be able to lay claim to.

“Honey?” Her brows scrunched together. “What’s the matter?”

“It’s Chloe,” I said, panic filling me. “That last text she sent me before I, uh...got on top of you. It says I’m coming over now. We need to talk about this
.”

“Oh,” Mom said. I expected her to panic - she did not.

“Then this one she just sent - she’s only a few minutes away!” I shot from the bed, gathering up my shorts. “I’ve got to get changed. You 
need to, I dunno, get in the shower or something. You definitely can not
 be around when she gets here, not with tits like those-”

“Son,” Mom said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Wait, what? Why not?”

She crossed her arms beneath her breasts. The motion almost just made me say fuck everything
 and get back on top of her.

“Everything will be fine,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “Obviously you need to explain to Chloe the way things will be now. Having me here will make that easier.”

“‘The way things will be now’...” I shook my head. “You’re not making any sense. Shit, I’ve got to get downstairs…”

If Mom wasn’t going to hide herself in the bathroom, I could at least
 put some distance between myself and her. I made a mental note to get Chloe out of the house as quickly as possible, even on the flimsiest excuse.

Once I got downstairs I ran the tap until it got cold and splashed it on my face, then drank a glass of water. I felt like a new man - the kind of man who could talk his way out of any kind of trouble.


I hope Chloe sees me the same way

, I thought.

It didn’t take long at all for her to arrive. No sooner had I struck a casual pose on the living room couch than I heard furious knocking at the front door.


Oh boy, she’s pissed
, I thought. Getting to my feet. How am I gonna handle this…


I opened the door and saw Chloe standing on the welcome mat. Her arm was still up, perched inches away from the door like she was in mid-knock. Her eyes widened when she saw me, and for a second I was sure she was going to turn that fist around and smack me right in the face.

Then she sprang forward and hugged me.

“Jesus!” she panted, gripping me tight. “I thought you were dead
 or something!”

Sobs wracked her lithe body as she pressed herself harder against me. Her face was in my chest, muttering more words of concern and anger, but I couldn’t hear them. My heartbeat pounded in my ears, a rush of relief sending tingles through my body.

“I am so
 sorry,” I said, leaning back. “About the concert. About 
everything…”


About fucking another woman
, I thought but didn’t say.

There were tears on Chloe’s cheeks. “Where the fuck were you?” she asked, punching my chest without any real force. “I was so fucking worried about you, dude. You just up and ghosted me! You never do that…”

“It...there was an emergency,” I said, resting my hands on her shoulders. Now that the relief that I was okay was fading, the anger started to glimmer on Chloe’s face. But it was still dim; still something I could divert with the right story.

“And you didn’t call?” I could see the hurt in her eyes. “Didn’t even text me?”

“I couldn’t,” I said, my mind racing. “I was in the hospital. Mom was sick, and I didn’t have my phone…”

“What!?” The anger faded from her eyes, replaced with concern. She hadn’t thought something might be wrong with someone in my family. “What’s wrong with your Mom? Is she okay?”

“She’s fine - she’s upstairs.” Shit
, I thought, she’s going to want to see her
. “She’s resting, though. Out like a light.”

“Fuck

,” Chloe whispered, shaking her head slowly from side to side. “Are you okay, babe?”

I’d done it. Now I just had to get her out the door.

“Yeah,” I assured her, putting an arm around her. “Look, Mom’s gonna be out for a while - she’s fine. And I’m starving
. Why don’t we drive over to that Mexican place you like and I’ll buy you lunch and tell you all about it?”

Chloe nodded. “I’m glad everyone’s okay,” she said, putting a hand on my chest. “But you still have some explaining to do, Mister…”

My hand was around the doorknob when I heard it. A sound that made my blood freeze.

Someone at the top of the stairs.

I moved to shove Chloe outside, but it was already too late. I heard the sound of a throat being cleared far behind me, and Chloe heard it too. Her eyebrows shot up in surprise as she turned and looked over her shoulder.

“Mrs B?” she asked, craning her neck. “Is that you?”

Jessica stepped down the stairs - and my jaw hit the floor.

In the back of my mind, I’d been afraid she might come downstairs naked. She hadn’t - what she’d done was even worse than that.

Mom sashayed down the stairs wearing the clingy, see-through nightie she’d had tucked in the back of her bottom drawer for years. It was a size too small and fit her so snugly that it covered her new breasts like a second skin. What made it even worse was that she didn’t have a stitch on underneath it - no bra or panties.

Her pussy was clearly visible, swollen and dripping with juice.

Her breasts dripped even more
.

I glanced over at Chloe and saw my own shocked expression mirrored ten times over in hers. Her hand gripped mine tighter, the knuckles going white.

“Mrs...Mrs. B?” Chloe stared open-mouthed at my stepmother. “What the...what?”

Jessica fixed Chloe with a predatory smile as she descended down to the living room. Her hips rolled from side to side as she walked like a stripper taking the stage.

“Hello, Chloe,” Mom purred. “It’s so good to see you. I have the most wonderful
 news to share with you!”

“Oh my God,” Chloe whispered, squeezing my hand. “Baby, look

-”

But I already saw. I knew before Mom stepped into the light what Chloe was going to see. Dark stains across the front of her nightgown - caused by the milk leaking from her fertile tits with every step. The smell of it hit my nostrils, thick and creamy, and instantly my cock stiffened to full-mast. I could feel myself starting to salivate.

“Oh shit,” Chloe moaned, glancing helplessly at me. “We need to call an ambulance, babe. Something really weird is happening-”

Mid-word, a streak of something white shot into Chloe’s mouth.

Stunned, I followed it back to its source - only to see Jessica standing on the bottom step, gripping one boob in her fist. There was a nasty grin plastered on her face, and a trail of milk across the carpet.

It wasn’t an accident. She’d sprayed
 Chloe, on purpose.

“What the fuck
?” Chloe screamed, putting her fingers to her lips. She spit out some of the creamy milk, but it was already too late. Her horrified expression slowly softened into something else - something impossible.

“Oh…shit
,” she said thickly, giggling. “What the fuck was
 that…?”

“My breast milk, sweetie,” Mom said with a smile. “It’s delicious, isn’t it? Everything a body needs. It’s why your man suddenly has all those new muscles under his shirt - which you might have noticed, if you were paying attention.”

I could see the gears turning in Chloe’s head. Already they were moving slower than normal, the whole works gummed up by Jessica’s magic milk.

“Babe,” she muttered thickly. “You…?”

Before I could speak, Jessica cut me off. “Of course,” she purred, standing next to me and putting a hand on my shoulder. “This young man spent all night drinking me dry.”

Chloe’s mouth worked soundlessly; her face went pale.

“And,” Jessica purred, getting in close, “fucking my brains out.”

The hurt look I’d seen on Chloe’s face before was nothing compared to how she looked after that. But even as she turned, struggling to voice an objection, her eyes rolled back in her head. Only the whites showed as her body began to tremble, a low growl of pleasure erupting from her throat.

“Oh...oh gawd,
” she whimpered, sucking greedily at her own fingers. “It’s so good...so fuckin’ goood

...”

“Here,” Jessica said with a grin. “Let me help you get some more, you poor dear.”

Before I could stop her, Jessica grabbed my girlfriend’s neck and guided her to her milk-filled breasts. Something inside of me cried out to stop her - but an even larger part of me was all fuzzy; barely able to focus on anything but the smell of Mom’s milk and the throbbing hardness in my pants.

“There you go,” Mom purred as Chloe’s mouth closed on her nipple. “Drink up, you little tramp. Suck on my big, sexy boobies until you’re a nice little bimbo…”

Chloe moaned ecstatically, sucking harder and more desperately at Jessica’s nipple. I couldn’t help but think it looked the way I’d always imagined Chloe sucking on my cock would. Watching her made me throb; a burst of precum exploded in my boxers as I watched my girlfriend submit to my stepmother.


Soon she’ll be helplessly addicted to Mom’s milk
, I thought. Just like me
.

But that was not
 what was about to happen.

Instead, my girlfriend’s life was about to take an even darker turn.

All of a sudden, Chloe’s eyes went wide as saucers. She pulled out of Jessica’s cleavage, her expression glazed with pleasure.

“Oh…” she moaned, the sound deeper and richer than Chloe’s normal voice. “Oh Gawd. Oh Gawd no…nooo
...”

I reached out - but before I touched her, Chloe’s back bent like a fucking bow. She screamed
 with pleasure, a raw, animal sound tearing its way from her throat as she started to writhe.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she yelled, panting heavily. A thin trail of drool worked its way down her chin as she grunted, losing herself completely. Each hit sent another spasm through her body, like an invisible force was punching her right in the stomach.

“Chloe!” I shouted, trying to make sense of it. “What are you doing?”

Mom’s hand came down on my shoulder, steadying me.

“Relax, son,” she purred into my ear, watching Chloe intently. “Your girlfriend is cumming her little brains out. Literally
.”

Now that Mom said it, I could see it happening. I watched as orgasm after orgasm savaged Chloe’s body, waves of searing pleasure 
overheating her brain until pieces of her psyche started to fall away and dissolve. A part of me was sad to see her go - I’d always liked Chloe, loved her even, maybe - but an even bigger part of me watched what was happening to her gorgeous body with excitement.

Because that body was starting to change
.

As Chloe writhed, her breasts began to swell beneath her shirt. They grew and grew, stretching the thin fabric around them until it trembled at the breaking point. At the same time, her hair lengthened and went platinum blonde, her lips plumped up like they’d been stung by bees - and her ass turned into a luscious round beauty that could make lesser men weep.

Then two identical wet patches appeared on her chest and started to spread.

Chloe whined like a brainless little animal as her breasts began to lactate. The first milk she’d ever created soaked the front of her shirt, but it would be far
 from the last. Her hands shot between her legs, mindlessly stroking herself as the milk inside of her did its work.

Suddenly I felt a hand between my own legs. Jessica lifted the waistband of my pants, grabbed the base of my cock and started to stroke it, slowly but intensely.

“She looks so good,” Mom whispered into my ear as she jerked me off. “She’s perfect for you now, son. She’s a nice little bimbo milk whore. I can’t wait to watch you fuck her…”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. This was a gift
. My stepmother was giving me my own brainwashed girlfriend as a present.

“She looks so fucking...dumb!” I couldn’t help but laugh. “She’s so fucking mindless, Mom - just like an animal.”

“Well, that’s basically what she is now,” Mom said, grinning. “Just a dumb little whore who my son likes to fuck. With big, sore titties that need milking all the time with his mouth...just like a cow
!”

“Yeah,” I grunted, my voice catching as Mom stroked me harder. “Yeah, she is
 a dumb cow, isn’t she?”

The more I looked at her, the more it became obvious. How had I ever treated Chloe like an equal - like a strong, independent woman? She was nothing but a brainless bimbo cow, meant to be milked and fucked.

Chloe finally came down from her peak, her eyes rolling in their sockets. When her vision cleared, she saw both of us and a big dumb smile spread across her face.

“Oh wow

!” she exclaimed, looking down at her new body. “I’m, like, soooo
 fucking hot now! Ohmigawd my tits
…!”

Without warning, Chloe grabbed one of her oversized breasts and forced the nipple into her own mouth. She sucked on it, a flood of cream dribbling from her mouth as she slurped it. She panted and moaned, squeezing her thighs together as her pussy boiled over…

Jessica stepped forward and slapped her in the face.

Chloe was so surprised that the nipple fell out of her mouth. A thick jet of milk sprayed from it onto the floor, some of it dribbling down her side.

“You dumb little slut,” Mom said in a cheerful way. “Don’t drink all of it, you idiot! It’s meant for your owner!”

Chloe’s cheek reddened. “My what…?”

Then she saw me - and her mouth dropped open. Her eyes lit up, and tears of joy formed in the corners.

“Master!” she groaned, like the word had been inside of her just waiting to be born. “My owner!”

Mom nodded, happy to finally be understood. “Come over here,” she 
said, gesturing at me. “Come taste your new she-cow’s milk, son. See how it compares to mine.”

Like a man in a trance, I came forward and grabbed one of Chloe’s breasts. I’d always fantasized about doing things like this to her - but under very
 different circumstances. Yet, when I looked in her eyes and saw the dumb love, the total bimbo devotion there, a surge of confidence filled me.

Without taking my gaze from her face, I leaned down and sucked on her nipple.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

A flood of milk coated my tongue, and a second later I exploded, coating the inside of my boxers with thick streaks of cum. Chloe’s milk wasn’t just as rich and creamy as Mom’s - it was even better! It was like the difference between milking a fresh, new cow versus one that had been out to pasture for years.

Normally I would have hidden the spreading patch of cum on the front of my pants from my mom and my girlfriend. But the milk was so fucking good, I couldn’t stop myself long enough to do it.

Mom saw, and her face filled with joy. “Oh, he likes it!” she crowed, stroking the back of my head. “Look what you did, Chloe - you made 
your owner cum!”

“Yay!” Chloe exclaimed, tossing her arms in the air like a cheerleader. “Ohmigod I’m so happy!”

I was happy, too. So
 happy. I kept on drinking, a sense of well-being and strength filling my body like nothing I’d ever experienced. Those muscles Mom had mentioned earlier were growing thicker and harder beneath my shirt as I sucked down more of the milk - and I swore I could feel myself getting taller
, too.

With a grunt, I grabbed Chloe’s ass with both hands and dug in, lifting her off the ground easily. Portable milk dispenser
, I thought with a smirk. It’s even got a couple holes to relieve myself in, too…


I was thinking that, because I was hard as hell. Mom’s stroking had started the fire, but Chloe’s milk had just poured gasoline all over it. I needed to fuck, and I needed it now
.

Mom seemed to understand my need implicitly. “Carry her upstairs,” she said in a lusty moan. “Fuck her right on my bed, sweetheart! Claim that bimbo pussy as yours!”

I did just that. The stairs went by in a blur; I didn’t stop sucking on Chloe’s tits the whole way up. They felt so good, and her ass felt so good under my fingers, and I couldn’t wait to see how good her 
pussy felt all around my cock.

She squealed as I tossed her onto the bed, milk shooting from her breasts into a puddle at her feet. She spreads her legs, grins up at me, and waits for me to do whatever I want with her.

I couldn’t wait to claim her. She’s mine
 now, completely - and I’m going to use every inch of her hot little body until she’s screaming my name.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said, running my hands up her thighs. “I’ve thought about doing this to you so many times, Chloe.”

She nibbled her bottom lip and gave me a naughty look. “Way better than a handy in the backseat of my Mom’s car, right?”

“Way
 better,” I said with a smirk. The hand I had on her thigh went to the other side, slid between her legs. She groaned, her legs tightening around it as I stuck two fingers into her dripping slit.

“Holy fuck
,” she panted, smiling from ear-to-ear. “I’m so glad you own me now, Sir!”

“Taste it,” I commanded, holding the fingers out for her to lick. She pulled them into her mouth and whimpered, tasting her own juices. “Fuck that’s hot.”

Chloe spread her legs wider and looked up at me desperately. “Pound me,” she begged, looking like she couldn’t believe how bad she was being. “Fuck me right now, Master!”

I put my hand around her throat.

Chloe let out a yelp, then she relaxed into it and started to moan. I could feel her cunt clenching, spasming more and more the harder my grip became. My cock throbbed at the entrance to her slit, the tip parting her swollen lips and teasing her clit.

“I don’t have any condoms,” I grunted, squeezing her throat so hard her eyes rolled back and her toes curled. “If I fuck you, you might get pregnant. Fuck, with this new body of mine, you’ll definitely
 get pregnant…”

She licked her lips. “That’s what I want,” she rasped, pressing her neck into my fingers. “That’s what cows are good for, Sir. Being milked, fucked, and bred
 by our owners!”

“Good girl,” I said, unable to believe my luck. “Very, very good girl…”

As I spoke, I oh-so-slowly drove my cock into her dripping, quivering slit. Her eyes got wide as she felt me stretch her walls, then her mouth dropped open as she realized I wasn’t even close
 to being 
all the way inside of her. I thrust further and further, going deeper than any man had ever gone into her tight, wet cunt.

“Oh fuck, baby,” Chloe panted, her voice shooting up into a high, ditzy octave. “You’re all the way at the bottom of my pussy, Daddy. You’re all the way in…”

I was - and it felt amazing
. I’d never felt like such a capital-m Man before - not even Jessica had made me feel like this.

Then I started to pound her - and she unraveled.

Chloe’s cheeks flushed crimson as my cock ground against her clit, pumping all the way to the base of her fertile womb. She came apart, body shaking like a leaf as feral, animal noises spilled from her lips.


God, she’s such a perfect bimbo
, I thought, driving myself hilt-deep into her tight snatch. I could watch my cock go in and out of her all fucking day
...

That’s exactly what I did for a while. My dick pumped like a piston, filling the room with the wet squelching sounds of raw, primal fucking. Then my eyes traveled upwards, to the swollen, leaking tits of my bimbo slave.

“Those look sore,” I said with a smirk. “You need me to help you out, 
Chloe? Milk you like a good little she-cow?”

“Yessss,” she whimpered, cumming all over my cock for what felt like the dozenth time. “My titties are so fucking swollen, Daddy! They hurt soooo
 so much - please, please
 help me get all this milk out of them!”

Still grinning, I grabbed one with my free hand and squeezed, hard enough to bruise. An arc of milk shot into the air, landing across Chloe’s collarbone like a pearl necklace.

“Haha!” I shouted, pummelling Chloe’s cunt madly. “Fuck yeah!”

In minutes, the room was a sloppy, milky mess. It went everywhere - into our mouths, onto my cock and Chloe’s pussy, all over the sheets. It mixed with my precum and Chloe’s cunt juices to form a thick puddle beneath her ass. It sloshed back and forth as I fucked her hard enough to shake the bed, spilling onto the floor.

I could feel myself approaching the peak. I wanted something hot to send me over - something wrong and dirty. My hand crept back to Chloe’s throat, and this time I held it firmly.

“Moo for me,” I grunted, looking her right in the eyes. “Moo for me, you dumb bimbo. Show your Master that you’re nothing more than a braindead animal for him to fuck…”

A look of pure rapture broke out on Chloe’s face. As my cock became a blur inside of her and I hit the point of no return, she locked eyes with me and formed a perfect little ‘o’ with her soft, puffy lips.

“MOOOOOOOOO!
”

Her head shot backwards, back arching like a bow. “Oh shit, that actually felt really good
! Moo! Mooooooo!”

It was her giving in that sent me over the edge. I thrust hilt-deep inside of her and let go. The pleasure hit a wave and then soared higher and higher, becoming blinding as my cock twitched and spurted inside of her pussy. Burst after burst of hot, sticky seed - so much cum
 - shot from me, drained from my balls, filled her fertile twat with my virile, impregnating cum.

When it was over, I pulled out of her and examined my new slave. She was a mess
 - covered in milk, cum and her girl juices, mooing like an animal as she rubbed her own tits and watched the milk squirt out like a super soaker.

“Good cow,” I said, smacking her tits together. There was going to be a bruise there from where I squeezed her, but I didn’t care. I’d gotten off on it, which was the only thing that mattered. And any other girls who ended up as my hucows would know exactly
 how she’d been used.

Because I was starting to realize, deep down, that there were going to be other girls.
 Lots of them.

I was going to keep them all fucked, bred and milked, just like Chloe and Mom. And just like them, they’d love it more than anything in their entire lives. They’d worship me. They’d turn themselves into bimbos for me.

They’d come over and over again every time I screwed their brains out - and every time they drank their rich, magical milk. And each others’
 milk…

“Chloe,” I asked, my cock hardening at the sight of my former girlfriend freshly-fucked and swimming in her own milk. “Which of your friends do you think would make the hottest bimbo cows for me?”


Part Three: The Lifeguard

“And it’s going to be another scorcher,” the woman on the radio said. “It’s looking like this statewide heat-wave is showing no signs of breaking any time soon.”

“That’s right, Linda,” her co-host replied. “If you’re planning on spending any time outside this week, you might want to reconsider.”

“Unless you’re planning a trip to the beach,” the woman said with an audible smile. “Even then, you’ll definitely want to bring lots
 of sunscreen…”

I switched the radio off and examined myself in the mirror. Thick cords of muscle stood out on my shoulders and arms, framing a six-pack that the old me would have had to work out like a madman to even get close to achieving. My trunks were designer, snug around my sleek waist, showing off those v-lines above my crotch that drove women absolutely crazy.

In short, I looked like a completely different person than I had forty-eight hours ago. And I loved it.

With a grin, I reached for the thermos I’d left on my bench in the locker room. The liquid inside was cold and creamy, trickling down 
my throat with an intense burst of pleasure. As my adam’s apple worked, my cock swelled in my trunks, tenting them as my foot-long cock rose to full-mast.

“Fuck that’s good,” I grunted, wiping the milk from my lip. I’d filled from my stepmother Jessica’s tits before we’d left for the pool - choosing her only because my girlfriend Chloe’s milk would have made me cum. I didn’t want to be too
 obvious with my intentions before I even got in the water.

The concrete was cold beneath my feet as I stowed the thermos and my clothes. Opening the door was like pulling back the hood on a running car - a wave of heat rolled over me as I stepped out into the sun. Sweat broke out all over my back and chest.

The radio hadn’t been kidding. It was a perfect day to go swimming.

This wasn’t the beach, but it was the next best thing: the community pool, an exclusive enclave of pearly-blue water reserved only for the homeowners of my stepmother’s neighborhood. For whatever reason, I’d always overlooked it - maybe because I preferred the pool at my college gum, or maybe because the old me didn’t have much of a “beach body.”

I definitely had a beach body now. This magic milk had turned me into a freaking god
.

There were only a few people in the water as I emerged poolside. A couple floated together in the deep end - I gave the woman a quick glance but decided to leave the two of them alone. A disinterested Dad didn’t even look up as I passed him, too focused on his cell phone to watch his two sons splashing in the attached kiddie pool.


No one here who’ll raise much fuss
, I thought, puffing out my chest. But no real prospects, either. Other than the obvious…


I raised my eyes over the water and saw her
. She lounged in an elevated seat next to the diving board, one long leg crossed over the other. Dark glasses framed a model-perfect face with darker hair running down her back in curly ringlets. As I watched, she chewed her gum and blew a bubble nearly the size of her head before popping it and sucking the pink candy back into her mouth.

“Hi Amber,” I said with a smirk. “How you doing?”

I couldn’t see her eyes widen behind the dark lenses, but her eyebrows shot right up to her hairline after I spoke. She jerked in her chair, shocked.

“Carter?” she asked, the gum nearly falling out of her open mouth. “Is that you
?”

Still grinning, I made my way to the diving board.

Amber was exactly the kind of girl I wanted in my harem - the sort of barely-legal beauty that drove nearly every man in the neighborhood insane. In addition to her summer duties at the pool, she was captain of the local cheerleading squad: a schedule that left her, to many people’s chagrin, without much time for boys. In fact, I had it on pretty good authority that she was still a virgin.

I stared at her legs as I ascended the diving board, picturing them wrapped around my waist. She’d never spread those legs for any man before - and between them, her virgin pussy was untouched beneath her skintight one-piece suit. It was enough to make me salivate.

My mouth on it, driving her wild. My cock buried hilt-deep inside of it, the walls wrapped so tight around me…

I knew she was staring at me - waiting for me to say something else. Her brain was probably on overdrive, trying to figure out how I’d changed so much since the last time she saw me. I didn’t give her the satisfaction.

Instead I dived off the end of the board and into the cool, deep water.


Brr
! I thought, surfacing with a triumphant yell. That shit is cold!


The freezing sensation quickly faded, melted away by the hot summer afternoon. The water felt better and better every second. I whipped my head back and forth, droplets trailing from my hair as I swam away from the board.

Amber watched me go, her eyes locked on my smooth shoulders as they cut across the water. Was she getting a little wet from looking at me? Did I see a telltale tightening around her thighs, her tanned stems grinding together as she stared? Was she chewing gum, or nibbling on her lip?

As soon as I was far enough into the shallows for my feet to touch bottom, I planned on asking her in no uncertain terms. But before I could, I heard a squeal from the locker rooms.

“Hi, sweetheart! How’s the water?”

If Amber’s eyes had gotten big when she saw me, the sight of my stepmother and my girlfriend sashaying out of the women’s locker room nearly made her fall out of her chair. Both of them were dressed in skimpy swimsuits that left little to the imagination, although Mom’s would
 have been considered conservative on her old body. It was literally her ordinary black one-piece, but now it stretched over her transformed curves like a second skin. Her breasts stretched the fabric to its limit, spilling over into some of the most impressive cleavage I’d ever seen. And the way her nipples 
poked through the fabric, showing off how constantly turned on and wet she was all the time - it made me want to tear that suit off her and fuck her right there by the pool.

But it was Chloe, my girlfriend, who was the real traffic-stopping stunner. Her bikini top was barely the size of two postage stamps: the tiny scraps of fabric only just covered her pink nipples, leaving the entire rest of her tits exposed. The thong bottom that went with it was more like a piece of dental floss - it slid up the crack of her round, heart-shaped ass, hugging her hips and clinging to the swell of her swollen, hairless pussy lips.

Any creature with a half a brain who looked at them would know what they looked like naked. Hell, they pretty much were
 naked.

Both of them strode poolside like models on a runway, pursing their lips and posing. They looked like attention whores, desperate to catch the eye of any man in the vicinity, but I knew nothing could be further from the truth. Jessica and Chloe performed for an audience of one: looking as hot as possible for their Master was the only thing on their minds.

I heard a gasp behind me. When I turned around, Amber was as white as a sheet.

“Um, holy shit
,” she said, her words caught between anger and 
arousal. “I’m pretty sure those suits are against the rules. Holy fucking shit…”

She stared - and now I knew
 she was getting wet beneath her uniform. Was Amber a little bit bi? Maybe, I mused, the reason she didn’t bother with boys had more to do with those lithe, sexy cheerleaders putting their hands all over her body during practice. Either way, it wasn’t about to matter. She was going to be whatever I wanted.

Mom dipped a toe in at the shallow end and squealed. “Oh fuck, that’s cold!” As both Amber and I stared, she splashed some water over her breasts and giggled. The water made the fabric cling even tighter.

“Uh, you need to get out of the pool,” Amber said, rising to her feet. “You can’t...you need to change…”

“Quit being a bitch and hop in!” That was Chloe, who raced across the edge of the pool in a way that made her tits bounce up and down like beanbags. Before Amber could stop her, she climbed onto the diving board, flexing her shoulders. “Yah haaaah!
”

She jumped. It was a cannonball - and an impressive one. As she disappeared beneath the water, a big wave rolled across half the pool. Amber watched the bubbles, her face scrunched up like she wasn’t sure any of this was real.

Then something floated to the surface - but it wasn’t Chloe.

A thin string of fabric popped out of the water, along with a couple patches of fabric. Chloe’s top.

Moments later, my girlfriend shot out of the water, holding her nose. Gloriously topless.

“Okay, that is a clear
 dress code violation!” Amber reached for the whistle on a strap around her neck, her hand trembling. “Get out, right now-”


I’ve heard just about enough of this,
 I thought with a smirk. So I did what came naturally to me.

With a grunt, I grabbed Amber around the waist and lifted her off her feet. It was so fucking easy - with my newfound strength, I could pick her up and toss her around like a ragdoll if I wanted. It made me think of all the positions I could put her in - the ways I could completely dominate her with my power.

Then, with a chuckle, I tossed her into the pool.

She surfaced a moment later, coughing and sputtering. If I’d thought she looked angry before, I couldn’t have been more off. Her glare could have melted paint.

“You son of a bitch!” she snarled, reaching for her whistle. “All of you are banned from this pool, right now! Get out before I call the police…”

Amber trailed off - but right then was when she realized that we were alone. The other guests at the pool had all run for the hills shortly after Mom, Chloe and I arrived. She had no back up - and I was looming over her like some sort of Olympian God, all muscle and chiseled jaw.

I saw fear in her eyes. But I also saw that beneath that, even if she didn’t want to be, she was turned on.

Mom had been on her way to that end of the pool from the time she stepped in, and now she was within arm’s reach of Amber. “Calm down, honey,” she purred, putting her hand on the younger girl’s shoulder. “It was just a joke. My stepson is always joking around with girls. Lighten up a little!”

Amber locked eyes with me. To my absolute bafflement, I saw a flash of recognition
 in her gaze. I was surprised that it nearly knocked me off my feet.


She knows
, I realized. Maybe not everything, but she knows something is different. And she seems like...well, almost like she
 likes it
.

“Is that so?” Amber asked, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “Was it just a joke, Carter?”

Without breaking eye contact, I hooked my thumbs in either side of my trunks. More and more of those v-lines came into view as I slowly tugged them down my hips - and then, with an audible rustle of fabric, my cock sprang free.

I watched Amber’s eyes grow almost as big as her fucking head as she took in the sight of it. I was at full-mast, the tip throbbing and dripping with precum. A bead of it fell at the edge of the pool and hit the concrete with a splash.

“No,” I growled, smirking. “It wasn’t a joke.”

Then I dived in and swam.

The water felt fucking amazing, energizing all of my senses. I crossed the distance between us in a few long, slow strokes, then surfaced into the sun with a kick against the bottom. I came up a foot away from Amber, my shadow falling across her. With us on equal footing, it was clear how much I towered over her - how physically imposing I was compared to her lithe, barely-legal frame.

Mom and Chloe stood on either side of her, grinning at each other behind her back. Although she didn’t notice it, there were two pale 
patches spreading on either side of her in the clear blue water. Neither of my girls had been milked today and their tits were swollen to bursting with rich, milky cream. Trails of it darkened the front of my stepmother’s swimsuit, while streaks of it stood out on Chloe’s tanned skin like I’d just shot a load across her rack.

“Is...is this real?” Amber asked, looking at me expectantly. She put a hand on my chest as if to reassure herself. “Holy shit, you’re huge…”

I took her by the wrist and guided her hand beneath the water. When she found my cock, she gasped, wrapping her fingers around the base.

“Holy fucking shit
,” she whimpered, biting her bottom lip. “I’ve never seen one that fucking big before, Carter…”

I regarded her evenly, not letting the pleasure she was giving me show on my face. Not even as she wrapped her fingers around me tighter and gave me an experimental stroke, as if verifying that I really was that long and thick.

“You like them,” I told her, nodding at Mom and Chloe.

Amber bit her lip harder, her fingers moving with more confidence. “I like this
.”

“Don’t deny it.” Holy shit,
 I thought. 
Look at how submissive she’s getting
. I show her the tiniest amount of anger and she just falls all over herself. How did I ever think this woman was unattainable?
 “I see the way you look at them. You want to be like them, don’t you?”

“It’s so weird!” She laughed, as if aware of just how mad that sounded. “The way they look, it’s so...extreme
. Like they’re not even people anymore, just...just objects! Sex objects! It’s crazy, I should be disgusted, because they look like total freaks! But...I think I might kind of want to be freaky too…”

Mom gripped her again, but this time it wasn’t the tender touch of a maternal figure. It was much hornier than that.

“Oh sweetheart,” my stepmom purred, transferring her old pet name for me onto this gorgeous babe. “We’re not objects, sweetie. We’re cows
.”

“C-cows?” Amber said, paling.

“Yeah, slut,” Chloe whispered, squeezing Amber’s ass. “Dumb, horny, drop-dead gorgeous
 cows.”

“Full of milk,” Mom added, tugging down one strap of her swimsuit. “Look, I’m leaking everywhere…”

As soon as her breast was exposed, Mom’s nipple shot a thin stream of pale milk into the pool. Amber watched her, hypnotized, her mouth forming a little ‘o’
 like she was already imagining sucking on it.

“A good cow,” Mom said in an instructive tone, “makes lots
 of milk for her Owner. See how swollen my big, soft titties are, Amber? That’s how you know I’m a good little cow.”

“Good little cow…” Amber whispered. Good God, she was drooling
.

“That’s our purpose,” Chloe said with a giggle, pressing her massive tits against Amber’s back. “To be milked, fucked and bred by our sexy stud Owner. And it is so
 much fun! Feel how fuckin’ wet I am right now, Amber - I walk around like that all day! Sometimes I get so distracted by my pussy and my big, swollen tits that I can’t think straight for hours and hours…”

“Wait.” Amber shook her head, some of her glazed expression fading. “Bred
? As in...pregnant?”

Chloe laughed and nibbled on Amber’s earlobe. “Oh, I am so
 pregnant!”

“We don’t know that yet,” Mom added with a smile, “but we’re pretty sure. After all, every time Carter drinks our milk, he gets even bigger and stronger - over every
 
inch of his body. You should feel the way he thrusts inside of us, sweetheart - he shoots so much cum I’ll be surprised if each of us doesn’t end up with triplets!”

“Oh fuck
,” Amber whimpered. “Fuck, I’m in so much trouble…”

I knew what was causing that red sheen to rise on her cheeks.

“So the rumors are true,” I said, my eyes boring holes into hers. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

Amber looked shellshocked. “I...yes. I don’t...I don’t even think I’m into guys. Oh fuck, I can’t believe I just admitted that!”

“It’s okay,” I said soothingly. “You can tell me anything. None of my girls hide any secrets from their owner.”

“Oh fuck,” Amber groaned, writhing in Mom and Chloe’s grip. “I don’t know - I don’t know! I don’t know that I want to be owned by anybody - even though all of you are so fucking hot I think I’m gonna cum in this water…”

“That’s all the milk, sweetie,” Mom said excitedly.

For the first time, Amber became aware of the growing cloud all around her. “Oh my gawd
,” she moaned. “The pool...you’re getting 
milk everywhere in it!”

“You can feel it,” I grunted. “It’s all over you. Against your bare skin - those long, sexy legs. And you can feel it between
 those legs, can’t you, Amber?”

She shivered, then nodded. “Yes.”

“You want more.” It wasn’t a question.

She was so scared, she couldn’t do anything but nod. But that nod was all I needed to see. I nodded at Chloe - her milk was much stronger, capable of turning a girl much harder and faster than my stepmother’s. The image of Chloe cumming her brains out over and over again was still fresh in my memory, making my cock spring to life every time I thought of it.

I wanted to see how that look would suit Amber.

“Come here,” Chloe said, wrapping her fingers in Amber’s hair. “Have a taste, and we’ll take care of all of those problems for you.”

“Nuh,” Amber whimpered, struggling to resist. But her mouth was getting closer. “Nuh - don’t wanna be a slave…”

“We’re not slaves
,” Chloe yelled, giggling. “We’re cows
! And being a 
cow will fix all of your problems, Amber. All your worries and all of your cares! Cows don’t care about whether they like boys or girls and if that’s okay - they just fuck
 whoever their owner wants, whenever he wants!”

Mom leaned over her, adding to the pile-on. “Cows don’t worry about whether they’re virgins or not, sweetie. They just give their hot little pussies to their Owner and moo like crazy while he fucks their brains out…”

Amber’s resistance crumbled like the facade of an old building. I watched as the uncertainty fled from her face, replaced by a content, placid expression. Her eyes focused on the nipple in front of her, the rest of the world falling away. A slow, dumb smile spread across her face as the smell of the milk hit her nostrils, the first tendrils of the power within seeping into her brain.

“So good,” she whispered, puckering her lips. “So damn good…!”

A moment later her mouth was on Chloe’s nipple - and it erupted
.

Amber’s eyes widened as a flood of milk coated her tongue, spraying down her throat like a garden hose. Chloe’s body tensed with pleasure, her back arching as she pressed the lifeguard’s face deeper into her cleavage. As I watched, I grabbed my stepmother around the waist and pulled her to me, tugging the bottom of her swimsuit to 
the side with two fingers.

I sank hilt-deep inside of her, grunting with pleasure as Amber continued to suck.

“Oh fuck!” Mom panted, throwing her hips back onto me. “Fuck that’s so good, baby! Bury yourself deep inside of me just like that!”

My fingers dug into Mom’s hips as I thrust into her, filling her tight, spasming pussy with my cock as Amber’s transformation continued. The lifeguard’s eyes had rolled back into her head, only the whites showing as she sucked hard on Chloe’s nipple. Both girls looked like they were cumming their brains out, and the sight of it only made me want to fuck Mom harder.

“Moooo
!” Chloe yelled triumphantly, hand pumping between her legs as she fed Amber her milk. “Moooo!”

God, that was so fucked up. I loved it.

The sound of Chloe giving in sent me over the edge. Relief flooded me as I came, shooting burst after burst of hot, sticky seed deep into my stepmother’s cunt. Like clockwork she hit the point of no-return, her inner walls gripping me tight as she rode out her own orgasm. The second I was done shooting, I pulled out of her and shoved her to the side, forgetting her in an instant.

All I could see was Amber.

In the same moment she pulled off of Chloe’s nipple, gasping. A final stream of milk splashed her in the face, like the punctuation mark at the end of a long sentence of pleasure. Amber wiped a jet of milk from her chin and stared at it, her eyes alight with utter bliss.

All three of us stopped for a moment, watching her. Waiting to see what she would do.

“I…” she said - then gasped, the whites of her eyes showing for a moment. “Oh fuck! Fuck, something is happening
 to me…”

She had just enough time to tug down the straps of her swimsuit before her expanding breasts would have torn it open. Amber’s mammaries expanded like balloons, filling in moments with rich, creamy milk. The rest of her shifted to match - her lips plumped up in pure bimbo fashion, her skin turning a rich, uniform tan even beneath her suit - with one strange exception. She didn’t go blonde. Instead, those lustrous ringlets down her back grew even glossier and more perfect, like a Photoshopped model picture in real life.


Huh
, I thought. That’s different
. Maybe there was some subconscious need for me to have a little variety in my girls. Or maybe it affected Amber differently, just as Chloe’s transformation hadn’t been the same as my stepmother’s. Either way, I didn’t care to 
think about it too much - it felt like all the blood in my body was in the rod between my legs.

“Come here,” I commanded, reaching one sculpted arm towards Amber. “I’m going to taste you.”

Amber’s eyes widened as she sloshed her way over to me in small, timid steps. This was the moment of truth - the sampling. Would her milk be good enough for me to keep her as one of my cows? Would it earn her a place with her new owner - one where she’d be fucked and bred like all the others, one of my gorgeous bimbo servants?

I wasn’t even sure what I would do with a girl who didn’t pass the test. But I had a feeling it wouldn’t be pleasant.

Fortunately, I needn’t have worried. The instant my lips touched Amber’s nipple, a heavenly stream of pure, creamy milk filled my mouth. The world went warm and fuzzy as I sucked, my cock throbbing against Amber’s thigh beneath the water.

“Good,” I grunted, sucking harder. “So good…”

The difference in taste wasn’t as extreme as it had been between Jessica’s milk and Chloe’s. It was more like sampling two excellent cuts of steak prepared by expert chefs - there were differences, but both were amazing. If anything, I could have said that Amber’s milk 
was a little sweeter than Chloe’s, but not quite as rich. It would have made a damn good milkshake.

As I drank from her, energy flooded my veins. My heart beat harder in my chest, cock pulsing and stiffening and suddenly swelling
 to even larger than before. Amber whimpered, writhing beneath me as the sensation of giving her first suck sent her into a tailspin, the first orgasm any man had given her tearing through her young, barely-legal body.

That made me think of other firsts. I looked up, locking eyes with her.

My hands reached down and cupped her ass. God, it was glorious. If her tits weren’t so utterly fucking incredible, I’d have been worshipping that ass.

“You,” I growled, pulling off of her tit, “are untouched
. No man has ever had this.”

As I spoke, I slid two fingers inside of her. Holy shit
 she was tight! Her walls fit around my digits like a second skin - I could only imagine how much my cock was going to need to stretch her out just to fit. The challenge made me grin.

“Yes,” she whimpered, something holy in the way she looked at me. “I saved myself, sir. For you. My owner…

”

With a grunt, I lifted her halfway out of the water and rammed my cock into her.

It was like lightning had struck the pool. Amber screamed
 loud enough to echo over the neighborhood, back arching like a bow as that one hard stroke made her cum. My own cry met hers, because I’d never felt anything so tight and wet wrapped around my cock so perfectly before. The pleasure was mind-blowing: even in my altered, more powerful state, I actually had to try not to cum inside of her.

Then I thought: why hold back? Why not enjoy myself?

With a grunt, I squeezed her ass harder and drilled into her back walls. Her expression collapsed as I pummelled her, pleasure infiltrating her and burning up her neurons the same way the milk had for Chloe. She came again and again on my cock, gripping and pulsing around me with every thrust as I used her barely-legal body to get off.

The first orgasm came so hard and fast that it was on me before I noticed it. I roared with triumph as my seed erupted inside of her, spraying down her tight walls with my own thick cream. There was no waiting; I pumped her like a piston without stopping, pushing 
right on through the refractory period I’d normally need.

I wanted more. I wanted to breed
 this little virgin - impregnate her on the very first try. I wanted her swollen with my heirs. I wanted to put twins in her - no, triplets!

As we fucked, I bent over her and found her other nipple with my mouth. More milk filled me, even hotter and sweeter than the last batch. Oh yeah
, I thought, holding her above the water as I fucked her like a ragdoll. This is definitely the ice creamery variety…


“I’m so dumb!” Amber cried, her nails digging into my back. “I’m a dumb little cow slut! Oh fuck, I can’t wait to be full of your babies, Sir! Fuck me and milk me whenever you want…!”

Without thinking, I slapped her across the face. And her cunt clenched around me like I’d just made her cum.

“Oh, you like
 that,” I growled, putting a hand around her throat.

“Yes, Sir!” She whimpered in my grip, putting her cunt back on me with every thrust.

I grinned. “Good little pain cow. You like getting hurt…”

“Maybe…” Amber whimpered between slaps. “Maybe you should brand
 
me, Master. Let everyone who sees me know who’s in charge of my life…”


Oh, they know that already
, I thought, my gaze traveling to her breasts. One look at those puppies…


I’d thought she liked getting hurt before. But when I brought my hand down and slapped her swollen, milk-filled tit, Amber lost her fucking mind!

“Mooooo!”
 she mewled, eyes rolling back in her head. “Do it again, Daddy! Spank my fucking udders!”

That was so fucking filthy. I had to do it again.

I smacked her over and over again, until the tanned flesh of her tits started turning red. Each slap sent a stream of milk arcing over the pool, brought another crazed, broken moo out of Amber’s throat. I could feel something building inside of me, something even stronger than the orgasms I’d had inside of my girls beforehand. The world shrank to that perfect point of contact between us, dimming around me, and the pleasure poured in sweeter than anything.

“Gonna fill you up,” I grunted, thrusting all the way to the bottom of her pussy. “Gonna fucking breed
 you…!”

The second time I shot inside of Amber’s cunt left no doubt: she was mine. Thick streams of hot, sticky come fired directly into her womb, draining from my balls and flooding my bloodstream with bliss. Amber’s walls gripped me tight, pulling
 the load deep inside of her with every pump of her heartbeat. Milk sprayed into my face, into my mouth - it didn’t matter. All that mattered was using her, getting off, breeding her with my thick, virile cock.

“Good cow,” I grunted as I finally pulled out of her. “Good fucking girl…”

As I came back to my senses, I started to laugh. The pool was a mess
. Clouds of milk floated in it from end to end, not to mention the various juices from my cock and my girls’ cunts that had filled the water. I was a little sad everyone else had left - I would’ve loved to have seen the looks on their faces at what I’d just done.

“Are you alright, Sir?” Amber asked, looking at me worriedly.

“Perfect,” I assured her. “Though you’re going to have to close this pool down for the rest of the day.”

“Oh, I don’t mind!” she said, her eyes lighting up. “I’m not going to work here ever again, Sir. Who would let a dumb little cow
 watch over swimmers, anyway?”

“Exactly!” Chloe put an arm on Amber’s shoulder and grinned. “I think the two of us are going to get along great, Amber. We’re going to be slutty, stupid little cow sisters!”

Sisters. That sounded fucking great. And hadn’t I had a couple of ideas just now, while I was getting off inside of my girls? There was a strange, wonderful taste in my mouth that reminded me of…


Ice cream
.

I grinned from ear-to-ear.

“I think we’ve had enough swimming for one day,” I said, raising myself out of the pool. “Let’s get back home - there’s something I want to try. All three of you have lots
 of milk for me, right?”

All three women nodded in unison. “Yes, Sir!”

“Excellent. I think you’re going to like this little treat I’m thinking of. And Amber?”

Her eyes went wide. God, she really does look like a human cow
, I thought, my cock perking up.

“Yes, Master?”

“That little line about getting branded,” I said, putting a hand to my chin. “That might end up becoming more true than you think. How would you like to get fitted for a ring and a little bell?”

Amber looked like I’d just offered her an entire pile of diamond rings. “Oh, sir
,” she groaned. “That would make me so, so happy!
”

It might make me happy, too. I was going to start enjoying my harem of cow girls - and
 their milk. And if I played my cards right, I might be able to use that milk to get even more girls into my harem...


Part Four: The Secret Ingredient

Chloe stuck her head into the kitchen, grinning. “Hiya, Master! What’s going on?”

I paused in the middle of setting the big jar of sugar out on the kitchen counter and took a step back. “Nothing much,” I said, looking her up and down with an approving gaze. “Trying a little kitchen experiment this afternoon.”

“Experiment?” Chloe tiptoed across the linoleum, sneaking a surreptitious glance up at the ceiling. “Do the other girls know?”

“Nope,” I said with a smirk. “You’re the first person to walk in on me.”

Arrayed on the counter in front of me I had a few ingredients I’d picked up at the grocery store that morning: heavy whipping cream, vanilla extract, and a small box of gourmet sea salt. I knew I didn’t need sugar because my stepmother Jessica always kept a huge glass canister of it in an upper cupboard - it was half full, more than sufficient for what I needed it for.

Just then, a thump passed through the ceiling of the kitchen. From upstairs came the sound of a low, throaty moan.

“They’re at it again,” Chloe said, the corner of her mouth turning up. “That new girl is insatiable, Master!”

“Don’t I know it,” I said, glancing upwards with her. “That’s why I’m doing this. Honestly, I’m just looking for something
 I can do with all this milk.”

I double-checked the date on the whipping cream (way out in the future), and when I looked up Chloe was staring at me like I’d just struck her.

“What’s wrong?”

Her bottom lip shot out. “You don’t like my milk, Master? I was just coming downstairs to see if you wanted some - I’m soooo
 swollen right now! My big titties are hurting so bad and I just wanna see you suck
 on them…”

Hell, I wanted to do that, too. Chloe was currently wearing the only thing in the entire house that still fit her: a thin pink apron I’d found tucked away in the downstairs pantry. The bottom string barely fit around her heart-shaped ass, but where it really
 strained was in the bust. Even the large, flat fabric couldn’t contain those massive mammaries - they peeked out from the sides, the nipples poking hard enough to be clearly visible. As I watched, two stains slowly 
spread across her chest, turned the bright pink a darker shade.

Fuck. I could smell
 her fucking milk. My cock was hard as rock.

I wanted nothing more than to rip that apron off and maul Chloe’s tits, drink them dry, then bend her over the kitchen island and fuck her so hard that it’d make the noises coming from upstairs look subdued. The problem was that it was a feedback loop: drinking the milk made me horny, which made me fuck my cow girls like a cave man, which made them produce even more
 milk! It didn’t solve any of my logistical issues.

“Oh, I want them,” I assured Chloe, grabbing the biggest bowl I could find from the cabinet. “But I thought we’d try something a little bit different first. Call it a weird sort of foreplay, maybe?”

“Well, alright,” Chloe said, but it was clear that pout wasn’t going anywhere for the moment. “But what’s the problem, Sir? Why won’t you just fuck
 me?”

I motioned her closer, gesturing towards the ingredients on the table. “Things have changed,” I explained to her, nodding at the cream. “There’s three women in my harem now: Jessica, Amber, and you-”

Before I could say anything else, Chloe’s mouth dropped open. “You still like me, right

?”


Holy shit,
 I thought. If I don’t say anything, she might self-destruct.
 “Of course. You’ve got to let me finish my sentences, babe.”

It put her in her place instantly. “Of course, Master,” she whimpered, dropping low and putting her elbows on the counter. That position left her looking up at me submissively, and made it impossible not
 to imagine her on her knees sucking me off. She knew it, too. “I’ll be a good girl for you from now on - promise!”

“Hmmm,” I said, pursing my lips. “Let’s see if you can still do basic math, Chloe. Three girls under my roof means how
 many breasts, exactly?”

Chloe’s face scrunched up in the cutest way whenever she tried to think. She did it now, putting a hand beneath her chin like an overexaggerated cartoon.

“Hmm,” she said, glancing down at her tits. She stared at them for a long moment, brow furrowed in concentration. “Well, I have two of them. Two big, sexy boobies. Ohmigawd imagine your big cock sliding between these…”

“You’re starting to drool, dear,” I said after a pause.

“Oh geez! Um, I don’t know! How many, Master?”

I laughed and shook my head. “You really can’t even do basic math anymore,” I said, picking up the cream. “God, that’s so fucking hot.”

Chloe’s face lit up. “I’m soooo
 happy you think so!”

“It’s six, by the way,” I said, still smiling.

“Wow, that’s a lot!”

“I know,” I said, pouring the cream into the bowl. “I’ve been doing all I can, Chloe, but I’ve got to say - I’m fucking exhausted
. First thing in the morning, all three of you are crawling all over me talking about how badly you need me to milk you. How sore you are, how wonderful it would feel to have my mouth on your swollen nipples, telling me you’ve been making all this warm creamy milk all night just for me…”

“Um.” Chloe’s face had gone red as a beet. “That’s really
 hot, Master…”

“Oh, I know,” I said, adding in a pinch of salt. “The thing is, I can just barely handle all three of you. Keeping you all milked and drained constantly is becoming a full-time job: and what if I add even more
 girls to the harem? Because I want
 more. You see that, right, Chloe?”

 


She nodded vigorously, her head wiggling on her neck like a dumb little bobblehead. “Of course! You deserve all the sexy, slutty little cows you want, baby!”

Damn it. I might have added too much salt. I put the box back with a stern look, then shrugged.

“I’ve basically stopped eating and drinking ‘normal’ food,” I told Chloe, doing air-quotes around the word normal
. “The only thing I consume is you three girls’ milk - which, to be fair, seems to be doing me a whole hell of a lot of good. I’m healthier than I’ve ever been. Stronger, too. And fucking hell,
 the second I’ve got a mouthful of it down the only thing I can think of is fucking your brains out…”

“Sounds like fun,” Chloe said with a giggle. “What’s the problem?”

A spoonful of sugar went into the bowl - then another, and another.

“No problem,” I explained. “I just thought - I dunno, maybe there’s other stuff I can do with all that milk. Now come here.”

Chloe scooted next to me, her ass pressed against the edge of the counter. With her this close I could feel the heat rolling off of her in waves - like all three of my cow girls, she was walking around all day in a constant state of heat. Every moment I wasn’t inside of her, her tight cunt quivered and clenched around nothing, her clit pulsing 
with arousal as her body cried out to be fucked. All three of them were like that, and it made it so I could bang their brains out at any moment - just shove them over, or spread their legs, or interrupt them mid-sentence by ramming my cock hilt-deep inside of them.

The knowledge that I could
 do it made me want to do it even more. But I needed to keep a clear head for the next couple of minutes. Then
, I thought, eyes straying to her tits. Then I can relieve myself inside of her.


The fact that I already put it in those terms was horrifying. Relieve myself?
 I was thinking of the girls like human sex toys. The problem was, I couldn’t seem to stop. And every time I did, it just got hotter and hotter.

“Take that silly thing off,” I grunted, tugging one strap of her apron down her arm. “Here, bend over the bowl. Yes, right over the counter…”

Confused, Chloe let herself be maneuvered. It was clear she didn’t understand why I wasn’t sucking her dry - and the dark, caveman part of my brain didn’t know, either. It was a struggle to keep control of my own thoughts sometimes.

“Alright,” I said, wrapping my hand around one of Chloe’s massive breasts. She whimpered, trails of moisture running down her thighs 
as her cunt boiled over, but she was going to have to wait a minute. “The recipe says to use eight ounces of milk,” I said, frowning. “How many pumps do you think that is?”

“Fuck, Master, please
 milk me please
!” Chloe lost control, arching her back and grinding herself against me. “I’m so swollen, please, please
 let me be your hot little cow…!”

“Fuck it,” I grunted. “I’ll eyeball it.”

I squeezed - and Chloe unraveled as the first hot jet of milk squirted from her nipple. Her eyes rolled back in her head as it splashed into the bowl, her words turning into a series of unintelligible animal grunts of pleasure.

“Unnnnngh!” she squealed, shooting a hand between her thighs and stroking her pussy shamelessly. “Fuck yah, Master! Sooo fucken guuuuud….
”

As if in sympathy with its twin, Chloe’s other breast began to leak. A dark stain spread across the thin fabric of her apron, making it cling tighter to her as it soaked through. With a grunt I tore the whole thing off with my free hand, still squeezing her other tit in a hard, steady rhythm.

“I really am
 milking you now,” I said with a smirk. “This feels kind of weird. Like you really are just an animal, Chloe. A fucking pet

.”

“Mmmmmh!” Chloe was way past words. She came again, helpless to resist the pleasure as I squirted burst after burst of her milk into my bowl.


Yeah, that looks about right,
 I thought, finally letting Chloe’s breast go. She sunk backwards with a sigh of pleasure, resting her elbows on the kitchen counter. Milk dribbled from both of her breasts, forming a shallow pool between her feet on the floor. I rolled the sides of the bowl in a sharp circle, letting the milk slosh with the cream, sugar and salt.

“That was...so freakin’ good!” Chloe panted, her face flushed with afterglow. “What’ve you got in that bowl anyway, Master?”

“A little treat,” I told her, reaching for a whisk. “I pulled up an ice cream recipe on the internet this morning. Homemade. With a special
 ingredient.”

For a moment, all Chloe could do was stare. I grinned at her, waiting for her to pick her jaw up off the floor.

“You’re turning my milk into ice cream
?” Chloe whispered.

Despite the naked, dripping bimbo in front of me, the thought that 
suddenly flickered across my mind was that everything that just gone quiet upstairs. Were Jessica and Amber curled up together, passed out after licking each others’ pussies - or were they listening in?

 


“It’s a surprise,” I grunted. I lifted the bowl with both hands, careful not to spill, and turned to the refrigerator. For a moment, my heart jerked in my chest - I hadn’t even asked myself if the damn thing would fit in the freezer - but there was just enough room for it.

“That,” Chloe groaned, clapping her hands in front of her tits, “is so awesome!
”

“Shhh,” I said, putting a finger to my lip. “It’s not ready yet. We’ve got to wait for the whole thing to freeze solid. Then we’ll get everybody and see if it’s worth a damn.”

Honestly, I had no idea if Chloe’s milk would make decent ice cream. I’d never heard of a woman using her own breast milk to make a food item before, but if anyone could do it, it’d be one of my girls. Their milk was so delicious and creamy - even if it wasn’t suitable for ice cream, I had a feeling the whole thing would still taste great.

I snapped out of my thoughts - Chloe was staring at me. Her knees pressed together as she beamed up at me, the first glimmers of understanding in her face.

“Well,” she whispered, “what do you want to do until it’s done?”

I slid my hands around her hips and grabbed a handful of her fat, firm ass. “You.”

It was like time slowed down. Chloe closed her eyes, swaying on her feet for a moment, then a low, throaty moan poured from her throat. When her eyes opened, she was looking up at me with the kind of pure love and devotion you can normally only get from the family dog.

“I’m yours,” she beamed, reaching for my belt. “Take me
, Master…”

One hand stayed at her ass - the other one slid between her tits, grabbing a fistful of the breast that was still swollen with milk. “You’re so fucking sexy,” I grunted, finally giving in to the dark, caveman voice that had been whispering in the back of my head all morning. “Every time I look at you, Chloe, it’s like something just reaches in and takes over. All I can fucking think about is ramming my cock between these big fucking knockers…”

“You should do that all the time,” she whimpered, staring up at me. “You should do that whenever the fuck you want, Master.”

With a grunt, I lifted Chloe up and sat her down on the counter. She spread her legs like it was the most natural thing in the world, letting 
her ass hang just over the edge as she revealed her swollen, dripping slit to me.

God, she was so perfect. She was the girlfriend I’d always wanted - the one I’d been dreaming about my entire life. And I had her fucking breast milk
 in a bowl in the freezer, slowly turning into ice cream.

Tell me that’s not fucking love.

Still staring deep into her eyes, I wrapped the hand that had been on her ass around her throat. Chloe let out a little whimper as my fingers tightened, gripping her hard enough to bruise.

“Let me see those eyes roll in your head,” I growled, my face inches away from hers as I watched her struggle. Slowly she grew more frantic as she realized I wasn’t
 letting go - wasn’t letting her get what she needed more desperately with each passing second. “Show me what a dumb fucking cow you are, Chloe.”

She opened her mouth - but nothing came out but a thin, constrained whine.

“Shhh,” I whispered, stroking the side of her hair. In the same moment I put all my weight on my other arm and lifted
. Chloe’s ass came clean off the counter, her curvy body held aloft solely by my 
hand around her neck. Her cheeks flushed crimson, then deepened towards blue as she struggled and whimpered in my grip.

“You belong
 to me,” I said, whispering cruelly into her ear. “I never want you to think that you’re my girlfriend, Chloe. I am your owner
 - and I own every single part of your life. Every last inch of it.”

Her feet kicked against the linoleum, trying and failing to find some leverage.

“If I want to choke you out in the middle of the kitchen,” I grunted, losing myself completely, “then that’s what I fucking get to do, Chloe. Even if I wanted to hold you tight just like this and never, ever
 stop. From now on, I get everything
 I want.”

Chloe moaned - and, amazingly, her thighs clenched together. I couldn’t believe it, but it was true - she’d just had an orgasm. She came
 from me choking her out and reminding her that she was nothing more than a piece of meat. Incredible.

A fucking flood of precum filled my boxers.

“You crazy fucking bitch,” I said, chuckling in disbelief. “You are a twisted little cow, Chloe. Jesus, you’re cracked…”

“Mmmm,” Chloe whined, her lips pressing together almost 
soundlessly. “Moooo….”

I relaxed my grip on her throat - and in the same moment, plunged my cock hilt-deep into her. I sank into her soft, welcoming tightness, groaning as the walls that had been clenching and readying themselves all day for me finally
 wrapped themselves around my girth. Chloe gasped, letting out a long series of shuddering coughs as I mercilessly pumped myself inside of her, ignoring how close she’d come to passing out.

Sweat broke out on my forehead as I pounded her harder and faster. My hands went to her ankles, spreading her as wide for me as she could go. The angle let me fuck her even deeper, the head of my enhanced cock slamming through her back walls and penetrating all the way to the entrance of her churning, needy womb.

“Oh fuck
,” Chloe rasped, clinging to me like a frightened child. “Oh shit I just came like six times, Master! Choke me again, pleeeeease?”


I cannot believe this bimbo
, I thought, my balls bouncing as I fucked her hard and deep. She’s even more fucked up than I am!


“Mmmh, is this
 what you want?” I grunted, placing my hand across her collarbone. Above it, the angry red of a bruise was already starting to spread over her neck. “You want Master to remind you again that he owns you?”

“Uh huuuuuh

!” Chloe’s voice shot up an octave on the second word, her hips rocking in time with my thrusts. “Cow Amber told me she cums her brains out whenever you slap her big udders around! I want you to know you can hurt me too, Master - as much as you wanna! I want to be your favorite little cow slut - the one you can do every nasty thing you’ve ever dreamed of doing with…”


Cow Amber
? Fuck - I couldn’t objectify these women any better than they did to each other. It was insane. I fucking loved it!

“I’m gonna fucking blow,” I grunted, leaning back and watching as my cock pumped like a piston inside of Chloe’s dripping slit. It swelled larger and harder as I prepared to fill her with my load. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum!”

Just at the fucking words
, Chloe let out a moan and twin streams of milk arched from her tits. It bathed me in its warmth, running down my abs and coating my cock. The feel and the smell of it sent me over the edge - suddenly I was past the point of no-return, bucking and thrashing madly as I buried myself as deep as I could go inside of Chloe’s tight, welcoming warmth.

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came. The world went white - the white of sweet, creamy milk in a tall, frosty glass. The pale white of Jessica’s tits as she offered them to me first thing in the morning, begging
 me to drink her dry. The white of the thick, ropey strings of 
cum I shot like fucking bullets inside of Chloe’s spasming cunt, filling her to the brim and then some. My balls pulsed as I fired burst after burst, until her overfilled slit began to drip on the linoleum to mix with the milk. I didn’t care that the kitchen was mess, that I was going to have to order someone to clean it up - it didn’t matter. The pleasure was all that mattered.

When I came back to my senses, I had my face buried in Chloe’s cleavage. She was muttering soothing noises, stroking my head as she tried to get my mouth on one of her throbbing, swollen nipples. It slid between my lips easily, filling my mouth with milk.

My cock sprang back to full hardness in an instant. My vision sharpened, and suddenly I was incredibly aware of every inch of Chloe’s body beneath me. As I sucked more and more of the amazing milk down, a surge of strength built up in my core. I was more than ready to fucking rock all over again.

But before I could grab Chloe, flip her over and fuck her from behind, someone else walked into the kitchen.

“Sweetheart,” my stepmother purred in mock anger. “Were you planning on sharing?”

I glanced up to see Jessica sashaying into the kitchen, naked and grinning. It couldn’t have been more obvious that she’d just gotten 
fucked - her hair was a tangled, blonde mess, her cheeks were flushed with afterglow, and her thighs were slick with her own juices.

“Hey, Mom,” I said, pulling off of Chloe’s nipple. “Amber coming down, too?”

Mom rolled her eyes. “That girl’s out cold,” she said, her hand straying between her legs. “And although she can do some wonderful
 things with that naughty little mouth of hers, I’m still horny. I need some cock
, son!”


She called me ‘son’ instead of ‘sweetheart’,
 I realized, my cock twitching at the word. There’d been a time when thinking about Jessica in that way had filled me with nothing but shame. Even though she was the woman who raised me, not birthed me, it still felt wrong to be sucking her tits and banging her brains out.

Now, it just turned me on more. All those maternal feelings I had towards her mixed up with the throbbing ache in my balls to make me confused and horny whenever I saw her. It felt fucking filthy-sweet to hear her call me son. It made things even hotter that she’d raised me, that she’d comforted me whenever I hurt myself or held me whenever bad things happened. Thinking of those things made me cum even harder when I destroyed her tight, dripping MILF snatch.

“Come here,” I commanded, pointing down at the counter. “Stick out that big, sexy ass for me, Mom. Show me everything you’ve got.”

Jessica rose to the challenge. As if trying to show Chloe up, she not only bent over the counter, she raised one leg up and put it on the tabletop, spreading herself wide for me like some sort of gymnast. It stuck her big ass in the air, with her dripping, swollen pussy lips beneath it.

“I can have either of these,” I grunted, running the head of my cock between both of her holes. “Whenever I want. Isn’t that right, Mommy
?”

Jessica bit her lip and tossed her hair back, beaming at me over her shoulder.

“Yes, son,” she panted, her voice heavy with lust. “You can have Mommy however you want. My pussy and ass belong to you!”

Fuck, she was glistening. I could see strings of Amber’s saliva all over her swollen clit. That girl had really done a number on her…


Warming her up for me,
 I thought with a smirk.

Gripping the counter tight with one hand, I tangled the other in my stepmother’s hair. She moaned in mingled pain and pleasure, 
arching her back as I tugged hard.

“Use me,” she begged, a knowing laugh coming from her throat. “Show these young, dumb sluts that Mommy is still the best-”

I wasn’t interested in their petty squabbles and infighting. I was here to fuck
. So before she could finish her sentence, I slammed forward and buried my still-dripping cock hilt-deep inside of her cunt.

“Oh shit!” Mom screamed, mouth dropping wide open. Her eyes widened as she rode me, her gaze going glazed as they unfocused from the pleasure. Three thrusts in and I could already feel her tight, wet walls spasming around me. Mom was going to cum.

“Fucking hell you’re so tight,” I grunted, drilling deep inside of her. “So fucking soft. It’s like silk wrapped around my cock, Mom. I can’t wait to find out how it feels inside of your ass…”

My words sent my stepmother over the edge. She pressed her face against the cold marble of the kitchen island, screaming
 as a wave of pleasure tore through her curvy MILF body. Her tits were pressed against the tabletop, spreading out to both sides of her and squirting milk. That’s one way to take care of her swollen tits,
 I thought, giving her ass a quick spank.

“You know,” I mused as I pulled out of her. “MILF
 and milk
 are just a 
single letter apart. It makes sense that both of those things would go together great. Right, Mom?”

“Unnnh, fuck
,” she groaned, completely gone. “Fuck tha’s so good…”

Covered in a mixture of mine, hers and Chloe’s juices, it was the easiest thing in the world for my cock to slide into her tight, puckered asshole. The tip went in first, stretching the entrance around it, then I slid an inch at a time inside of her as she writhed on the countertop.

“Oh wow
,” I grunted. “I thought you were tight before
. Fuck that feels so good…”

Mom’s backdoor was smooth as anything - and so goddamned tight
 I could barely think straight. I had to fight to get each inch inside of her, filling her slowly one stroke at a time.

“Wait,” I said, sudden realization flooding me. “Are you a virgin
 back here, Jessica? Have you ever given a guy your ass before?”

She blew a lock of hair out of her face and shook her head. “Nuh.”

That made me laugh. “Fuck, not even Dad. You were holding out, huh? Well you’re not holding out anymore. Not ever
.”

For some reason, the thought that Mom had never given her backdoor to my father filled me with a low-grade anger. The urge rose up inside me; the same one that had led me to choke and abuse Chloe then leave her on the kitchen floor.

“Bad bitch,” I said, spanking her harder. “Take that fucking cock up your ass! Take every fucking inch of it! I want you walking like a fucking Ariana Grande song for the rest of the week, you fucking cow!”

It was a competition of sorts. Me trying to fuck harder, deeper, to try and hurt my stepmother, while she just rode me back faster and faster. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t turn her moans of pleasure into pain - she liked the abuse too much. All of my cows did. I pinched, slapped and spanked Mom’s ass and tits as I fucked her, getting angrier and angrier until I felt that familiar tingle spread from my balls to the base of my cock.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I growled, glancing down at the floor. “Chloe, get up here!”

Still woozy, my girlfriend did as I said. “Yes, Master?” she asked, high as a kite.

“Gimme,” I said, grabbing her tit and sucking on it. I hardly even tasted the milk; the point was to suck down as much as I could. 
Strength filled me, the pleasure increasing with every swallow as I pushed right up to the point of no-return.

Next to me, Chloe came helplessly, shuddering with orgasm. Then Mom did, too.

It was too much - I couldn’t hold back any longer. The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure as I came, cock pulsing and spurting inside my stepmother’s virgin asshole. I could feel each burst of seed spraying against her tight inner channel, thudding like detonations through the thick flesh of her ass. I brought both hands down on that ass and squeezed it as tightly as I could as I rode out the pleasure, grunting and groaning with raw, primal fury.

Once I was finally finished, I pulled out and slapped Mom’s ass with my cock. A few spurts of cum coated her lower back, standing out against her tanned skin. I took a step backwards and leaned against the counter, all the energy from the milk ebbing away.

“Fuck,” I groaned, a little dizzy. “That was fucking great.”

As if on cue, Amber emerged in the doorway, yawning. She had a serious case of bedhead, but other than that she was utterly gorgeous.

“What’s going on?” she asked sleepily. “What did I miss?”

“All three of you get in the living room,” I commanded. I glanced back at the fridge, wondering if I’d given the mixture enough time. “I want us all to try something.”

After a little bit of mixing, scraping, and digging out the almost-expired ice cream cones in the pantry behind the vanilla wafers, I emerged from the kitchen. All three women had arranged themselves on the couch in submissive, 50’s housewife poses, waiting for me pleasantly.

“Here you go,” I said, handing Mom the first cone. “I gotta say - this looks
 fucking amazing, at least.”

In moments, each girl had a cone topped with a massive scoop of vanilla ice cream. Ice cream that was made from Chloe’s milk.

I eyed it a little warily and asked myself if I was really gonna be the first person to try it. I had
 made it, after all, but I was the furthest thing from an expert. What if it made us sick?

 


A terrible thought occurred to me. What if it somehow reverses everything?


“Shit,” I grunted, holding my own cone at arm’s length. “Wait a second, maybe we shouldn’t-”

It was already too late. It was Amber, sweet Amber with her freshly burnt-out brain who broke first and attacked the ice cream, giggling like a schoolgirl as she took a bite.

All three of us watched her, waiting to see what would happen.

Amber took another bite - then froze, her mouth dropping open. “Uh…” she whimpered, her voice shooting up an octave. “Wow.
”

“Wow?” I asked. “Is that all you can say? Is it a good wow or a bad wow?”

To either side of me, the other members of my harem were already sampling the ice cream. Just like Amber, each of them took a bite and stared at me like they’d just realized I was a God.

“Try it,” my stepmother whispered, her face intense.

So I did.

The taste hit my tongue - and I was gone. The sweet, the creamy - the sugar, holy shit, the sugar! I’d never had anything like it before - it was easily the best thing I’d ever tasted. Well, the best food
 I’d ever tasted. Drinking the stuff straight from the source was still on top, but this...this beat the shit out of anything you could get at your grocer’s freezer aisle.

“Holy fuck,” I grunted, coming out of my stupor. I was somewhat surprised to see that the whole thing was gone - cone and all. I licked my lips. “Girls. Do you know what this means?”

They stared at each other, frowning in the way only bimbos can. “No, Master. What?”

“We,” I said, smiling from ear-to-ear, “are going to be so fucking rich
…”


Part Five: The CEO

A heavy rain fell without warning from the afternoon sky. It ran down the windows of the penthouse suite in sheets, blurring the city skyline. A  flock of birds burst from behind a cloud, jerked crazily on the wind, and dove low between two buildings. From this high up the people at street level looked like ants, scurrying this way and that to get out of the sudden downpour.

With a chuckle, I turned my gaze away from the tableau. The table before me was set with a sushi tray from one of the city’s more expensive restaurants, but I was much more interested in the person sitting on the other side of it. She didn’t share my positive feelings - instead, she looked irritated that she’d agreed to take this meeting in the first place.

“Let me get this straight.” Naomi Holiday tipped over a piece of California roll on her plate with a chopstick, ignoring the rest of her meal. “You requested a meeting over lunch. I assumed
 that meant you understood how valuable my time is.”

A smirk spread across my face. It wasn’t that long ago that that tone of voice coming out of a woman like Naomi would have had me begging for forgiveness, bowing and scraping like a servant. I wasn’t the most dominant guy before my stepmother’s magical milk turned 
me into an alpha male stud, and Naomi was the kind of boss bitch who made even strong men shrivel up with a glance.

“I do,” I said, popping a piece of dark sashimi into my mouth as punctuation. Damn, this really did taste amazing. It was too bad my girls’ milk made all other food seem so drab in comparison - I ought to have been over the moon for a spread like this.

“Knowing that,” she said, her face showing more irritation with every word, “you came here to talk to me about...ice cream
?”

I held up a finger. Naomi’s eyes crossed slightly as she focused on it.

“Not just any ice cream,” I said, brimming with confidence. “A revolution in ice cream. A product with so much potential it’s going to make you a billionaire!”

Not that she needed much help. Naomi Holliday was already worth hundreds of millions of dollars, having taken over her husband’s medical company after his untimely death (he was seventy-three, she was twenty-two) and building it up over a decade into a pharmaceutical empire. In fact, I was pretty sure if you added up the assets she held that hadn’t been disclosed to the public, she’d be over a billion already. Hell, she owned the building
 we were sitting in - although she didn’t know I knew that.

I’d done my research, you see. I was very, very
 
interested in this woman.

“Uh huh.” For a moment she glared at me, as if trying to decide whether to unload on me with both barrels. Then something relaxed in her face and she sighed. “Look, Carter. I don’t just give lunch meetings to anyone. I see...potential
 in you.”

I nodded. I knew exactly what kind of ‘potential’ she saw in me. In fact, it was the only reason I was here. The man I used to be - the 5’10”, ordinary-looking guy with an okay smile and an average-sized dick - he would’ve needed an idea with millions already in the bank just to catch Naomi’s eye.

But now I was nearly seven feet tall. I was built like a linebacker and had the face of a movie star. And although she didn’t know for sure, I could tell from the way Naomi kept sizing me up between the legs that she was looking forward to seeing exactly how much heat I was packing.

It was no different from a Hollywood agent keeping a young starlet around with promises of a music career or a role in a superhero movie. Naomi wanted me for her pet. Her boy toy. And because of the way I looked, she was at least willing to pretend
 to listen to my idea.

Only this wasn’t going to turn out the way she thought. And my idea was about to blow her mind.

Naomi folded her hands in her lap. “Let me explain it in terms you’ll understand. You have some new type of ice cream you want to sell. It’s artisanal, I’m guessing?”


Terms I’ll understand?
 How rude - I wasn’t some dumb jock, I just looked like one. “It’s a little more complicated than that-”

She held up a hand to shush me. “The seven largest ice cream brands on the market are collectively owned by three companies. Those three companies hold just under ninety percent of that corner of the food and beverage market - and that’s before
 getting into ice cream sandwiches, popsicles, or other novelty desserts.”

I felt my brows furrow together. “How do you know that? There’s a lot of different brands of ice cream-”

“And most of them own each other,” she said with a smirk, cutting me off again. “I know these things, you see, because I’m rich. Oh, don’t pout. I’m just saying that there is entrenched capital keeping a new contender from getting into grocery stores. A lot
 of it.”


Alright,
 I thought, grinning wolfishly. I’d heard enough of this. It was past time to spring the trap.

“I didn’t come to you because of your food and beverage connections,” I explained, leaning back in my seat. “Why would I? That would be stupid. You’re in pharmaceuticals, not food.”

The look she gave me was pleasantly confused. “You think your ice cream has some sort of...medicinal benefit?”

“Oh, absolutely.” Without giving her time to react, I gestured towards the door of the suite. “I think you’ll be extremely pleased with the results…”

On cue, the door at the far end of the room opened. In walked Amber, dressed up like a hotel maid in a pair of long black stockings and skintight blouse, carrying a silver tray. She held it up high enough that neither of us could see what was in the two bowls on top, but we both knew.

Naomi let her eyes travel over Amber’s body, sizing her up for a moment before turning to me. “What is this?” she asked, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “Some kind of stunt?”

“Ta daaaa
!” With a girlish giggle, Amber set the tray in the center of the table, knocking pieces of sushi to the side. On it were two bowls of creamy ice cream - each one a perfect scoop, flecked with tiny specks of vanilla bean. “Here you go, Miz H!”

Naomi eyed her treat sceptically. “This
 
is your product?”

“Oh yes,” I said, brimming with confidence. “Amber, honey, would you get the two of us a couple of clean spoons?”

“Already thought of that, Daddy!” She beamed at me, wiggling her eyebrows as she reached into her cleavage. While Naomi watched, horrified, she slid her hand between her two gorgeous breasts and pulled out the two tiny, twin spoons she’d hidden there. “Here you go!”

“Thanks, doll,” I said with a chuckle, patting her on the ass. “Go back to the door now.”

Amber grinned and sashayed her way back across the suite, her ass wiggling back and forth in a way that couldn’t have been more fuck-me-now
 if she tried. When I turned back to Naomi, she was staring at me with a wary expression on her face.

“Daddy?
” I could practically see the boy-toy fantasies deflating behind her eyes. “What the hell is this, Carter?”


Shit.
 Despite all appearances to the contrary, this wasn’t how I wanted things to go. Naomi should have been digging into her ice cream by now, completely entranced by the aroma of the magical milk. Experimentally, I tested my own scoop with the side of my 
spoon and winced when I felt it. Rock hard. I mean, I was rock hard, too, but I needed this ice cream to not be.

“Calm down,” I said, putting every bit of alpha male dominance I could into the words. They came out like the grunts of a berserker. “This is the product, Naomi - and it’s going to blow your mind. One taste, and you’ll understand everything I’ve been talking about-”

“I certainly will not
!” Before I could stop her, Naomi rose to her feet, scooting her chair backwards with her ass. “Where is my bodyguard? Tony!”

I’d had enough. This was getting out of hand.

“Your bodyguard is busy,” I growled, silencing her. “He’s getting his dick sucked by one of my girls. Now eat your ice cream.”

Naomi glared at me. “One of your girls?”

To tell you the truth, I was pretty impressed. She didn’t wilt at my thunder; and she definitely
 wasn’t afraid of me. Even though I was pretty sure this was as far out of her comfort zone as she’d been in a decade, she still looked at me like she
 was the one who called the shots. I liked that in a woman - especially one as good-looking as her.

It’s why I did what I did next.

“Yeah,” I said after a brief pause. “One of them. You want to know the truth, Naomi? What’s really going on here?”

Her eyes met mine - and in them I saw the woman who’d built an empire by climbing over the bodies of her enemies. She sees profit in this,
 I thought, and was pleased when after a moment she sat back down.

“Now
 we’re talking business,” she said brusquely. “Not that ice cream bullshit. Talk, Carter.”

I shook my head. “It is the ice cream,” I told her. “More specifically, the milk.”

Over the course of a few minutes, I gave Naomi a brief overview of the milk and its effects. I left a lot of it out: how I discovered it, for example, or the fact that my own stepmother was my number-one brainless milk-producing slave. But she definitely understood that I’d been keeping my dick wet in more ways than one.

By the time I was done, her cheeks were flushed and sweat stood out on her forehead. The ice cream had started to melt, and the smell of the milk filled the room with its creamy, vanilla-y aroma. She looked at the bowl like it was full of poison, but I could already see the temptation in her eyes.

“And the changes are...permanent?” she finally asked, a little cowed. “No need for redosing?”

“None that I’ve seen so far,” I said, leaning forwards. “You mean that’s really the first question you’re going to ask?”

The corner of her mouth turned up in a smile. “If there’s no need for subsequent dosings, the value of the formula goes down,” she said matter-of-factly. “It’s a one-time sale versus a lifetime subscription service. We might have to water this milk of yours down a bit, see if we can add some limits to it - maybe a skim
 version, yes?”

My heart jumped in my chest. “So you’re interested?”

She didn’t meet my eyes. Instead, she stared at the ice cream. Almost as if moving of its own will, her hand picked up the spoon and gently tested it with the edge.

“If any of this is true,” she whispered to herself. “Although there’s one surefire way to know…”


What a woman
, I thought. I leaned over and put my hand over hers, capturing her gaze. She gasped a bit as the full force of my personality hit her, amplified by the new body the milk had given me. She wasn’t so in control anymore.

“It won’t make you like her,” I said, nodding at the door and by extension the bimbo on the other side of it. “It’ll just...boost things. Make you look younger, sexier...give you more energy.”

“And, from what you say, pleasure,” she whispered. “I’ve heard women describe desserts as orgasmic
 before, but I never thought it could be literally true…”

“Try it,” I growled, getting as close to her as I dared. “Trust me.” Be a good girl.


She nibbled her lip, a decision taking shape in her eyes. With a yelp like someone free-diving off of a cliff, she grabbed half the scoop in her spoon and slipped it between her lips.

I watched her eyes widen, the pupils dilating. Her cheeks going beet red.

“Ungh,” she whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuu…
”

With a shudder, Naomi tossed her head back and came. To my pleasure, I discovered right then and there that she was a screamer. Thank God I cleared the floor beforehand
, I thought with a smirk.

“Oh holy fucking shit!” Naomi gasped, her ass rising right out of her 
chair as pleasure infiltrated her body. Her hands rose to her own breasts, mauling them as pulse after pulse of bliss tore through her, making her writhe. “That’s so good! That’s so fucking good…!”


She reached in with her fucking hand
 and grabbed the rest of the ice cream, shoving it into her mouth like she didn’t give a damn what anyone else thought. Her other hand slid between her thighs, stroking herself helplessly through her panties as she gave in to the sweetness coursing through her. Her hot pink tongue darted in and out of her mouth, lapping up the cream like a cumslut after taking a load to the face. She moaned ecstatically over and over again, her voice husky with pleasure.

Then she began to change.

It wasn’t as extreme as the other girls - after all, Naomi wasn’t drinking the milk. All of my other girls had been given the pure stuff, while this was just a product made
 with the milk. But even so, it had one hell of an effect on Naomi’s body.

Her ass and tits grew bigger and thicker beneath her clothes, until they were nearly straining at the seams. At the same time, the wrinkles around her eyes and lips faded into nonexistence, her face losing years in a matter of seconds. Her dark, severe haircut lightened into a rich brunette sheen, curling into ringlets down her back as if by magic. Best of all, even though I couldn’t see it beneath 
her clothing I knew that she was changing on the inside - healthier, with more stamina and a tighter, younger pussy. I couldn’t wait to try it out for myself.


Fuck,
 I thought, cock throbbing against my thigh. What if this shit turns her back into a virgin?


With one final, toe-curling orgasm, Naomi collapsed into her chair with a slump, spent. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Where a few seconds ago had sat a powerful businesswoman in her mid-thirties squarely in the center of MILF country was a barely-legal waif, with curves that went on for days
.

Not even her husband had gotten this side of her. This was the absolute best
 of Naomi, and with a little sample of my amazing product, she was mine for the taking. So much blood was rushing to my cock that it was tough to think straight.

Naomi looked just as woozy. “Wow…” she muttered, looking around the room like a co-ed the day after a frat mixer. “What the fuck just happened…?”

 


Shit, even her voice
 had changed. It was higher and more girlish, a smooth soprano I wouldn’t mind hearing whimper Daddy
 in my ear a time or two. God, she really did have everything.

The body. The money. The power

. All of it about to be mine. All of it about to be her present to me for owning her.

Her vision cleared, eyes focusing...and widening. “Holy fuck,” she said, pawing at the clothes that now barely fit her. “You couldn’t have…!”

She fished a paper-thin cell phone out of her purse that looked lightyears beyond anything I had. With a shocked expression, she held it up and turned on the camera, pointing it on herself like a mirror. Her jaw hit the fucking floor.

“Oh my gawd
,” she growled with a laugh. “Holy fuck you really did it! I...I’m eighteen again!”

I couldn’t handle it anymore. I wanted her so badly; it felt like I hadn’t gotten laid in months. Years
.

I was going to have to be careful not to break her.

I stood up, towering over her - making her feel every inch of her new vulnerability. She bit her lip as she gazed up at me, cheeks reddening like she was seeing me for the first time. She wanted me; it was clear. All the orgasms in the world hadn’t slaked the lust in her face - there was only one thing on Earth that could do that to her new body.

My cock.

“Those clothes don’t suit you anymore,” I growled, tearing off her suit jacket. “Let’s get them off of you.”

“You’re right,” she said with a giggle, unbuttoning her blouse. “Fuck, I’m young again - let’s celebrate! You are going to be so fucking rich
 - wait, I mean I’m going to be so fucking rich…”

Before she could form a coherent thought, I reached around and squeezed her ass with both hands. Fuck it felt amazing.

“You don’t need to think about that anymore,” I said, lifting her right out of the seat. “I’ve got something much more important for you to take care of from now on. Something more your speed.”

She nodded eagerly. “What?”

She wasn’t moving fast enough for me - I tore the blouse off her, leaving her with nothing on above the waist but a lacy black bra. It hadn’t compensated well for her sudden increase in bust size, so off it went, tossed into the corner.

“My girls,” I panted, putting one of her strawberry nipples against my palm and rubbing it. “I want you to run my fucking harem, Naomi.”

For a second, I was worried she might say no

. That even with the transformation, there might be enough of the old, boring Naomi inside of her to chafe at this sudden change of lifestyle. After all, a girl who was used to having the absolute finest things in life needed to hang onto them, right?

I saw those thoughts flicker across her face in an instant. Then she reached the exact conclusion I wanted her to find: she still could.

“You’ll be my right hand,” I growled, sliding my
 right hand between her thighs. They were already fucking soaked - wet and ready for me. “All of the girls will look up to you, and you can treat them like your own squad of bimbo whores. But all of you serve me.
”

A naughty look filled her face. “I don’t want to serve
 you,” she purred, feeling my abs through my shirt. “I want to worship
 you.”

That was exactly what I wanted to hear.

The next thing I knew we were naked and I was tearing Naomi’s panties off with my teeth. I have no recollection of the moments in between; they were just a blur. Her cunt was hot and wet beneath me, her ass swaying back and forth as she writhed under my power.

“I’m going to fuck you,” I grunted, ripping the last of the thin fabric off her thighs and spitting it away. “I’m going to pound this cunt so 
hard you’re going to be walking funny the whole first week you’re walking around my harem…”

Naomi spread her legs eagerly, parting her soaking folds for me. Her other arm came up beneath her breasts and squeezed them, an expectant look on her face.

Nothing happened.

Her lips turned up in a pout. “Huh? I’m not making any milk!”

Somehow the words cut through the fog of lust in my brain. My cock felt like an iron girder, throbbing with need, and her cunt was so close
…

“I didn’t give you much,” I managed to say. “Just the ice cream - not the pure shit…”

She nodded in understanding. Too much would turn her into a mindless, vapid little slut - like the serving girl she’d seen bring the ice cream. But at the same time, if she wasn’t making milk, what was the point?


Her eyes traveled to the other end of the table. Then she grinned.

With her shoulders on the tabletop, she twisted at the waist and seized the still-full bowl of ice cream. My
 
bowl.

“Hey,” I grunted. “Wait!”

Too late. Naomi shoved the bowl into her face and tipped it over, coating herself in the creamy, half-melted goodness. And as she started to cum, as the smell of her horny pussy mixed with the milk in the air to produce an utterly irresistible fragrance, I completely fucking lost control.

I grabbed her hips with both hands and shoved all the way home, burying myself inside of her to the hilt.

The single stroke would have been more than enough to make Naomi cum, but she was already there. Her cunt clenched helplessly around me over and over again, perfectly wet and tight as her youthful body climaxed again and again. It made everything so tight that I couldn’t think anymore - the entire world shrank down to pumping myself in and out of her harder and harder and harder.

“You really are
 eighteen again,” I said, using her hips as leverage to go deeper. “This is the tightest, hottest little pussy I’ve ever fucked. You’re such a good little girl, taking Daddy’s cock all the way inside of you…”

“I’m not a virgin anymore,” Naomi screamed, arching her back like a 
bow as another sheet-clawing climax tore through her brain. “Fuck, you own
 my tight little pussy now, Daddy…!”


I thought I felt a little resistance
, I thought. My cock jerked at the realization that the milk hadn’t just made Naomi younger and prettier - it had given her back her maidenhood. She was untouched
 again, and she’d just given her body to me. I was the only man to claim her - and I’d be the only man to ever feel this tight teen pussy around my cock ever again.

With a savage grunt, I ran my thumb over Naomi’s clit. It pulsed against me, throbbing in time with her rapid heartbeat as she approached another mind-melting climax. Such a glorious fucking slit,
 I thought, rubbing her button in hard little circles. So perfectly wet and tight, just for me. Exactly what I fucking deserve, whenever I want it…


“Cum for me,” I commanded, putting my free hand around her throat. “Come all over Daddy’s cock like a good little slut…”

I didn’t need to tell her - she was already at the point of no-return. At my coaxing, she completely lost control. A flood of wetness coated my cock as I drove deep inside of her, milking her sweet walls of every drop of pleasure they could produce. She screamed loud enough to shake the walls as she came, sobbing my name as tears of joy streamed down her cheeks.

The transformation might have been started when she ate the ice cream, but it was complete at that moment. She was mine now: my beautiful, amoral, completely subservient business slut. All the doors her name opened would swing wide for me - her money and power would make all the obstacles she’d mentioned at this meeting disappear.

And now that I knew the effect that the ice cream would have on a woman, I couldn’t wait for it to hit the market.

Everything slowed down as I pumped all the way to the base of Naomi’s womb, filling her with every inch of my cock. She rode it slowly, sweat pouring off her young body as she rode out the last throes of her orgasm. Every thrust inside of her made her moan anew, the fire between her legs never really going all the way out.

“You’re still horny,” I growled approvingly, running my hand over one of her perky nipples. “Still so wet and ready for me all the time. I love
 that.”

“I’m wet for you all the time,” she panted, rocking her hips back on me. “I belong
 to you know, Daddy. You own my hot, young body! I can’t wait to meet all the other girls I’m going to be sharing this cock with…”

“I’m looking forward to that, too,” I said, grabbing her hips with both 
hands. “But first, Daddy needs to cum inside of you. You want that, right, baby?”

Her face flushed with heat. She nodded eagerly, locking her ankles on either side of my ass and pulling me deeper inside of her.

“Yes, Daddy,” she moaned, cupping her glorious tits. “I feel so fucking fertile
 right now. So ripe and ready. I’m pretty sure I’m already pregnant off your fucking precum, but if you shot in me right now...I think I might give you twins!”

I leaned over her, pressing my hardness against her softness. “I don’t care what you want,” I said, low and menacing against her ear. “Even if you begged me not to, I’d breed you right fucking now. Because you’re mine
, and that’s what I want.”

“Unf, take me Daddy!” Naomi reacted like that was the hottest thing she’d ever heard. “Show me you own my fertility, just like you own the rest of me! It’s not my choice if I get a baby pumped into my pussy or not - it’s yours
!”

As she finished her sentence, she gave both of her oversized tits a squeeze - and with a sudden spray, both of them erupted. Twin streams of milk shot from her nipples, arcing over her beautiful young body to leave white streaks across her belly and her pussy. Her eyes lit up with pure bliss when she realized what she was doing - 
what I had just given her.

“Oh fuck I’m so ready
,” she whimpered, squeezing her left tit so hard the milk arched up to splash my chest. “I’m making milk all for you, Daddy! I’m your good little milkslut…”

No red-blooded man could hear words like that and not completely lose control. My cock became a blur as I pumped inside of her like a piston, shaking the table with every thrust. The pleasure built higher and higher, until my legs shook as I pounded her as hard as I possibly could. Every motion of her tight, silky walls around me was like liquid honey on my cock.

I was so close. And I wanted one final thing to push me over the edge.

“From now on, you work for me,” I growled, grabbing one of her breasts and squeezing so hard her eyes rolled back in her head. “The company, the money - all of it. It goes where I want, whenever I want. Forever
. They belong to me, because you
 belong to me. And you wouldn’t know the first thing to do with it all, would you?”

“No, Daddy!” Naomi made it sound like the best idea I ever had. “I don’t want it! All I want is to run your home, and get you lots of hot sluts to turn into sexy cowgirls you can fuck and breed! Please, please
 let me be that for you, Daddy! Please!?”

In response, I gave her the only answer that mattered.

One hard thrust all the way to the entrance of her womb and I came apart. The world dissolved around me as I shot again and again, balls bouncing against her opening as they drained into her tight, newly-virgin channel.

Her walls clenched around my cock as it spurted again and again, welcoming me deep inside her like it was my home. She came again as I went balls-deep inside of her, body spasming helplessly beneath me as the flood of seed inside of her sent her over the edge. The soft ridges around her core pulled me in, brought my seed exactly to where it belonged.

When it was finally over I pulled out, drained and spent. Naomi lifted her ass in the air, playing with herself for my entertainment as she made sure every drop of my load stayed deep inside of her slit.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she purred, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. “Thank you for cumming inside of me. It feels so fucking good. This is the way I was meant to be used…”

Grinning, I glanced back at the door to the suite. “Come on in, girls. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

Of course they’d all been waiting for me. At my command, they 
entered - Jessica, my stepmother; Chloe, my girlfriend; Amber, the lifeguard at my local pool. All three of them were gorgeous, barely-recognizable bimbos now - and as they made their way across the suite like some kind of catwalk, I could see their breasts brimming and swollen with milk.

My milk. The magical milk that was going to change the world - and my life - forever.

“Girls,” I said, smirking down at my latest conquest. “This is Naomi. Once she gets back in control of herself, she’s going to be teaching you a few things about our new organization.”

In a flash, Chloe was at my side. She pressed her tits against me, cooing gently as Amber did the same on the other side. My stepmother sank to her knees and without a word took my cock into her mouth, cleaning it with her tongue.

“We love you, Master,” Chloe said, giggling down at our latest girl. “Thank you so
 much for sharing all of us!”

“I love you so much Daddy.” Amber rubbed her cunt against my leg, whimpering with delight. “Isn’t it so wonderful to have all four of us worshipping you?”

“Whenever you want,” Naomi added from the table.

“Forever,” Mom groaned from around my shaft.


Yeah,
 I realized. Yeah, it was.


I couldn’t wait for the rest of the world to find out how great it was, too.


Part Six: The Farm


I’ve done a lot of weird shit lately,
 I thought, but I never expected to be getting a blowjob on a fucking tractor. Or that it would feel this goddamned good.


I was parked on a hill - with the engine of the John Deere idling in between rows of corn - and my stepmother Jessica was parked between my legs. Her lips formed a tight seal around my cock as she bobbed up and down, eagerly sucking me towards climax. The only thing she had on were a pair of denim overalls - with the straps down, there was nothing keeping her gorgeous, oversized tits from bouncing up and down as she blew me. A puddle had formed between her knees, the drool from her mouth mixing with the milk from her tits and the juices from her pussy to soak the ground beneath us.

“I know you can go deeper than that,” I grunted, grabbing a fisftul of Mom’s cherry-red hair. “Take me all the way down, Mommy - earn
 that shit. You want me to cum down your throat, don’t you?”

She couldn’t speak with my cock stretching her mouth, but Mom’s moan said more than words. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she relaxed her throat, taking me all
 the way down. Relief flooded me and I gripped her hair tighter. The seat of the tractor vibrated 
beneath my ass, making her tits slap against my knees with every thrust.

“Good girl,” I said, leaning back against the dash. The day was warm and bright, the sunshine beaming off the tractor as the sound of Mom’s groans mixed with the rustle of corn. I watched my cock disappear down her throat again and again, stretching Mom’s mouth like a fucking tree trunk.


Your milk did that,
 I thought, locking eyes with her as I reached the precipice. Goddamn my cock is so fucking huge now. Only a bimbo like you could take it all…


The world blurred around me as I came. The sun shone through my eyelids as I tossed my head back and roared
 with pleasure, gripping Jessica’s hair tight. I held her there, keeping her lips tight around the base of my cock as I pumped my seed down her throat.

“Yes,” I cried, losing myself completely. “Fucking yeah
, Mom…!”

The tide of pleasure gradually receded, leaving sweet release behind. My fingers unclenched, my eyes opened - and I nearly fell right off the tractor. Naomi had snuck up on me while I was busy, and now she was standing just a couple feet away, grinning.

“Hey there,” the gorgeous heiress said, a twinkle in her eye. “Have 
you been enjoying your tour around the grounds, Sir?”

I caught myself and started to laugh. “You scared the shit out of me,” I said, pulling out of Jessica’s warm, wet mouth. “I thought you were...hell, I don’t know what I thought.”

“You were busy,” she said, her eyes traveling to my cock. “Kind of hard to think when you’re blowing your load in a tight, willing throat…”

Naomi swallowed hard, staring openly at my throbbing, dripping cock. A lone bead of cum trickled from the crown and ran down the shaft, glistening in the afternoon sun. Almost on cue, both women in front of me moaned as they watched it fall.

“This place is nice,” I admitted, chuckling a bit at Naomi’s glazed expression. “How are the other girls liking it?”

Naomi’s head gave a little jerk. Her eyes refocused on me. “Huh? What?”

“I said,” I told her, “how are the other girls getting along here? They doing okay?”

This entire place belonged to Naomi. She’d bought the entire farm lock, stock and barrel a few days ago - at double the seller’s asking 
price. Officially she’d purchased it in order to conduct research into more efficient methods of farming. Her company had a whole press release about global warming, food supply - the works. I’d read it; it was very stirring and tasteful.


Unofficially
, of course, nothing like that was going on here.

“They love it!” Naomi beamed at me. “I think it’s Chloe’s turn right now - she was your girlfriend, right, before all this? She’s very, very
 excited to start producing for you, Sir. In fact, that’s why I came over here. She asked if you would watch her ‘churn out’ the first batch…”

I let my eyes travel over Naomi’s body. Unlike my other girls, she hadn’t been transformed into a brainless, cock-thirsty bimbo. Not that I disliked
 brainless bimbos: as the load I’d just pumped down my stepmother’s throat would attest, I fucking loved them. Taking away Naomi’s smarts would have been unproductive, though - I needed to her to run this business for me, to take my magical milk from a local concern to an international juggernaut. Hence the farm.

But that didn’t mean the hucow ice cream she’d been wolfing down hadn’t had an effect. The formerly pushing-forty heiress now looked for all the world like a barely-legal co-ed - one who looked like she belonged on a catwalk or on the sidelines of a football game waving a pair of pom-poms. She’d gotten a new wardrobe to match - today she 
had on a tight little sundress about the size of two pillowcases stitched together. It barely stretched from her mouth-watering tits to the gap between her creamy thighs, and hugged every curve of her lithe, youthful body.

“You’re going to take me to her,” I said. “But there’s something else you want first, isn’t there?”

Her eyes traveled back to my cock. She bit her lip, staring at it like a juicy treat someone was holding just out of reach.

“It’s still so...hard
,” she murmured, her pink tongue darting out of her mouth.

“It’s pretty much always hard,” I grunted, chuckling. “How could I be anything else with absolute fucking knockouts like you walking around all day?”

She glanced back at the farmhouse as if weighing how much time she had before she’d be noticed, then turned back to me with a mischievous expression.

“Can I suck it?” she asked.

Slowly I shook my head. “Not like that,” I said, an edge of command entering my tone. “Ask nicely. On your knees.”

Without a moment’s hesitation Naomi sank to the ground, adjusting her sundress as her knees hit the dirt. She gazed up at me with an innocent look on her face, like she’d never even thought
 of cock before. Next to her, my stepmother lay kneeling against the side of the tractor, stoned out of her mind from the cum still on her tongue.

“Please, Daddy,” Naomi purred, hitting about five different kink buttons in my brain simultaneously. “Please let me wrap my soft, warm lips around your cock and worship it. I need to taste you so fucking bad…”


Fuck,
 I thought, growling low in my throat. This girl’s really got my number. She knows exactly how to flip all my switches…


I nodded - and Naomi inhaled my cock like she’d been waiting for it on pins-and-needles all fucking morning. Hot squelching sounds filled the field as she bobbed up and down on me, relaxing her throat and letting me bury myself hilt-deep inside of it.

At the sight of Naomi blowing me, Jessica began to stir. She looked dazedly at the young brunette sucking me off, a feverish gleam working its way into her eyes.

“Unf,” my stepmother grunted. In an instant, her hand was between her legs. “That so fuckin’ hawt…
”

“She’s doing great, Mom,” I said, smirking down at the pair. “Fuck, she’s so good at that. Like she’s never even heard the words ‘gag reflex’
 before. Maybe she could give you a pointer or two. Jesus, look at her sucking it…”

Naomi was doing more than that - she slammed herself down on me over and over again, using her throat like a cunt to fuck me harder and harder. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she doubled her effort, putting every ounce of energy into giving me the throat-fucking of a lifetime.

Little things like air
 didn’t matter when you were worshipping the rod of an alpha male stud.

“She’d never do this for anybody else,” I murmured, grabbing a handful of her hair. Not that I needed to grab - I couldn’t have made her go any harder than she was already. “Fucking alpha female
, queen bee of the business world - you’d have to be a billionaire with a chiseled jaw and an eight-pack just to get a date with a slut like you. And end up paying for dinner on top of everything.”

A low whine escaped Naomi’s throat as she took me balls-deep down her throat. I had no way of knowing if she heard me, or if she was just too far gone for words to connect.

“One look at a dick like that,” I grunted, nodding towards my 
stepmother. “One fucking look and a girl will toss everything away. Money, power, fame - she’ll do shit she’d never do for any guy, even the ones she calls her boyfriend and claims to love. Like you, Mom - you spent years
 telling Dad you didn’t do oral. That man took care of you, gave you a house, and no fucking blowjobs ever. But put a foot-long monster in your face and every girl becomes a fucking whore!”

I was right at the peak now. My cock jerked and twitched between Naomi’s lips every time she pulled it down her throat. She wasn’t thinking anymore, but she could feel
 it on a primal level - and everything inside of her wanted my cum more than life itself.

“You know why?” I asked, looking down into Naomi’s eyes as she brought me to the point of no-return.

There wasn’t an ounce of recognition in those eyes. Nothing but pure, submissive pleasure.

“‘Cause you’re all animals,” I roared, grabbing her head with both hands and fucking her sweet little mouth as hard as I could. “You’re all just fucking cows
, whether you’ve got milk or not…!”

Pleasure washed over me like a tidal wave as I came. Hot, sticky seed erupted in Naomi’s throat, filling her mouth and coating her tongue with cream. I kept on pumping in and out of her, riding the pleasure like a bolt of lighting until every last drop was out of my balls and 
exactly where it belonged.

As I came down from my peak I shoved Naomi aside, groaning savagely. A burst of hot cum shot directly in her face, painting her with my thick load. The pleasure ebbed out of me as I watched my stepmother crawl over and lick at Naomi’s face, eager to taste my seed. A moment later both women were making out, my cum shared between them.

“What did you say, Sir?” Naomi broke away, a string of cum leading from her bottom lip to Mom’s chin. “Something about cows and big cocks?”

I stared at her for a moment, then shook my head. “It doesn’t matter,” I finally grunted, sliding off the side of the tractor. Both girls let out a little whimper as my cock disappeared back into my pants. “You wouldn’t understand.”

“Probably not,” Naomi agreed without a hint of rancor. “God, that was so good. Thank you for fucking my throat like a goddamn beast
, Daddy. I love
 the way you use me like that!”

“I always knew I was meant to serve you,” Jessica added, rubbing her swollen breasts. “Even before you put all this special milk inside my titties, I thought of you sucking on these hard nipples…”


That
 
gave me pause. I did a double-take, standing in the dirt next to the tractor.

“Are you kidding?” I asked her, point-blank.

Mom’s brows furrowed together. “What?”

“You just said,” I growled, growing annoyed, “that you wanted to fuck me. Before I became like this
. Before you got your milk.”

The strangest fucking thing happened. Mom began to tremble. Her shoulders shook, big breasts bouncing as her eyes rolled in her head like an animal. Both Naomi and I were stunned - all we could do was stare.

“I...I don’t know!” Mom sounded like she was on the verge of panic. “I...I just want to fuck you! And fuck you and love you and worship you! And...and…”

For the first time since I’d gained my new powers, I felt completely helpless and confused. What the fuck? “Calm down,” I said, unsure of myself. “It was just a fucking question…”

It didn’t help. But just then, right when Mom was on the point of exploding, Naomi stepped forward.

“Shhh,” she whispered, pulling my stepmother into an embrace. I watched Jessica unravel in her arms, the denim overalls sliding down to her hips as huge, shuddering sobs wracked her body. “It’s okay, Jess. Everything is okay…”

Naomi caught my gaze over Mom’s shoulder and gave me a curt nod. I understand what’s going on here,
 the nod said. Give me a second.


“Come on,” she said, taking Mom by the hand and leading her a few steps away. “Olivia, would you…?”

It was like a magic trick. A woman emerged from the corn. She must have been there the entire time, watching us, but it was like she just formed
 between the cornstalks, popping into existence like an apparition. It was more than a little spooky. But what really caught my attention is that besides the fact that she was a blonde, the woman could have been Naomi’s twin.

“Thank you. Lead her back to the main house, please,” Naomi said, giving the woman a pat on the shoulder as she melted back into the corn with Jessica in tow. “Appreciate it.”

Her errand done, Naomi turned back around and grinned up at me. Not for the first time, I noticed that she barely came up to my shoulder.

“You ready to go see Chloe?” she asked, as if the last two minutes hadn’t happened.

“I am,” I said. “And I have a couple of questions you can answer on the way there.”

“I’m sure you do.” Naomi glanced back over her shoulder, pursing her lips. “Let’s ride the tractor back. We might as well put it back in the barn.”

I agreed. I climbed into the seat then picked Naomi up and set her into my lap. With a kick and a pull of the throttle, the tractor was off down the lane at the exciting speed of five miles per hour. And, I couldn’t help but notice, the roar of the engine made sure that whatever Naomi and I discussed would remain private.

“My staff started to notice it as soon as your, um, harem
 arrived at the facility,” Naomi said, her head against my shoulder. The way she was sitting put her ass right against my cock, and I was already starting to stiffen up against the firm flesh of her gorgeous rear.

“Notice what, exactly?” I grunted, my hands sliding down to her hips. Naomi took the hint and put her hands on the steering wheel, effectively allowing me to feel her up as much as I wanted while we drove.

“These...spells

.” Naomi frowned.

“They’re like panic attacks.” I said. “They’re kind of freaky.”

“We’re still not exactly sure what causes them, but we’ve noticed a few common traits just through trial-and-error. First: they tend to happen whenever one of the ALFs has gone a long period of time without being milked. Secondly-”

“Hold up,” I said, trying not to laugh. “Alf?”


“It stands for ‘Altered Lactating Female’,” Naomi said, looking confused. “It’s the technical term the lab techs use to describe a subject who’s been given enough of the milk that she begins producing it herself.”

“Your lab techs are fucking with you.” Now I really did laugh. “I’m guessing you never had a TV back in the 80’s, did you?”

Naomi’s face was pure bafflement. “I don’t understand. Did we do something wrong, Sir?”

“Nothing,” I said, shaking my head. “Never mind. It’s just...fucking Alf
!? Why’d you make me think of that? Anyway, please continue.”

Naomi nodded. “So we thought it was some sort of milking disease. 
Not a big surprise; cows and other milk-producing animals tend to get a little squirrely if their udders become over-swollen for a long time. So even before we had the machinery in place to start storing and processing the raw milk, we put the AL...
the girls
 on a rotation.”

“The ones that have had the milk,” I said, just to clarify it to myself. “Not the ones like you, who are still walking around with their smarts. The hucows
.”

“Right,” Naomi said. “We thought we’d solved the problem. Then they started having the spells again.”

“Shit.” I thought I’d understood. “So if it’s not the milk, what the fuck is it?”

 


A secretive little smirk spread across Naomi’s face. “Actually, it’s a combination of factors,” she explained. “As best as we can figure. In order to avoid the spells - which, I don’t need to tell you, get more and more severe as time passes - the girls need to be milked regularly. And, in addition to that, they need...access.”

“Access?
”

“I’d be happy to explain it, Sir,” Naomi said, writhing against my cock. “But I think it would be much easier to simply show you. We’ve already hooked Chloe up with all the necessary equipment. She’s 
more than happy to help us in our research - she’s even become something of a mascot for my staff. She loves being our good test girl.”

“Yeah, she does love being a good girl.” With a grunt, I slid one of my hands between Naomi’s thighs. The other reached up and cupped her breast through her thin sundress. “Do you like being my good girl, too, Naomi?”

“Unf! Yes, Sir!” Naomi squirmed until my cock was firmly pressed between her ass cheeks, then rocked up and down on it while squeezing. “Only…”

“Only what?
” I was shocked at the anger in my own tone. I wasn’t used to being questioned - not anymore. It felt so foreign that my hand tightened on Naomi’s breast, almost on the brink of lashing out.

Naomi felt it, too. “Only Chloe is really
 eager to see you,” she said in a rush, her voice tinged with submission. “I mean, she’s chomping at the bit! You wouldn’t want her to have one of those spells like your stepmom, right?”

I mastered my anger with genuine effort, pushing the rage back down. “Oh. Sure, you’re right. Let’s go.”


As soon as I see her,
 I thought, cock raging in my pants, I’m going to 
tear that slut apart. I hope there’s still enough left for Naomi to use after I get finished banging her brains out…


We steered the tractor into its garage. The smell of cleaning chemicals followed us down a long flight of stairs. The folksy, down-home decor of the farm gave way to a laboratory environment as we descended beneath ground level.

“There’s been a lot of trial and error in the milking procedures, as well,” Naomi said, nodding at a guard as we passed a security checkpoint. “We had to make sure that all of the girls were completely comfortable for the entire process. Chloe was such a trooper in helping us get all the kinks worked out.”

“They always seemed pretty comfortable to me,” I said, looking around. The contrast between the bright sunshine and this narrow subterranean passage had me a little bit on edge.

Naomi laughed. “Oh, they’ll do anything for you.
 It’s getting them to cooperate with me that’s the problem. Right this way.” She punched a code into a nearby keypad and turned the lock in a door in the right-hand wall.

It must have been soundproof, because as soon as it was open a crack, I heard the moans.

“Oh YEAH!
 Fuck yes! Milk me, Daddy, 
milk meeee! MOOO!”


My jaw hit the floor. Naomi just chuckled and let me inside, closing the door behind us. The smell of milk hit my nostrils, so rich and creamy that it was almost overpowering.

“That
 would be...Amber, I think,” she said, something wicked gleaming in her eyes. “They all sound so much alike when they’re being milked…”

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. The room was about the size and shape of the barn I’d seen on Naomi’s farm, but it besides that it couldn’t have been more different. It was divided into several...well, pens
 sounded so dehumanizing but was the only word that fit my brain. Each pen contained a complicated looking harness complete with a crane-like device, a high-definition TV set with a high-end speaker system attached, and a milking machine. I’d seen the milkers earlier as a 3D blueprint in Naomi’s boardroom, but the real thing was quite a different story. It was an impressive beast, covered in suction-y tentacles and full of glass bottles.

The bottles were empty. Each carried Naomi’s corporate logo on the side.

“Chloe’s getting ready for her turn,” Naomi purred, her voice husky with arousal at the sight and smells of milking. “I think she’s 
watching Amber now…”

We turned the corner, and there she was. Even having been prepped for the sight, having heard what must have been happening down here, I couldn’t control my reaction. It was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen.

Amber was suspended in the center of the cell, held aloft by the harness. Her gorgeous body was completely nude - it was kept warm enough down here that her and the other girls would never
 need clothing again. She was hooked up to the milking machine, and it looked like it was just about reaching the end of its cycle - the cups on her teats squeezed mercilessly, draining every drop of sweet milk from her overstuffed tits down a narrow tube into the machine.


That
 part I was ready for. It was the rest of it that nearly made me shoot all over the concrete floor.

The harness rocked Amber’s body back and forth, and I could see something moving between her thighs. My cock jerked in my pants as I realized what was happening - she was being fucked
. A massive dildo pumped inside of her with pneumatic force, timed to thrust deep inside of her every time the clamps squeezed. The puddle beneath her I’d thought was excess milk was her juices, from where she’d cum her brains out over and over again as the machine did its work.

“Unnnngh Daddy yesss!”
 
The sounds coming out of Amber’s mouth were more animal than woman. A thick trail of drool ran down her chin, swinging back and forth along with her body. Her eyes looked glazed, glassy - a moment later I understood why. She was bathed in constantly-changing colors, and they were coming from the TV. Her entire attention was fixed on it like a laser, even as she was milked and fucked past the point of sanity.

Next to me, Naomi slid her hand down my pants and stroked my cock.

“It’s a special subliminal programming,” she whispered, her tongue teasing my ear. “A lot of it’s just stuff we sourced off of porn sites - hypnotic spirals and ‘YOU ARE DADDY’S SLUT’ type of training messages. But there’s a secret ingredient…”

As I looked, I suddenly saw what it was. Up on the screen, intercut with the more generic SUBMIT
 and YOU LOVE TO BE MILKED
 was something far, far more personal. Pictures of them with me
. Short clips, even - stuff I had no idea how Naomi got her hands on. Me fucking them, forcing them to their knees and shoving myself down their throats - and always, always
, me milking them. Drinking it, making them
 drink it, making them spray it all over each other as I fucked and used their perfect, sexy bodies.

“Holy fuck
 that’s hot,” I grunted. Naomi knew I wasn’t talking about 
her fingers, but the screen.

“I know.” She giggled, gave my balls a squeeze, and continued. “Honestly, it even makes me
 a little bit woozy to watch it. In conjunction with the pleasure they get from being milked and the timed fucking, it’s total sensory overload. Their dumb little cow brains can’t handle it.” She grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between her thighs, showing me exactly how wet she was. “They hardly even remember it! It’s just bliss, just pure fucking submission to them! And the only thing they remember - the only thing they fucking see
 - is YOU…”

It was so fucked up. It was monstrous. With a grunt, I sprayed all over Naomi’s fingers, coating the insides of my boxers with cum.

“Mmmh, someone likes
 that,” Naomi groaned, grinding her hips against me as I rode out my orgasm. “That’s right, Sir - all these women. All these dumb little cows. All they think about is you. Just look…”

She nodded at a corner of the pen - and that’s when I saw her. Chloe, on her knees, frigging her cunt as she watched her friend Amber get milked. With a start, I realized that more than a little bit of moaning in the room had been coming from her the whole time.

I saw her, and it was like the entire world contracted. I watched 
Chloe go from the other end of a long, dark tunnel, and there was nothing in the world but my hard cock and her curvy body. The fact that I’d just filled Mom and Naomi’s throats didn’t mean a damn thing, the fact that I’d just
 shot my load all over one of my girls’ fingers didn’t mean a thing. Suddenly it felt like I hadn’t gotten laid in months.

Chloe’s head turned just in time to see me as I lifted her off her feet and shoved her against the glass front of the pen. She was little more than a ragdoll in my arms, completely in thrall to my strength. Whimpers of submission left her pouty, perfect lips as she realized who held her - as she gave in completely to her Master’s will.

But it wasn’t her lips I was interested in. There was a more primal beat echoing in my head, the same words over and over:

Fuck. Penetrate. Breed.

Holding her aloft, I slid one hand down to her thick round ass and grabbed a handful of it. She squealed quite prettily, but completely came apart a moment later when I rammed my thick cock deep inside of her swollen, dripping slit. All the work she’d done with her fingers had gotten herself ready for me. Her inner channel was warm as honey and so tight I nearly lost my load right then and there.

“Oh my gawd Daddy yessss
,” Chloe panted, putting her cheek against 
the glass. “I love you so much! I love loving you so fucking much Daddy, please fuck my tight little kitty…”

I pummelled her body mercilessly, thrusting harder and harder. The glass shook as I pounded Chloe’s cunt, shaking dangerously as I sandwiched her between my hard abs and the unyielding wall. The pressure made her leak, her tits spraying twin streams of milk across the polished surface like a window washer. Seized by the sudden inspiration, I grabbed her by the hips and slid her up and down the glass, growling with pleasure as her massive tits spread the milk around while spraying more.

“Look at her,” I commanded, grabbing a handful of Chloe’s hair. Her neck bent until she was staring right at Amber through the glass. The former lifeguard was more animal than woman now - mooing and drooling as the pneumatic cock pulsed inside of her and the milking machine finished its work.

“She looks so fucking good,” Chloe whimpered. The walls of her cunt clenched around me, juice dripping down my shaft as it pumped inside of her over and over again. “I can’t wait to be hooked up like that, Daddy! I want to be a good little cow for you and give you all the milk you want!”

“I’m going to give it to other girls,” I growled, punctuating it with a thrust so hard Naomi shot a worried look at the glass. “Every girl 
who tastes you is going to end up my fucking brainwashed slave, Chloe. Does that turn you on?”

She shuddered and came again, a big dumb smile spreading across her face. “It makes me so wet,” she panted, sweat breaking out on her forehead. “Every girl should serve you, Daddy. They all exist to make you happy - that’s the only thing they’re good for! Well, that and getting knocked up with your babies…”

“I’m gonna cum,” I roared, grabbing her hips with both hands. I slammed her against the glass, so hard that any other woman would have called off what we were doing right then and there. But Chloe liked the pain - she loved the bruises. They were badges of honor to her, and she’d wear them proudly and point them out to the other girls.


She’ll tell them ‘look how Master lost control with me’,
 I thought, hitting the point of no return. She’ll say she’s so fucking hot, I couldn’t help but break her a bit from how hard I wanted to use her…


That thought sent me over the edge. One hard thrust buried me hilt-deep inside of Chloe, her walls wrapped around me as tight as a glove. The dam burst inside of me, pleasure coursing through my body as I shot again and again inside of her quivering, waiting pussy. Seed flooded her womb, pouring into her until it ran down her thighs 
in thick, dripping streams.

Even then I didn’t stop. Every thrust inside of her felt sweeter than the one before, and as aftershocks rocked me, a second sharp spike of pleasure made the room swim around me. This time my load went pretty much all over the floor, pouring out of Chloe like an already-full coffee cup getting a refill. By the time I pulled out of her, gasping and grunting with satisfaction, everything beneath her was a sloppy fucking mess.

“Thank you,” Chloe whimpered, sinking to her knees. She gave a start as she noticed what she was kneeling in. “Oh my gawd
, you came so much, Daddy!”

I could see from the look in her eyes what she wanted to ask. I wasn’t even going to give her the chance.

“Clean it up,” I grunted, nodding at the puddle between her knees.

She went down instantly, ass sticking up in the air as she pressed her face to the concrete. “Oh, thank you sooooo much
, Daddy, “ she panted, her tongue lapping at the thick streaks on the floor. “Fuck I love you so much…”

I did, too. But now that my head was clear, a thought flickered in the back of my head.

“What happens to them when they get pregnant?” I asked, turning to Naomi. She looked like she wanted to join Chloe in animal ecstasy on the floor and was just barely holding herself back. “Hey, I’m talking to you.”

She snapped out of it with a start. “We have protocols,” she said quickly. Too
 quickly. She’d obviously thought about it, and had decided not to tell me. Why?

Moreover, this whole thing felt kind of...wrong. Don’t get me twisted, it had been totally fucking hot when I came down here. The idea of owning an entire stable of sexy cowbabes constantly getting milked for me really got me going. But Chloe? She’d been with me before this, even if we’d never graduated past sloppy handjobs in the backseat of her Mom’s car. She deserved better than this…

I was just about to voice my concerns to Naomi when something distracted me. A girl stepped out from behind her, giving the older woman a curt nod and immediately fixing her gaze on me. It was the same girl from earlier, the one who’d led my stepmother away when she was having her attack. The one who looked exactly like Naomi.

This close together, the differences between them were both smoothed over and heightened. I could clearly tell that they weren’t the same person, but they could easily have passed for sisters. Maybe even twins who had a thing about dressing a bit differently.

“Are you getting into cloning now, too?” I asked, staring the girl up and down. Actually, she was a little bit hotter than Naomi now that I’d gotten a good look at her. The two of us could have a lot of fun…

“Clone? Ah.” Naomi glanced over at the woman and smiled. “Not yet, in any case. Sir, I’d like you to meet someone. This is my daughter, Olivia. She’s been very
 eager to meet you.”

Olivia grinned, and in a flash I saw all the plans these two girls had for me.


Oh fuck,
 I thought. We really are gonna have some fun, aren’t we…



Part Seven: The Brat

I never gave much thought to the idea of getting married. What can I say? I’m young. If I thought about it at all, it was in the vague sense of something that might happen to Chloe and I someday, if I was lucky. Unless I accidentally knocked her up in the backseat of my car, I didn’t see holy matrimony being a state I was going to enter any time soon, if at all.

That was before the milk. Before I built a harem, before I convinced a billionaire heiress to fund my company and help me change the world forever. So when Naomi suggested I take the oldest approach in the book to solidify my legacy and take control of her massive portfolio of assets, I gave it some serious thought. It was tempting, I couldn’t lie: and it wasn’t like I had to be terribly faithful
 to my new wife. She’d have to ‘honor and obey’ me, and I could just keep bringing more and more girls under my hypnotic, milk-obsessed power.

Still, I felt hesitant about the whole thing. It wasn’t until she offered her stepdaughter Olivia to me as a wedding present that I finally bit the bullet and said yes.

“I’m so fucking excited,” Naomi whispered, giggling like a schoolgirl as she stood next to me. “I can’t wait to be your hot little wifey, 
Sir…”

The two of us stood on the deck of Naomi’s luxury mega-yacht, floating just far enough off the coast to be in international waters. It was a gorgeous, sunny day, with nothing but undisturbed ocean in every direction as far as the eye could see. Waves lapped at the sides of the boat, the smell of salt spray filling the air.

“You know, I’ve never actually been this far out in the ocean before,” I confessed, giving her ass a squeeze.

Naomi looked shocked. “No?”

“Well, you know,” I said, covering. “Fishing trips. Stuff like that but. But never like this.”

The corner of her mouth curled up in a naughty smile. “We should tour the Ionian sea for our honeymoon,” she whispered, leaning into my fingers. “It’s so
 romantic this time of year. And you could have a girl in every port if you wanted…”

I cupped her chin possessively and looked into her eyes. “Oh, I will. But right now I’m more interested in you. And that hot little piece you’ve got waiting downstairs.”

That hot little piece
 was Naomi’s stepdaughter, Olivia. Before 
meeting me, any man who dared to use a term like that to describe her precious little co-ed would have gotten his balls fed to him in response. Now, with my potent, addictive milk flowing through her veins, nothing made her wetter than the thought of me deflowering her special princess.

It also didn’t hurt that the milk had rolled Naomi’s biological clock back so far that the two of them could have been sisters.

“I can’t wait,” Naomi whimpered, squeezing her thighs together. “You know, I swore I would never get married again after Torvald died.”

“That was your old husband, right?” He’d been nearly fifty years Naomi’s senior when the two of them wed. “That was some shrewd moves, taking that old geezer for every penny he was worth. Catapulted you right into the elite.”

“It wasn’t like that,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s ironic. I married Torvald for love - yes, it’s true, don’t look at me like that - and after he died, I resented the idea that I’d done it for money. That I’d willingly become his...his property
…”

My hand slid between her thighs. “Whereas now…”

“Whereas now
,” she sighed with a throaty moan as I touched her, “I can’t fucking wait
 
to become your property. I love the idea of giving you everything
 - the company, the money, even my fucking body! I’ve been walking around dripping all day ever since you said yes…”

“You’re walking around dripping all the time anyway,” I grunted, running a thumb over her clit. “You think you’re so different from my other girls, but I know what you are deep down. The second you think about this big cock inside you, it’s like all the smarts fall right out of the back of your head.”

“Mmmh, you’re so right,” she panted, riding my fingers. “That’s why I’m so glad you’re taking over. Could you imagine a stupid little bitch like me trying to run all this?”

I could. She’d done it not too long ago. Now it was all mine - all of it.

“Ah, here she is now,” I said, nodding at the stairs leading to the lower level. “The sooner we get this done, the sooner we can consummate our new relationship. I’m looking forward to replacing these fingers with my cock.”

“Oh fuck
,” Naomi whimpered. I’m sure she never expected her marriage to look like this, but she was clearly having the time of her life. I kept my fingers inside of her as the officiant made their way onto the deck, freely exploring her inner walls, reminding her that I owned her. That she was mine now, my ‘hot little wifey’ as she so 
eloquently put it.

The service was so quick that it was over before I knew it. I don’t think I stopped fingering Naomi the entire time - and she came all over my hand when she finally said I do
. The whole thing was a blur; it certainly didn’t feel
 like I’d made a life-altering decision. Even as Naomi and I helped the short, brainwashed woman onto her dinghy and watched as she made her way back to shore.


Probably because nothing’s changed,
 I thought, watching the tiny boat disappear over the horizon. I was in charge before, and I’m in charge now. It’s just that everything’s official now. We’re just putting into law the arrangement we already had…


The dinghy shrank to the size of a speck and disappeared from view. With it gone, Naomi and I were alone on the boat - other than the present waiting for me downstairs in the master bedroom.

“Congratulations,” I said, giving Naomi’s breast a squeeze through the thin fabric of her wedding dress. “You’ve officially lost all your rights and privileges.”

She turned to me, put her chin against my chest and straddled my leg. “Good fucking riddance,” she purred, grinding herself shamelessly against me. “I never wanted them anyway.”

With a growl, I lifted her off her feet and kissed her. She melted against me, moaning low in her throat as I hiked her dress up over her hips. Of course she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath it - I’d already told her that she’d never wear panties again. She was more than happy to make herself available for me whenever I desired.

Her ass fit perfectly on the guardrail. I parked it there and buried my face in her cleavage, the flimsy straps of her dress sliding down her arms. She spread her legs wide and wrapped them around me, beckoning me even closer.

“You are so fucking good,” I said, allowing myself to show genuine emotion for the first time in what felt like forever. “You’re so perfect for me, Naomi. No other woman could run my harem the way you’re going to.”

“That’s all I want,” she purred, helping me tear the remnants of her dress off and toss it into the ocean. “Well, that and your big fucking cock inside of me all the time. But I don’t think I’m going to have to worry about that one, am I?”

I shook my head.

“We should go downstairs,” Naomi said after a moment. “My daughter’s waiting for us-”

“Let her wait,” I grunted, reaching down and unbuttoning my fly. “She’ll get her turn. You’re my wife now, Naomi. And I’m going to fuck my wife.”

Her eyes met mine. Her cheeks flushed with heat, matching the deeper warmth between her legs.

“Yes, husband,” she whimpered, spreading herself wider for me. “Your wife’s pussy is ready for you. Whenever and wherever you want it, forever…”

I slid into her, and it was like the fucking world was on fire. Naomi’s walls fit around me perfectly, welcoming me deep inside of her. Welcoming me home.


Her eyes rolled back and her jaw dropped open as I rocked her body with slow, deep thrusts. Every one of them threatened to send her right over the side of the boat, but she knew she was safe inside of my strength. She tossed her head back and howled, her moans carrying over the water as I fucked my wife’s brains out for the very first time.

“Yes, Master, harder! Deeper! My pussy is yours now - it belongs to you forever! I love you, I love you so fucking much…
”

Her words broke off into a cry of passion as she came, her inner walls clenching madly around my cock. A flood of juice dribbled down her 
thighs, coating my thick shaft as it pumped inside of her. As she rode out her pleasure she grabbed my free hand and shoved the middle finger down her throat, like she was showing me exactly what she’d do for me whenever I wanted.

“So good…” she panted, coming down from her peak. “Tell me I’m a good wife, Master. A hot, sexy little housewife. Tell me all the things you want to do with me…”

I knew exactly what she meant - they were the things I’d been thinking about, too.

“I want you waiting for me every day,” I said thickly, wrapping a hand around her throat. Usually this gesture was brutal, savage - but the way Naomi looked up at me trustingly and leaned into my fingers made it feel almost protective. I held her there as I fucked her hard, her brilliant green eyes staring up at me with perfect love and devotion.

“I will be,” she panted. “Whatever you want, I’ll do it. I’ll be
 it.”

“You want to be my housewife,” I grunted, “then you’ll be my housewife. I want you waiting for me at the door with a drink, dressed in one of those frilly, checkered things the old-school wives used to wear for their husbands.”

“Like a 50’s pin-up girl,” she said, clearly getting off on the thought. “Oh, absolutely
, husband.”

“And underneath of it,” I said, sliding my hand underneath her ass, “fishnet stockings and garters like a Victoria’s Secret model. Only no panties - you don’t wear those anymore. Ever
.”

“No panties,” she agreed, rolling the words over her tongue. “What should I do for you when I come home? Get on my knees?”

She sounded excited at the prospect, but I shook my head. That wasn’t the fantasy I was having.

“You lead me to the couch,” I said, driving hilt-deep inside of her an inch at a time. “And there waiting for us both is your daughter. Curled up like a fucking cat.”

Something flashed in her eyes at the mention of Olivia. For a moment I thought it was anger, then I felt her cunt clench around my cock, hard
, and realized she just hit a whole new level of turned on. “What does my daughter do for you, Sir?”

I was still thinking about what she’d be wearing. The word cat
 had set off connections in my brain, and it made me bold in a way I normally wouldn’t have been.

“She’ll be our pet

,” I grunted, gripping her ass hard. “Why not? I turned all these women into cows, I could turn your daughter into a cat. With a skintight leather catsuit to match!”

“Like Anne Hathaway in that movie,” she panted, almost at another peak. “That outfit was so fucking hot…!”

“You make sure I’m nice and comfortable,” I said, losing myself completely in the fantasy.

“While she
 takes care of my cock. Then after a while, the three of us end up in the bedroom. Only you don’t get to play - you just have to watch.”

“That’s so mean!” She pouted like a little brat, pursing her lips. “Only I guess that would
 show me my place, Sir.”

That familiar tingle worked its way up my shaft. My balls pulsed with every thrust, slapping against her thighs.

“After I’m done with her,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure, “when I’m finally done fucking every single one of your daughter’s sweet little holes - then
 you get fucked. Fucked so hard you’ll be walking crooked while you serve me dinner. And then both of you good girls get your treat - a nice, tall glass of milk. Special
 milk.”

“That sounds so perfect,” she panted, fucking me back so hard I 
couldn’t stand it. “Come in me, Master! Fill your wife’s pussy up with your cum, fucking mark
 me forever as your property…!”

No one could resist a request like that.

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came, pumping rope after rope of thick come directly into my new wife’s womb. A moment later Naomi let go and screamed, her inner walls clenching around me as I painted them with my seed. She pulled me in, gripping my shaft like her pussy was trying to jerk me off, desperately taking every drop of me into the deepest, most fertile part of her.

When it was finally over, I looked down into the face of my smiling, spent wife.

“I’m pregnant,” she whispered, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively.

I tossed back my head and laughed. A moment later, she joined me. It felt so good - the waves, the sun, the utterly devoted and willing woman beneath me. I had a suspicion that married life was going to treat me well.

And the best was yet to come.

I let myself stay inside of her a few moments to make damn sure my load stayed right where it belonged. Then I pulled out of her gently, 
setting her feet back down on the deck.

“That was...something else,” I said, admiring the sheen of sweat on her gorgeous body.

“I know,” she whispered, serious now. “I felt it too.”

Before I could say another word, she kissed me hard. “I can’t wait to watch you fuck her,” Naomi growled.

I didn’t have to ask her who she meant. Olivia was waiting for us down below, and if she’d heard how hard her dear Mommy was getting fucked by her new husband, she was definitely wet and ready for me by now.

I couldn’t wait.

“Come on,” I grunted, giving Naomi’s ass a spank. “Let’s go check out the bed.”

As we made our way down, I was struck anew by just how much luxury Naomi had at her disposal. Everything about this yacht was top of the line - it was nicer than any house I’d ever lived in. The main salon was a clean, immaculate white, matching the solemnity of the occasion. Clear, sharp angles dominated, glass and chrome and marble and imported Italian leather. You could have thrown a 
dinner party with two dozen people just in the main interior with room to spare. If it weren’t for the slight rocking of the waves, I would’ve believed we were walking through a Manhattan penthouse.

“It’s insane that people live like this,” I said, shaking my head. “How do you experience this kind of prosperity and keep any sense of proportion?”

Naomi giggled, her naked breasts pressing against my back. “You don’t,” she teased. “Why would you? You’re a God
 now, Master - you deserve every bit of this. You should have every single inch of what I have to offer you.”

We descended the stairs. The sunlight glinted off the backsplash on the wall, an intricate weaving of emerald and ruby tiles that must have cost a fucking fortune all by itself. The deep bass thrum of some slow, trippy instrumental track grew clearer as we reached the cabins.

“It’s the one at the end,” Naomi said. “The big one.” I could feel the excitement brimming within her. She was a live wire, overcharged and ready to go - yet underneath the surface, I could detect a hint of nervousness.

“What’s wrong?” I grunted, sliding a hand possessively over her ass.

It was quite a sight to see such a powerful woman flushed and struggling to put together words. “Maybe you want me to wait in one of these other cabins. The smaller ones. So I have to just put my ear to the wall and listen to what you’re doing…”

Huh? “No,” I said, my fingers tightening. “You’re coming with me from now on. And I wouldn’t want you to miss this.”

As we reached the door, Naomi sprang forward and grabbed it for me. She opened it like a servant, nodding towards the darkened interior. The bass was very loud now - I could feel it through the floor, amplified by every movement of the ship.

A moment later the lights came on, and there she was.

It wasn’t a skintight leather catsuit, but the lingerie Olivia had picked out for our first night together was something extraordinary. Although it did
 have panties, and I didn’t like anything coming between me and that tight, barely-legal pussy. They looked good on her, though, I couldn’t deny that.

“Hi, Daddy,” Olivia said, her voice in full on bratty teenager
 mode. “I’m so glad you married my Mommy. I can’t wait for us all to be one big, happy family…”


Fuck,
 I thought. She’s so hot.
 Unlike Naomi, there was no magic or 
scientific alteration here - Olivia was the real deal. Nineteen, gorgeous, and - according to Naomi, at least - completely fucking untouched. It turned out my wife had a bit of a cruel streak. She’d keyed Olivia’s trust fund to her virginity - banging any boys behind Mom’s back would void the entire thing and leave her penniless. It was the full-on wicked stepmother treatment, and I’d been shocked when I heard her confess it. It sounded like the kind of thing that only happened in the movies.

I thought it was a fucked up thing to do, but I couldn’t argue with the result. Naomi had literally ended up saving her daughter’s virginity for me
.

“It’s been a while since you’ve had a father figure around the house,” I said, stepping into the cabin.

“Or the boat,” she added with a smile.

I stepped forward and put my hand beneath her chin. She fixed her piercing blue eyes on me, looking into my face with a mixture of fear and admiration. God, she was fucking trembling. I couldn’t wait to fuck her.

“From now on, there’s going to be a much firmer hand around here,” I grunted. My own hand tightened around her throat, while the other slid down and gripped her inner thigh. “I’m the man of the house 
now, and you’re going to do everything I say. Got it?”

All her haughty manner was gone now. She nodded, her eyes widening.

“I want to hear you say it.”

 


“I’ll do everything you tell me,” she whispered, her cheeks reddening with need. I could feel her writhing against my hand, the heat building between her legs. “I’ll be your good girl from now on, Daddy.”

“Very good.” I let her go and turned to Naomi. “Sit right there.” I said, pointing to a chair.

Naomi did just as I asked, climbing up and sitting with her legs crossed on the edge of the seat. Her eyes were fixed on her stepdaughter, drinking in the entire scene. I wondered if there was any resistance behind those eyes. Was she really totally okay with me doing this right in front of her, or did part of her still consider it monstrous?

To my surprise, I realized I didn’t care. I wanted
 her to watch. And I wanted to be the first and only man to fuck Olivia’s tight little pussy.

“Turn around,” I commanded, pointing at the edge of the bed. “Face 
your Mom, then spread those pretty little legs for me.”

Olivia swallowed hard, hesitating. “You...you want to do it from behind?”

My hand slid back around her throat. I didn’t need to squeeze hard - just a gentle bit of pressure made Olivia moan as the temperature soared between her creamy thighs.

“You want me to be gentle with you?” I asked mockingly. “To take it easy on your tight little body? I know what you want. I know it better than you do yourself, Olivia. You’ve been waiting for this moment your entire life. You don’t want some man who’s going to be gentle
 and sweet
 with you. Who’s going to make love
 to you. You want to get fucked
.”

Slowly, she nodded. “Yes, Daddy. I want you to fuck
 me.”


She is perfect for me
, I thought with a smirk. Just like Naomi.


“Then do what I say,” I growled, relaxing my hand. “Get on all fours and spread that pretty little pussy for me, Princess.”

At the word Princess
, Olivia’s pussy boiled over. She let out a low, throaty moan and flipped around, splaying out on her stomach for a moment before rising onto her knees and elbows. She arched her 
back, sticking her big ass in the air.

“God damn, you’re a work of art,” I murmured, running my hand over that ass. “So fucking perfect.”

She shivered. There was a wet spot growing across her panties. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Tell me something. Your Mom claims that you’re a virgin. That I’m getting a completely untouched, mint-condition package for my wedding present.” My eyes flickered to Naomi for a moment. “Is she right?”

Olivia stared at her mother, her teeth clamped down on her bottom lip. For a long moment, no one spoke.

“I fooled around,” she finally admitted, the arch of her back deflating a bit. She couldn’t look at Naomi - she turned away as she spoke, staring only at me. “Once or twice. With Gabrielle. It was just a...a thing,
 you know? It just kind of happened. But no boys,” she hastened to add, her eyes turning pleading. “I’ve never been fucked
, Daddy. I’ve never let any other boy touch me - and I never will!”

“That’s alright, Princess,” I said soothingly, running my hand down her back. The relief in her face was so strong it was almost a tangible thing. “That’s fine. I’m not mad at all.”

“Really?” Her gaze flickered to her mother for an instant, searching for her reaction, then went back to me. “I’m not...damaged goods?
”

“Is that what she called it?” I gave a hearty chuckle. Over on the chair, Naomi twisted. “Don’t worry, Princess. Your Mommy’s not the same woman she used to be - she’s never going to be like that again. I like
 that you’ve had a little girl-on-girl experience.”

“You do?”

I nodded. “And I love
,” I growled, sliding her panties down her thighs, “that you’ve never had a man inside of you. This sweet little pussy is all mine. Forever
. Isn’t that right, Princess…?”

Olivia looked up and locked eyes with her stepmother. “Yes, Daddy. I’m yours
.”

I couldn’t stop myself. I had to taste her - had to feel that pretty little princess pussy. I buried my face between her thighs, groaning as her juices dribbled down my chin.

It was like I’d hit Olivia with a taser. She moaned and writhed, pressing her face down into the bed as spasms of pleasure rocked her flawless, nineteen-year-old body. I squeezed her ass with both hands, hard, spreading her to give myself even more leverage to go deeper inside of her. I teased her with my lips and tongue, swirling 
the latter around her clit until her pussy quivered with need.

She was ready for me now.

“Tell Naomi how you’re feeling,” I grunted, pulling back and resting the head of my cock in her folds. “Let her know exactly how much you like this. She made you wait your whole life to get fucked like this - she deserves to know just what a slut she created…”

I needn’t have worried. The scream of pleasure Olivia let out as I thrust hilt-deep inside of her made the ones Naomi gave me on the deck sound quiet in comparison. As my girth drove all the way to the base of her womb she unraveled, walls clenching around me as she came. Her head tilted so far back that she was looking at the ceiling as she moaned and writhed, riding out the exquisite sensations coursing through her.

I grabbed her hair and slid two fingers into her mouth. Doggystyle let me go deep; so I did - pummelling her body with hard, savage thrusts.

“Fuck, he’s fucking me so deep, Mommy!” Olivia’s voice was slightly distorted around my fingers as she sucked them greedily. “He’s so fucking big! Oh my gawd
 I can feel him all the way inside of me! He’s at the bottom of my pussy, Mommy, he’s filling me up…!”

I grinned over her shoulders. Naomi looked uncomfortable at the sight of her gorgeous daughter being violated in front of her - but at the same time, she looked like she was about an inch away from begging me to be allowed to finger her hot, wet cunt.

I was tempted to command her to do it - but forcing her to refrain was even better. The tension on her face made everything even hotter.

“Oh, shit!” Olivia’s jaw dropped as my hand came down on her ass, adding pleasure to the pain. “Fuck, he makes me feel like a piece of meat, Mommy! He’s using me so hard!”

That I was. I was pretty sure there weren’t many girls who had a first time as rough and primal as Olivia. She was going to have bruises when I was done with her - and I couldn’t wait to see it.

“Such a good girl,” I growled in her ear, squeezing her throat. “Such a naughty little princess. You take Daddy’s cock so fucking well…”

 


“I’m gonna cum
,” Oliva whimpered, staring at me over her shoulder. “Oh fuck, Daddy, I’m about to…!”

She trailed off, closing her eyes tight as another titanic wave of pleasure infiltrated her body. It made everything between her legs even hotter and tighter, until it took all my strength to bury myself 
hilt-deep inside of her. My strokes grew longer and slower, milking her perfect little pussy of every drop of pleasure as I prepared to work my own way up to the peak.

“You know,” I said, gripping her hair, “this isn’t just your first time, princess. This is completely
 raw. Unprotected. I could get you pregnant right now, right here on this bed. Is that what you want?”

“Ungh,
 yes Daddy!” Olivia really was shameless. “I want you to fucking knock me up right now! I want you to do it while Mommy watches!”


Two in one day,
 I thought, the edges of my vision beginning to blur. Fuck, these girls are going to make so many heirs for me. I’m going to breed them again and again…


Olivia felt me jerk and twitch inside of her, right at the edge. “Do it, Daddy,” she begged, pleading me with her eyes. “Cum in me. Please! I’ve earned it, haven’t I? Does my hot little kitty deserve every drop of your cum?”

“Yeah!” I roared, grabbing her hips hard enough to bruise. “Fuck yeah…!”

I had thought the connection Naomi and I had on the deck was the hottest thing ever. I’d been wrong. My hips lost their rhythm as I 
sailed over the edge, thrusting madly with primal force as I loosed my load inside of my new stepdaughter’s dripping womb. The head of my cock rang her g-spot like a bell as I erupted, burst after burst of thick seed filling her to the brim and then some. I kept on thrusting, completely losing control as I came apart inside of her perfect, tight walls. The pleasure felt like it lasted an eternity; like it would never end.

When I finally came back down I was laying on the bed, Olivia curled up next to me and purring like a kitten. I couldn’t see Naomi - but then, I realized with a start, I couldn’t see anything
. The room was dark. Who’d cut out the lights.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Olivia whimpered, shivering against me. Only she wasn’t
 shivering, I realized with a start. She was sobbing. And not in the good way-

Suddenly something soft and velvety was against my face. A sharp, spicy scent filled my nose, and the world began to dissolve.


What the fuck,
 I thought as I sank into unconsciousness. It’s my fucking wedding day…


xXx

When I came to, I felt like I’d eaten an entire roll of paper towels.

I coughed and sputtered as the world resolved around me, my throat dry as a bone. I was swaying in random directions, suspended, only it was more than the motion of the ocean making me rock back and forth. For a second I thought of Chloe and her harness, then I felt the coils around my arms and legs.

I was in a net. And I was hanging off the back of the boat.

“What the fuck is this?” I growled, struggling to break free. The ropes were tight but not terribly thick; if I squirmed in them for a couple of minutes, I could probably get loose.

Only I didn’t have a couple of minutes.

“Finally.” Naomi Holliday stood on the prow of the ship, grinning at me. “I thought I’d killed you, you big lummox.”

“Naomi?” Deep in my heart, I already knew what was happening, but I didn’t want to believe it. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“You know,” she said, watching me struggle, “you are so
 strong, Carter. But not very smart. And about as perceptive as a pet rock, to boot.”

I felt one of the ropes around my ankle give the slightest bit. It wasn’t much progress, but it was better than nothing. If I could only keep her talking…

“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. “I’ve given you everything, Naomi!”

“Yes,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “You have. You gave me back my youth; I look like a fucking underwear model and I could probably stop traffic with these eyelashes. And you gave me your hand in marriage. You know what the funny thing about marriage is, Carter? What I learned from my time with Torvald?”

I growled low in my throat.

“Marriage is a two-way street,” she giggled. “A union
. Yes, I gave you everything I owned, but you
 gave me the most important thing. Your fledgling company. And all the milk in the world.”

“Milk!?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“I really did marry Torvald for love, you know,” Naomi said with a wicked grin. “I loved him when I walked down the aisle. I loved him when I put strychnine in his coq au vin
. And I loved him when they put him in the ground.” She pulled a face. “I promised I would never marry for love again, Carter. Only for money. Only for power
.”

“I
 
have the power, you stupid bitch! I’m the fucking King!”

She shook her head. “You don’t make the milk, Carter. You’re just the schmuck who discovered it. Who exploited all those poor, innocent girls. Including my daughter! She might even have a baby in her belly, all thanks to you…”

It was no use. I wasn’t moving fast enough.

“Don’t worry,” she confided, leaning over the edge of the boat. “If she is or if she isn’t, either way the kid’s mine. No one ever suspects a pregnant woman of foul play - especially one who can cry like me. After all, I’m such a good actress that I fooled you, right?”

The crane began to move. It spooled outwards, several feet further into the ocean. I looked down into the salt spray and screamed.

“That’s why I let you fuck her,” she said coldly. Her face was totally blank, and for a moment I saw the sociopath behind the mask. Was she the bigger monster, or me? It was something to think about, maybe, but not when I was tied up and about to be dropped in the ocean. “Even if you didn’t get me
 pregnant, I could at least rely on you to knock up one of us. I need an heir for all of this to work, and you were more than happy to give it to me. Your last gift. How thoughtful.”

“This isn’t the end,” I snarled. “You won’t take my girls away from me. Not Chloe. Not my fucking Mother
…”

“It’s already done,” she snapped, turning away. “You’re miles from shore. Even you
 can’t swim that far. Good bye, Carter.”

She motioned at Olivia, who pushed a big red button on the console.

“For what it’s worth,” my wife said, turning away, “you really were an amazing fuck. Best of my life!”

The crane let go and I tumbled into the water, sinking like a stone...


Part Eight: The Beach


Gotta hand it to her,
 I thought as I sank beneath the waves. For all her faults, Naomi really does know how to plan an assassination.


I should have seen it coming. How stupid can you be? Getting married on a boat in the middle of the ocean, with no witnesses. Perfect fucking setup for an ‘accident’ to happen. And throwing her stepdaughter in the mix as a sexy little decoy? That was as perfect as it was shameless. I could have applauded her.

Only I couldn’t because of the ropes tied around my wrists. And even if I could, it’s not like she could hear it. Her yacht was already blazing a trail through the water, hightailing it out of here to flee the scene of the crime. Like I said, she thought of everything.

Except for just how fucking strong I am.

Bubbles flew from my mouth as I flexed my muscles, stretching the ropes in opposite directions as hard as I possibly could. For a moment panic filled me at the thought that they wouldn’t give - then there was a muted ripping sound as they broke. My legs were still stuck together, but I could kick in a generally upwards direction. With my hands free, it was easy enough to tear a hole in the side of the net and slip out.


Fucking bitch,
 
I thought as the surface came closer. My lungs were starting to burn, but they didn’t hurt nearly as bad as the betrayal. I’d thought I was getting the best of Naomi: her business empire, her luxurious lifestyle, her gorgeous body that I’d de-aged back into that of a nineteen year old with my miracle milk. Instead, she’d taken me for a ride. By marrying her, I’d effectively hitched my wagon to hers - which was a fine thing when I was around to hold the reins. But with me dead - or “dead,” as the case might be - everything reverted to her. The means of producing more of that incredible milk belonged to her.

Worst of all, my harem was under her control. A harem that contained not only my stepmother but the girl I’d had a crush on for as long as I could remember. My girlfriend, Chloe.

There was no fucking way I was going to let Naomi lay a finger on her. Those girls were mine
.

I broke the surface of the water with a gasp, sending a spray of salt water into the air. A wave nearly bowled me over and sent me right back under. The surf was choppy; I had to roll onto my back and float until my chest stopped hurting and the world went back to normal.

“You should have waited,” I said when I was able to speak. “You should have made sure I was dead, Naomi? You fucking hear me!?”


Of course she didn’t. She was long gone. And unless she’d been lying to me before she tossed me off the side of the boat, I was miles from the nearest shoreline. I could do miles, though - I was so mad that I felt like I could leap a tall building in a single bound. A few miles of swimming would be a perfect way to blow off steam.

Only I had no fucking clue which direction the shore was.

“Okay,” I grunted, staring up at the fading sun. “The sun rises in the...the east, and sets in the west. So that
 way is west!”

I formed the best mental picture I could of the island Naomi and I had set off from. Where on the coast had the port been? The eastern side, or the western side?

If I chose the right direction from the start, I’d probably be fine. Probably
. But even my stamina had limits…

“Fuck it,” I said after a moment. I steered my body towards the sun and started to kick. “If I don’t see shore after a while, I’ll just turn around, that’s all.”


Just pick a direction and stick with it,
 I told myself. You’re strong. You can swim all night if you have to…


xXx

As it turned out, I couldn’t swim all night.

For a while, I made extremely good time. And that was the problem. What I should have done was go slowly, let the waves push me forward as much as possible and conserve my energy. But I was so angry that I burned it. So while for a couple of hours I looked like an Olympic swimmer out there, scissoring through the water, it wasn’t long after sunset when I started to flag.

“Fuck,” I gasped, a sudden cramp seizing my leg. I tread water, kicking the other foot and using my hands to stay above the foaming waves. I straightened the limb out once, twice...finally the cramp eased.

“I’m not gonna make it,” I said, the exhaustion written in my voice. “Fucking Naomi…!”

No. I had to make it. If I didn’t, I could never get my revenge. I’d never free the women I cared about from that corporate monster. They’d end up trapped in their pens forever, milked and fucked over and over again while hypnotic images were beamed directly into their brains in surround sound. Helpless to stop their own bodies from cumming, completely powerless to stop their minds from turning into bimbo animal mush…

Well, okay, they’d probably enjoy
 that. But I’d be damned if I’d let Naomi
 
be the one to reap the fucking rewards.

“Hello!?” In a last-ditch effort, I tossed my arms into the air and yelled as loudly as I could. “Is there anybody out there? Come on, there’s got to be a coast guard boat or fucking something
!”

My voice echoed back to me across the waves. There was no sign anyone heard me.

All the energy drained from my body. Water rose over my chin, the taste of saltwater filling my mouth. It felt like my arms and legs were made out of wood - except if they were, I’d have floated. Instead I was sinking.


It’s no use,
 I thought, the waves hitting my hairline. I’m finished…


Something rose from the water.

For a moment, I thought I was saved. Then disappointment flared in my chest as I saw the motion for what it was: a seagull, diving for fish in the water.

“Wait,” I muttered. “A seagull?”

Seagulls stayed close to shore. Which meant…

Swallowing hard, I surged forward with all my might. I was running on fumes, but I knew there wasn’t far left to go. I could almost taste
 freedom. The sweet revenge I was going to get on Naomi was close at hand.

The coastline appeared over the horizon just as I ran out of energy completely. The sight of it filled my heart with joy - but it was already too late.

The last of my strength ran dry and I floated helplessly. Then sank like a stone.

xXx

“Oh my God, Morena, it’s a person!
”

“Jesus Christ, is he dead?”

“I have no idea. Look at him! He’s huge
…”

My eyes opened a crack to reveal nothing but darkness. Every inch of my body was sore, and there was sand in places where no sand should rightfully be. Was I dead?

“He’s moving!” Somewhere far off, someone sounded worried. The word Chloe
 sounded in the back of my brain, and I opened my eyes 
expecting to see my gorgeous girlfriend.

Instead I was staring up into the face of a brilliant redhead. One who looked like she’d just seen a ghost.

“Yikes!” The face moved backwards, revealing a dark, starry sky. Gradually, I started to remember where I was and what had happened. I wasn’t
 dead - somehow, I’d managed to wash up on that shoreline I’d seen just before passing out.


I’m a lucky man
, I tried to say. My lips moved soundlessly. Only an animal grunt came out.

“Get him some water,” the redhead said, which is how I realized there were more people around me than just her. “My canteen’s in the tent. Hurry!”

Whoever she was talking to booked it. Sand sprayed across my belly as they ran off, causing the redhead to frown down at me.

“Just hang on,” she whispered, leaning in close. “You’re okay now. You’re going to be okay…”

I blinked, and when I opened my eyes again it was clear that several minutes had passed. Someone pressed the cool, clean rim of a canteen against my lips. I opened wide, the primal part of my brain 
expecting milk, but it was only water.

Why did I want milk so badly?

“There you go,” the redhead said, tipping the canteen further back. “Jesus, we thought you were dead, guy. How’d you end up all the way out here, anyway?”

“We should take him back,” another voice chimed in. The speaker had a rich, rolling Brazilian accent and without thinking I raised my head to try and see the woman behind it. The world swam around me and I sank back to the sand with a groan.

“Drag him all the way to the tent?” The redhead shot a disbelieving look to her left. “No way. Look at him, Morena, he’s built like a linebacker. I don’t think we can lift him, not even both of us working together…”

“That,” I croaked, scaring both women, “won’t be necessary. I’m feeling better already.”

Relief flooded the redhead’s features. “Thank God. What’s your name? How did you get here?” She glanced over her shoulder up the beach. “Do you think you can walk?”

Experimentally, I tried kicking my left foot. It hurt like a bitch, but it 
moved. “Maybe in a few minutes. Can I get some more of this water?”

She gave a start. “Of course. Morena, could you…?”

A tanned hand appeared and took the canteen. “Sure.”

She disappeared, leaving me alone again with the redhead. When she stepped back, I got a better look at her. She was wearing a pair of cutoff daisy dukes that showed off a generous expanse of creamy thigh, along with a bikini top that looked tossed-on. Her hair was done up in a cute ponytail with chopsticks, and her model-perfect face was speckled with dark freckles that were even cuter. She was just beginning to tan, so she must not have been out here long.

“Thanks. I’m Stephanie, by the way. That’s Morena over there with my canteen - she’s getting you some more water right now. So you just relax. Were you camping here, too?”

“Camping?” My brows furrowed together. “No. I was on a boat.”

Stephanie’s mouth dropped open. “You fell overboard?”


How much do I tell this girl?
 “Something like that,” I admitted, spitting out a piece of seaweed. “There was an accident. I swam and swam - I don’t remember much after that.”

There. That ought to cover up any cracks in the story.

“I hope you don’t have a head injury,” Stephanie said, running a hand through my hair. Something inside of me began to stir, drawn out by the look in her eyes. Why was she looking at me that way?

Then I glanced down at my body and realized. Oh right. Six foot ten, covered in muscle, almost completely naked. They must have thought a Greek God washed up on the beach…


“You’re okay now,” she purred, her eyes flickering up and down my body. “We’re going to take care of you. You are so
 fucking lucky we’re here. Usually there’s nobody on this part of the island. I don’t even want to think what might have happened if we hadn’t been here…”

“I’m very glad you were,” I said. Her eyes glinted with pleasure. “You said nobody lives on this side of the island. What are the two of you doing here?”

“Us? Oh, it’s this stupid camping trip. It’s like a tradition - Morena and I have come out here for a weekend every year since we were teenagers. There’s this hot springs hidden up in the hills that like, nobody
 knows about, and we made a dumb teenage-girl pact to come and see it every year. Honestly, we’re both about to graduate college, so this is probably the last time we’ll ever do this. What a 
way to mark the occasion, huh?”

“Absolutely,” I grunted, testing the strength in my elbows. This time I was able to rise up part of the way. An ordinary person would have been out of commission for days - if not in a hospital bed after everything I’d been through. But instead, energy slowly radiated from my core, leaching into my aching limbs. I’d be back on my feet soon, I could feel it.

“Morena’s back.” Stephanie grabbed up the canteen, but this time I reached out and took it from her gingerly. I brought it to my own lips, drinking the whole thing dry in two gulps.

“That’s better,” I grunted, rising to a sitting position. “Now, if you don’t mind, I think I’d like you two girls to help me up…”

With one of them under each of my arms, it was easy enough to get back on my feet. Once my head stopped spinning, I took stock of my situation. My clothes were torn and basically rags, but that was alright. I was alive, I was standing on a sunny beach, and there were two gorgeous babes standing beside me.

I could improvise.

“Woah.” The dusky, dark-eyed brunette took a step back and looked me up and down, obviously impressed with what she saw. “I can’t 
believe you’re back on your feet so quickly. Stephanie told me you almost drowned…”

“It’ll take more than a little water to kill me,” I said, looking out over the waves. This close to shore they were a deep, emerald green, in contrast to the piercingly clear blue of the sea around Naomi’s yacht. I wondered how far away she’d already gotten; how much of a head start she’d managed on me. It didn’t matter. I’d catch up with her eventually.

Right now, I was turning my attention to these girls.

“We should call the police or something,” Stephanie said slowly. She traded glances with her friend, like the two of them were trying to decide if I was some kind of mirage. Underneath their concern I could sense a hint of arousal - hell, I could smell
 it on them like I was some kind of animal. Was this another power the milk gave me, or was I just finally more perceptive to the opposite sex with my new body?

“No,” I grunted, shaking my head. “No cops.”

Both women looked like they wanted to object, but didn’t dare correct a capital-M Man
 like me.

“Your boat must be looking for you,” Morena said weakly. “They’ve 
probably sent out a search party or some shit…”

“They haven’t,” I said firmly. “Now, you know what I could really use right now?”

Both girls shook their heads.

“A bath.”

A nervous little giggle exploded from Stephanie’s lips. “I mean, the ocean is right there…”

“We don’t exactly have a bathtub,” Morena added.

I shook my head. “Stephanie tells me there’s a hot spring up in the hills. A special one, that only the two of you know about. I want you to take me there.”

 


Morena’s gorgeous face contorted in irritation. “You told
 him, Steph?”

Stephanie’s face fell. “Sorry! I was just babbling. I mean, we thought this guy was dead
! I was so freaked out I was saying anything-”

“That is our special
 place,” Morena said, rolling every word over her tongue like a lash. “We swore. We made a pact
 to never reveal that 
shit. You know the rich assholes who own this place would turn it into a fucking luxury spa tomorrow if they knew it was there…”

“As a matter of fact, I’m very acquainted with one of those rich assholes,” I said, cutting her off. “I know just how right you are. Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me.”

Morena’s shoulders relaxed a bit. “Yeah? Yeah. Shit, I mean, you owe us.”

“Just take me there,” I said, using my most commanding tone. It was funny how both women practically snapped to attention without thinking. “Let me get washed off, get back on my feet. Then we can call the Coast Guard or whoever, and the two of you can finish your camping trip. With my gratitude.”

I sized up both of their reactions. Stephanie looked like she wanted to say yes more than anything, while Morena was more wary. I wished I had some milk to give the two of them - they’d have both looked so fucking good as bimbos.

“I don’t know,” Morena began.

“And,” I said, before she could finish, “the gratitude of some of those rich assholes. I mean, both of you have student loans, right? You’re about to graduate.”

“Let’s just go,” Stephanie said eagerly. “Come on, Morena, you wouldn’t want to wash off under the circumstances? It’s where we were going anyway.”

For a moment, I was sure Morena had seen through me. Then she nodded once, curtly.

“Sure. Can you walk on your own, guy? What is
 your name, anyway?”

 


“It’s Carter,” I said. “And I’m fine. Lead the way.”

She did. If she remembered that I had come about an inch away from drowning only a short time ago, it didn’t show in the pace she set. We made our way up the beach and down a well-worn trail into the jungle, turning this way and that but always heading upward. After a while, sweat stood out on my body as I followed the two girls into the hills. It felt good to be active - everything
 felt good after coming so close to the other side.

And as we walked, I couldn’t help but stare. Stephanie had the nicer pair of tits, and redheads always did something special to me, but Morena’s ass was a fucking wonder to behold. It didn’t hurt that unlike her friend she’d stripped all the way down to a string bikini - a tawny buckthorn one that set off the rich browns of her skin tone. Her dark hair hung down almost all the way down to her ass, cascading down her back in rich ringlets most women could only 
achieve with an expensive salon treatment. She had the kind of looks that could snap heads and stop traffic - I had no doubt that she had her pick of men back on campus.


Or did she
? I couldn’t help but notice that her hand kept straying close to Stephanie’s as we climbed - almost like the two were used to walking hand-in-hand. It made me wonder what other kinds of special pacts
 these two girls had made. And what they’d promised never to reveal.

“It must be lonely out here, just the two of you,” I said, testing the waters. I didn’t sound the slightest bit tired as I spoke, which pleased me.

“We manage,” Morena said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “You’ve never gone camping?”

“Not since I was a kid,” I said, meeting her smirk with my own. “Definitely never with girls like you.”

Morena’s eyes widened a fraction, then she turned back to the trail. Her pace quickened, and Stephanie suddenly had to double-time just to keep up. I followed behind with a smirk, feeling pleased with myself.

Finally there was a gap in the trees. As I approached, a heady floral 
scent hit me like an invisible wall. “Wow,” I said, enchanted. “That’s nice…”

I stepped through, and what I saw sent my jaw straight to the floor.

A massive granite outcropping stretched beneath our feet, forming a natural valley right in the middle of the jungle. Cracks ran through one end of it, steam billowing through them like subway grates, until eventually one crack widened to the size of a small swimming pool. It was filled with steaming, fragrant water. It looked like a tiny slice of heaven, hidden in the wilderness where no one would ever see it.

“No wonder no one ever found this place,” I said, amazed. “There must be a massive rock formation beneath the surface of this mountain, like a pillar of stone. And it only breaks the topsoil at this one tiny point.”

“It’s a wonder,” Stephanie agreed with a smile. “God, I can’t wait to hop in…”

“How’d you find this place anyway?” I asked, casting a sceptical glance at Morena.

She stared back at me with a challenge. “Exploring,” she said with a frown.

“Exploring.” I said with a smirk. “Right.”

But that didn’t matter - right now, I wanted to feel that hot water massage all of my aches away.

Stephanie unzipped her cutoff jean shorts, tugging them down her tanned thighs. Underneath she had on a pair of lacy black panties that just barely covered the roundness of her ass. She tossed th denim into a bush and put her hands on her hips, grinning at the water.

“Those are going to get soaked,” I said with a nod.

“Who cares?” Stephanie said. “Here I go-!”

She grabbed her nose and cannonballed into the water. A wave of it rolled over the lip of the spring and hit my leg, bathing it in wonderful warmth.

“Not the kind of thing a girl usually wears camping,” I said to Morena while Stephanie was under. “Unless she’s trying to talk someone she’s with into snuggling up in one sleeping bag…”

Morena shot daggers at me with her eyes - then jumped in after her friend.

With a shrug, I did too.


Holy shit!
 Warm, frothing water covered me to the shoulders. It felt amazing - so rich and clean. I could have sworn it was vibrating
 along the surface of my muscles, working the aches and pains out of them like a skilled physical therapist. I spit out a mouthful of it and laughed, grinning at Stephanie and Morena as they surfaced.

For a few minutes we just basked in the water, revelling in the steam. Then I noticed Stephanie staring at me more intently, like she was trying to make a decision.

“Carter,” she finally said, nodding to the side. “Come over here. Got something to show you…”

I did - and was shocked when something hard connected with the side of my foot. Stephanie saw it and laughed.

“Yeah, it’s shallower over here,” she said with a giggle. “Caught me off-guard the first time, too. It’s almost like a natural set of stairs.”

“I’ll say,” I agreed. A few more steps and I was able to sit down near the edge of the pool, resting my back against the rock. I sighed happily, squeezing my eyes tight, and when I opened them, Stephanie had sidled next to me.

“You almost died,” she said, a quiet intensity in her eyes. “That’s got to make everything feel different. New
.”

Under the water, her hand gripped my thigh.

“I’m definitely looking to celebrate being alive,” I said. “But I’m not sure your girlfriend wants you fooling around with me.”

“Her?” Stephanie glanced over at Morena and blew a lock of hair out of her face. The brunette was studiously ignoring us, pretending instead to be fascinated by a tree on the other side of the pool. “Don’t worry about her. This is probably the last time we do this. We’ll move to different cities, I’ll never see her again…”

“You’ll remember all those nights under the stars, though, won’t you?” I asked teasingly.

She bit her lip. “Maybe it’s time I grew up
,” she purred, reaching between my legs. “Everyone loves the two girls who fool around with each other when they’re in college, but now I’m starting to crave something a little more substantial…”

Her hand closed around my cock, and she gasped.

“Holy fuck,
” she whispered, her mouth forming a little ‘o’ of surprise. “You’re so fucking big.
 And you’re raging hard…
”

“Oh I’m not even close

,” I growled, grabbing her around the waist. “You ain’t seen nothing yet…”

I pulled her to me and smothered her mouth with mine. Her tight little body was even hotter than the water, humming like a live wire in my arms. My hands slid up as we made out, felt for the knot in her bikini top and undid it. The thin fabric fell away, floating next to us in the water as Stephanie’s perfect tits were revealed.

I buried my face in her cleavage as I held her tighter, my hands moving to her ass now that her tits were free. Stephanie’s nipples were as hard as diamonds, aching for my touch, and as I pulled one into my mouth she let out a throaty moan and tossed her head back.

There was no way Morena couldn’t hear a moan like that. Yet she continued to fume silently, turned away from us.

“God, you’re so gorgeous,” Stephanie panted. She ran her hands up and down my back, feeling the muscles there with pleasure. “Look at those fucking muscles! I bet your friends are missing you wherever they are - the women especially…”

“They’re definitely missing this
,” I grunted, pressing my cock between her legs. She whimpered with delight and spread her legs wider, only the thin fabric of her panties keeping me from sliding right inside of her. I could feel the heat of her cunt, hotter than the 
spring water and twice as nice, and couldn’t stop myself from grinding the head of my cock against her swollen pussy lips. In response, Stephanie bit down on my shoulder, growling with pleasure like a fucking cat in heat.

I grabbed a handful of her hair for leverage and spread her over the edge of the pool. My eyes met hers.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked, growling low in my throat. Honestly, I was going to have one hell of a problem pulling back at this point if she said no, but there was nothing to worry about. Stephanie’s eyes shined with lust as she stared at my abs, at the v-lines of muscle at my hips showing just beneath the surface of the water.

“Oh
 yeah,” she panted, nodding. “Fuck me, Carter. Show me what you can do with that foot-long cock…”

Grinning boyishly down at her, I reached under the water and tugged her panties to the side. She moaned as my thumb found the nub of her clit and swirled around it, her hips jackhammering upward like they were desperate for my cock.

“Ask nicely,” I whispered, the old dominant me rising back to the surface. “Beg me for it, Stephanie.”

“Please,” she whined, locking her ankles behind my ass. “Please fuck me. Make me cum, Carter. I wanna cum all over your huge fucking cock, I want you to fucking fill my pussy up…”

That was all I needed to hear. With a grunt, I braced my feet against the bottom of the pool and rammed home, going hilt-deep into Stephanie’s tight, wet folds. She shuddered and cried out, her ass slapping into the side of the pool as every inch of my ramrod-straight cock drove into her.

“Oh fuck
! Oh my God, you are fucking huge
! Oh fuck can you feel how you’re stretching me out, Carter?”

I definitely could. Grabbing the edge of the pool with both hands for leverage, I slammed my hips forward. Stephanie’s body shook like a leaf as I pumped in and out of her perfect, tight pussy, pleasure coursing through her body like a stream.

Every thrust made me feel more like the old me. I felt strong again, powerful - revitalized. It was amazing what a gorgeous redhead, a romantic hot spring and a good hard fuck could do for a guy who’d just escaped his own assassination.

Stephanie leaned backwards, her elbows outside of the pool. Her back arched like a bow as she thrust her tits upward, presenting them for my hungry mouth. I sucked them greedily, only a slight 
pang of disappointment filling me when they didn’t explode with milk. It was hard to feel bad about anything when you were inside of a girl as cute as Stephanie.

“You’re so tight,” I said, gripping her ass to go even deeper inside of her. “You feel so fucking good, Stephanie. It’s so hard to stay in control of myself right now…”

“I don’t want
 you to hold back,” she growled into my neck. “Be a fucking savage,
 Carter. Give my pussy the fucking it deserves - show me what kind of a beast you can be…”

I showed her exactly what that meant. She squealed as both of my hands gripped her ass, pinning her to the side of the pool and holding her there as I fucked her madly. Ecstatic groans carried over the water as my cock explored every inch of her tight, dripping womanhood, bringing out sensations in her I knew
 no man had ever made her feel before. It wasn’t long before she was babbling encouragement, clinging helplessly to me as I shook her like a ragdoll.

“Don’t worry about pulling out,” she whispered throatily against my ear. “All that’s taken care of. You can cum in me - but you’d better not
 finish before I do, stud!”

No chance of that. I could go all night. But just then, I decided to test 
and see if my powers had really come back fully.

“Good girl,” I grunted, one of my hands straying from her ass to her throat. Her eyes widened, her lips on the verge of telling me to stop...then her eyes rolled back in her head as the pleasure overwhelmed her.

“Ungh, fuck!
 That’s so fucking hawt!
”

“Cum for me,” I commanded, looking her right in the eye. “Come all over my cock, Stephanie. Let me feel that tight little pussy come for my big cock. I want you to lose yourself on me - I need
 to feel you come all over me before I fill your pussy up!”

One more hard thrust, and I felt it. Stephanie’s body convulsed, her pussy clamping around my cock like a vise as she came. She screamed with pleasure, nails digging into my back as her inner walls gripped me oh so tightly. A flood of honey dripped down my cock, making it feel even better
 to thrust inside of her as I milked her pretty little pussy dry of every drop of pleasure.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. “Gonna fill you up,” I grunted, burying my face between her tits. “Here it comes, baby - get ready for it!”

The world exploded with pleasure as I reached the edge and crashed 
over it right along with her. I buried my length to the hilt in her slick, heavenly cunt and let go, roaring
 as my cock blasted the first hot jet of cum into her cunt. I could feel her climaxing around me as I shot, burst after burst of seed spraying down her walls as they clenched around my cock in time with her rapid heartbeat. I keep thrusting until she’s drained every single drop from me, sucking greedily at her nipples and covering her mouth with my own. She’s hot and tight and perfect, and I swear to God nothing in the world has ever felt better than filling her sweet pussy up.

She pulled off me with a gasp as I came down from my peak, her tits rising and falling as she relaxed against the rim of the pool. “Holy shit,” she said with a grin, her expression open and awestruck.

“That was good,” I said, still inside of her. I was reluctant to leave - my cock was still mostly hard, and I could already feel my body preparing for round two. I was pretty sure she wanted more, too.

“Good
? Try amazing.
” She threw her arms around me and kissed me, tasting the sweat on my lips. “You are so fucking great, Carter. I’m so glad we found you…”

Suddenly a disgusted sound broke through our reverie. I looked over my shoulder to see Morena staring at us, her arms crossed beneath her breasts.

“You
,” she hissed, staring straight at Stephanie, “are the worst!

”


Uh oh.
 “Hey, calm down,” I said, feeling loose from the orgasm. “We were just having fun-”

“You whore!
” Morena’s finger stabbed out, almost in Stephanie’s face. “How the fuck could you? With me right here!”

“I was kind of hoping you’d join in,” Stephanie admitted, still clinging to me. “But now, shit - I think I want this stud all to myself…”

Morena huffed, her face flushing crimson. “Well, good
! ‘Cause I don’t want him or his greasy bro cock! Have fun getting whatever STDs he’s got, you fucking traitor!
” Tears sprang to Morena’s eyes, rolling down her cheeks and smearing her mascara. “I’m fucking done!
”

“Oh, come on,” Stephanie begged, watching Morena turn and climb out of the pool. “I’m sorry! I just got carried away…”

Morena got her knee out of the pool - and stopped. Because just then, a strangled cry broke from Stephanie’s throat.

Her mouth worked soundlessly, her eyes as wide as saucers. Her nails dug into my back with renewed strength, drawing blood. I didn’t care - I knew something was wrong, and I had to figure out what it was.

“Steph?” Morena raced around to our side of the pool, worry written large on her face. “What’s wrong, baby? What happened?”

Stephanie’s eyes rolled back in her head. It was like someone had hit her with a taser - suddenly every inch of her body was on fire. It looked like a serious medical condition, the kind that needed an ambulance and a whole crew of EMTs, but as I held her I didn’t worried in the slightest.

Because unlike Morena, I was inside of her. And I could feel her walls clenching around me, tighter and harder than before, and knew she wasn’t experiencing any pain. On the contrary - she was cumming harder than she ever had in her life.

“What did you do to her!?” Morena fixed me with an angry glare. “Did you hurt her, you fuck?
”

Before I could reply, a low, throaty groan erupted from Stephanie’s throat. “Fuuuuuck,” the redhead panted, a big grin spreading across her face. “Fucking goooood
…”

As Morena watched in horror, I smiled. You were wrong, Naomi,
 I thought with pride. I AM special. I’m not just some asshole who discovered the milk.
..

Stephanie’s pixie cut lengthened, trailing down to her shoulders. Her pale skin glowed with renewed health and vigor. And her breasts 
expanded until they were pressed against my chest, brimming and swollen like a bimbo underwear model’s.

...I MAKE the fucking milk.

With a cry, Stephanie’s tits erupted, shooting milk across my chest. Twin trails of it squirted into the pool, mixing with the rich spring water. From somewhere far away, Morena screamed, but for me it was a moment of triumph.

Roaring, I buried my face in Stephanie’s cleavage and started to drink her dry.

I’m going to get you, Naomi. I’m going to get all my girls back. And I’m going to make you wish you never betrayed me...


Part Nine: The Thief

“I’m so glad we’re back together,” Morena sighed happily as I thrust deep into her ass. “I love you so much, Stephanie! I’m so happy we’re both Master’s good girls now!”

I grunted with pleasure as my cock pulsed inside of her. My hands fit perfectly around her flawless, heart-shaped ass, gripping it tight as I used it for leverage to go even further into her tight pucker. Morena thrust her hips back on me hard, riding my rod like she was born to take my shaft inside of her.

Which, thanks to Stephanie’s magical, creamy milk, she basically was.

Morena’s former girlfriend Stephanie sat giggling on a chair in front of us, her legs spread wide. She reached between her thighs and spread her swollen, dripping pussy lips, presenting them to Morena.

“I’m so happy, too,” the bubbly redhead said. “I was so
 upset that we fought.”

“It was such a waste of time,” Morena agreed. “I was jealous that you wanted to fuck Master instead of me. I should have realized that it’s so much more fun for both of us to share him!”

“Plenty of me to go around,” I said, giving Morena’s ass a stinging, savage slap. “God you’re so fucking tight back here, girl. You’re making my cock feel so fucking good…”

I wasn’t exaggerating. Over the last two days, I’d had Stephanie and Morena in pretty much every configuration it was possible for a guy and two girls to fuck, but this was one of the ones I liked best. With such a perfect, thick ass, Morena was built
 for anal - her most private channel was tight and silky, gripping my cock like a glove every time I bottomed out inside of her. Even after forty-eight hours of debauchery, I still felt like I couldn’t get enough.

“Show Stephanie how much you love her,” I grunted, grabbing Morena by the neck. “Kiss and make up.”

“That special
 kiss,” Stephanie said, feverish with excitement. “The one I love so
 so much…”

Morena buried her face between Stephanie’s thighs, lapping at her pussy with her tongue. Her shoulders rolled up and down as she put her back into it, grinding her face against the redhead’s dripping pink slit. Ecstatic moans left Stephanie’s lips as she rode her former best friend’s face, her cheeks turning almost as red as her hair.

“Ohhhh fuck
 that’s so good,” she whimpered, her thighs tightening around Morena’s head. “Eat me out just like that. Fucking eat my 
cunt while Master fucks your ass…”

Morena moaned wordlessly between her legs, completely lost to her animal instincts. I could feel her pussy boiling over as I watched my cock disappear over and over again inside of her tight little asshole, but like a good girl she wouldn’t dare
 touch herself without my permission.

“Thirsty,” I grunted, reaching across Morena’s back and grabbing one of Stephanie’s tits. “I need a little pick-me-up.”

I squeezed - and Stephanie’s breast erupted, a thick stream of milk shooting from her nipple. She cried out, cumming instantly as the first jet splashed across Morena’s back, painting her dusky skin with pearly white cream. Laughing, I bent down and licked it up from between Morena’s shoulder blades, savoring the taste.

It was the best milk I’d ever had. Better than my stepmother’s - even better than what came out of my girlfriend Chloe’s tits. The heady mixture filled my brain, blurring the world and amplifying my pleasure. This milk was mine
, all mine - I’d fucked Stephanie so hard that she’d started lactating without me even having to command her.

That milk meant I was back in the game - I had a chance to get my revenge on Naomi.

More and more milk squirted from Stephanie’s tits as I squeezed and mauled them. It coated Morena’s back, splashed across my abs, left puddles on the bed as I lost my rhythm and just started fucking Morena’s ass as hard as I could. My hands came down on her cheeks over and over again, delivering loud, savage slaps.

“Gonna shoot,” I roared, burying myself hilt-deep inside of Morena’s backdoor. “I’m going to come inside of your asshole, you gorgeous whore…”

She snickered and looked at me over her shoulder, face contorted in pleasure.

“Fill me up,” she begged, biting her bottom lip. “Put every drop of that sweet cum in my ass, papi.
 Put it right where it belongs…”

I pushed right past the point of no-return and let go. Thick ropes of hot, sticky seed shot from my cock like a fucking geyser, painting the walls of Morena’s asshole. I could feel the detonations impacting her inner walls, her big ass bulging even more as my thick cock stretched it from the inside. I grabbed her mouth and pinned her down, burying my face in her hair and growling like an animal as I rode out wave after wave of sweet, sharp pleasure.

When it was finally over, I pulled out of her and examined my handiwork. Cum dripped from Morena’s tight, puckered asshole, so 
much of it that she couldn’t hold it all. She looked up at me expectantly, her expression open, just waiting for whatever command I was going to give her next.


I love that so much,
 I thought, stroking the side of her face like a pet. No inhibitions, no excuses. No bullshit. Just whatever I want, whenever I want it.


“Did you like my ass?” Morena asked, stretching her legs as she thrust her hips into the air. “Did it treat that big, thick cock good, Daddy?”

“Yeah,” I panted, collapsing into a chair. “Fuck yeah. Stephanie, why don’t you help your friend get cleaned up?”

With a grin, Stephanie crawled around to the foot of the bed and stared into Morena’s spread ass. A low moan escaped her throat as she tested the pucker with her finger, coating it in my load.

“So good,” she murmured, lowering her face to Morena’s most forbidden entrance. “I can’t believe we never did stuff like this before, Mo. It’s so
 much fun…”

I sat back like a King on his throne, watching the two girls perform. Before my power entered her, Stephanie would never even have thought
 of eating ass - it was way too gross for her. But now nothing 
was off-limits: whatever I said instantly became the law, without question. All it took was a single command and she’d bury her face in Morena’s ass like it was her favorite fucking meal.

“You two are shameless,” I said happily, crossing one leg over my knee. “I fucking love it. I’m so glad I met you.”

“We love you, Master,” Morena whimpered, rocking her hips backwards on Stephanie’s face. “We’d do anything for you!”

Stephanie pulled back, her face covered in my seed. “Totally!”

“Anything?” I leaned back against the cushion, an intense look on my face. “Would you kill for me?”

“Um, duh!
” Stephanie rolled her eyes and giggled. “Abso-fucking-lutely!”

“I’d love
 to kill someone for you,” Morena said, rocking her hips impatiently. “To

watch the life go out of their eyes, to know that they don’t even exist
 anymore - all because you demanded it. There’d be no better way to show that you own me completely.”

Fuck, that’s so hot.

I let her words hang in the air for a moment, then slowly nodded. “You might get your chance.”

“Your wife, Master?” Morena’s eyes flashed as said the words, like she was talking about some bug she wanted to scrape off of her shoe. “Are we finally gonna give that - ohmigawd that’s good, Steph!
 - that little bitch what she deserves?”

Of course I’d told them about Naomi. Why wouldn’t I? There was no shame in it now - they understood my position perfectly. Even more than me, they wanted to bring her to heel. Both of them were very much looking forward to getting to know the rest of my harem. I knew they were going to fit right in.

“Something like that,” I said, drumming my fingers on my leg. “The way I see it, the three of us have two distinct advantages over Naomi and her crew. First of all, she thinks I’m dead. In her mind, I sank to the bottom of the ocean trapped inside of a net and never got out.”

And if that bothered her in the slightest, she sure as hell didn’t show it. Her public appearances lately were all smiles.

“The element of surprise!” Stephanie finished cleaning Morena up, then after a few moments of making out and sharing my load, she climbed into the tawny woman’s arms and winked at me. “That little slut will never see us coming!”

“She shouldn’t have underestimated you,” Morena added.

“That’s right,” I said, reaching onto the floor for my pants. “But there’s no way I’m going to get close enough to her to bring her back under my control without her knowing I’m alive. So I’m afraid I have to toss that advantage in the trash.”

Both girls’ eyes went wide as I fished my phone out of the pocket of my slacks and flicked it on. It was a new model I’d bought with Stephanie’s credit card, so I knew Naomi wasn’t tracking it. I just hope she hasn’t changed her number,
 I thought.

“Master? What are you doing?”

 


I ignored her. Hello honey,
 I wrote, dashing the message off quick and hitting SEND. When it didn’t immediately bounce back, I slipped the phone back into my pocket and waited.

“Giving up the element of surprise,” I said with a smirk.

It didn’t take long for my phone to start buzzing.

Who is this?

“Got her,” I said, glancing up at my girls. “She’s on the hook.”

It’s your husband. Or maybe you’ve forgotten me since our honeymoon?

I chuckled as I sent the text. “What must be going through her head right now?” I said to no one in particular. “She’s probably thinking she’s gone completely insane…”

The phone vibrated again. It is you, isn’t it?


Good. I was a little worried she’d drag things out, keep playing games. Now instead of careful taps, my fingers became a blur. By the time I was done and hitting SEND, there were a couple full paragraphs of instructions going down the line. My heart jackhammered against my ribs as I waited for a response. Would she go through with it? Would she step into the trap?


Ok
.

“Yes!” I put the phone in my pocket and started getting dressed. “Both of you get yourselves cleaned up. We’ve got a hot date tonight.”

Stephanie and Morena shared a look. “I don’t understand, Master,” Morena said. “What did you just do?”

“I told Naomi that if she wants me to avoid going public with the 
whole ‘trying to kill your husband’ thing, she needs to meet me over dinner. I gave her a time and a place, and she’s agreed to be there.”

Stephanie’s eyes widened. “Master - that’s definitely
 a trap!”

I laughed. “Oh, I know. She’s 100% going to take a second shot at me. But she’ll be there
, which is the important thing. This time, she’s going to want to see me die with her own two eyes. She won’t make a stupid fucking mistake like she did last time.”

Stephanie crawled to the end of the bed, looking utterly heartbroken. “But...but you don’t wanna die, right, Master? Why would you let her do something like that to you?”

“You silly thing,” I grunted, rubbing her chin. “You forgot - we have two
 advantages over Naomi.”

“What’s the second?”

I reached down and gave her breast a squeeze. “These.
 Naomi thinks she’s got a monopoly on the special milk - she has no fucking clue I made more hucows on my own. And you know something, Stephanie?”

 


I locked eyes with her, my gaze piercing straight into the back of her head.

“What, Master?”

The corner of my mouth curled in a smile. “Naomi has never
 tasted the milk. Just stuff made with it. Tonight, I think it’s time she gets a full sample of what she’s been missing…”

xXx

“Oh my God! I thought you were dead!”

As soon as I walked into the restaurant, Naomi stood up and made a scene. I couldn’t blame her; I would’ve done the same thing in her shoes. She pushed back her plate and came racing across the restaurant on her fuck-me heels, looking for all the world like a helpless little girl who’d just found her Daddy. She jumped
 into my arms, to the general bafflement of the upper-crust diners and a smattering of polite applause.

“You son of a bitch,” Naomi hissed into my ear, low enough that only I could hear. “You’ve got some balls coming back here, you know that?”

“I had to see my wife,” I murmured, letting my hands slide to her ass. She didn’t dare stop me; not with so many eyes on us. “Let’s have a seat - I’m fucking famished.”

As it turned out, the table Naomi had gotten for us was in the back. It sat in a shaded corner of the restaurant, just far enough away that we could converse without being heard. On top of that, I couldn’t help but notice the tables near us were all male - big guys wearing suits, none of whom seemed particularly intent on their meal. Security. There were maybe a dozen in all; even with my altered strength and speed, I didn’t give myself much of a chance against them.


So I’d better hope the girls come through
, I thought, settling my ass in one of the plush chairs. Otherwise Naomi really IS going to take another crack at killing me…


We ordered wine, and as soon as the maitre’d disappeared Naomi leaned forward. “How did you get back to shore?” she asked in a carefully neutral tone.

“You must not watch the news much lately,” I said, grinning. “Coast Guard pulls off stunning rescue of drowning surfer
.”

Naomi arched an eyebrow. “Surfer?”

“Hey, I had to tell them something. The truth wasn’t on the menu.”

She seemed to accept that. I was worried that she wouldn’t buy the story, but it didn’t really matter. I was just running out the clock, trying to buy time.

“You look lovely tonight, by the way,” I added.

She really did. Naomi had picked out a skintight orange dress for the occasion, one of those bandage numbers that were made up of nothing but strips going in zig-zags across her breasts and back. Her gorgeous body was adorned with more diamonds than a South African mine - she had more money pinching and piercing her body than most people made in a lifetime. Under different circumstances, an outfit like that would’ve made me toss her over the table and finger her until she moaned, but those times were long gone.

“Thank you.” She smiled sweetly, then dropped her voice and scooted closer. “Why did you come back, Carter?”

I swallowed hard. She had to buy the story - she had to believe I was dumb enough to walk into the lion’s den without a plan. In order for this to work, there was only one answer I could give her. “Chloe.”

“Chloe.” Naomi stared at me blankly. “Your girlfriend.”

“Yes.”

“Not your mother?” The hint of a smirk played over her features. “I would’ve thought you’d want to save her above everyone else.”


Then you never really knew me,
 I thought. “I want her back. You 
can keep the others - the lifeguard, the farm girls, hell take Jessica for all I care. But that girl does not deserve that kind of life. She’s mine
, Naomi. You know that.”

A strange smile spread across her face. “Chloe barely remembers your name,” she whispered, sounding almost giddy. “She makes more milk by herself than a dozen of my other girls. She’s perfect
. You’re never seeing her again.”

Every muscle in my body tensed up. Hearing someone I’d once fucked until she’d babbled nonsense on the bow of a ship tell me ‘no’ was like a slap in the face.

“This isn’t a debate. This is what I’m owed. Once I have her, I’ll leave you alone. You’ll never see me again-”

“Are you not listening!?” Heads at the nearby tables turned as she raised her voice. “Chloe is a provider
. She’s got liquid gold in those big udders of hers. If you think I’m ever
 letting you get near a girl who makes milk again, you’re completely deluded. I don’t like competition, Carter - and I’m damn sure never letting you get something over on me again.”


Keep talking
, I thought. Just keep talking.


“However,” Naomi said, flashing an acid smile and spreading her hands on the table. “I am
 
willing to make amends. Consider it...alimony.”

“Alimony?”

“A one-time payout,” she said, as if the words were of no consequence to her. “One half of one-percent of my net worth. More than enough to keep you in cheap beer and cheaper hookers for the rest of your life - assuming you keep your mouth shut.”


It’ll be a very short life
, I thought, keeping my face neutral. There was no way Naomi was serious. I’d get a bullet in the back of her head before I got to spend a single penny of her money.

For a moment, the despair threatened to overwhelm me. How had it come to this? I’d loved Naomi - thought she was the perfect girl for me. I should have known not to trust her - I ought to have realized that no one can live around extreme wealth like she did without getting twisted and broken.

“That sounds like a deal,” I said slowly. I forced a smile and tried not to turn around and look at the guards. “I think I can accept that.”

“Splendid! We’ll seal it with a drink. Where is
 that wine?” Naomi made a show of looking around the room, putting her hand to her forehead and shading her eyes like she was on a ship at sea. “I swear, you can’t pay
 
for good service anymore…”

The kitchen door swung open. The waitress tottered over on heels even higher than Naomi’s, holding a bottle of something dark and expensive. Naomi turned to look, but before she could I grabbed her hand.

“Our wedding night,” I growled, low and raspy in my throat. “You and me and Olivia. How did that end up?”

She didn’t have to ask me to clarify. A wicked gleam lit up her eyes as the waitress, still unexamined by Naomi, poured wine into our glasses.

“Fifty-fifty,” she said, rolling the words over her tongue. “My sweet little daughter got her period a few days ago. Whereas I...well…”

Despite everything that had happened, my jaw still hit the floor. I was stunned.

“You’re pregnant?”

The waitress handed Naomi her glass with a nod. “Here you go, ma’am - it’s an excellent vintage,” Morena said, beaming at me. We’d practiced that sentence about a hundred times on the drive over, and she’d gotten it perfect.

Naomi didn’t seem to notice her. “Oh yes,” she crowed, completely convinced now of her dominance over me. “In fact, this is my last little glass of wine before I abstain completely.”

I watched, every cell in my body straining, as she brought the glass to her lips and took a sip.

“That’s too bad...” I whispered.

Her eyes widened as something that was decidedly not
 wine hit her tongue.

“...because now I won’t be able to bring myself to kill you.”

Her face flushed bright crimson. A gentle gagging noise issued from her throat as her eyes swiveled upward, into the beaming face of my cute hispanic bimbo. If she’d been more perceptive, she might have noticed that our waitress had tits bigger than her head, an ass so round it could put Nicki Minaj to shame, or a skin-tight miniskirt and six-inch fuck-me heels. But she was too focused on owning me with sick burns. And that was what let me get Stephanie’s milk into her.

“I knew I couldn’t get past your guards,” I said soothingly, taking her by the hand. I could see the war in her face as she fought desperately, helplessly to try and resist the sensations coursing through her. “But the kitchen? Sneaking someone into the kitchen 
just takes sucking a couple of the right dicks. And as my girls like to say, they’ll do anything
 for me…”

“You…” Naomi’s body vibrated with pleasure. “You fucking asshole…”

“Do me a favor,” I growled, putting every ounce of command I could into my voice. “Trip whatever secret signal you’ve got that sends your guards away. I want the two of us to talk alone for a change.

She fought for a moment, then reached between her legs and hiked up her dress. There was a slender band wrapped around her thigh with two buttons set into the fabric, and she pushed the second one.

As one, the guests at the other tables stood up and headed for the exits.

“A panic button,” I said, grinning. “Right next to your hot little pussy, too. Genius.”

Naomi tried to stand up, too. But the milk was too strong. Her eyes rolled in her head, mouth lolling open.

“You bastard,” she whimpered. “Fuck you…”

“You know what, I don’t think you’ve had enough yet,” I grunted, 
seizing the bottle out of Morena’s hands. “This is 100% tit milk, Naomi. From my new girl, Stephanie. You’d like her - she’s a hot redhead who loves to eat ass.”

“Does she ever
,” Morena said with a gentle swoon.

I forced the bottle between Naomi’s lips and tilted it back. This time there wasn’t even any resistance - she opened wide and guzzled down the thick, creamy fluid. My hand squeezed the bottle tighter, forcing the spout further between her lips like she was trying to deep throat the whole thing. It made me so hard to watch her go like that.

“That’s right,” I grunted. “Drink it all. You fucking cow
. You fucking bimbo…”

As she swallowed down the last few dregs from the bottle, I got an idea. I rose up from the table and ripped off Morena’s top, exposing one massive, swollen breast.

“You know, I’ve never tried this before,” I said viciously, grabbing a handful of Naomi’s hair. “One thing of pure milk turns the girls into brainless little hucows - what would two different strains at once do?”

“Please,” Naomi whimpered, her mascara running down her cheeks. “Please…”

I couldn’t tell if she was begging me to stop or to go further.

“This might damage you,” I growled, forcing Morena’s nipple into her mouth. “Fuck, this might scramble your brains permanently. But I don’t give a fuck. You’re just a set of holes for me to fuck, and an incubator for my heirs. You’re not going to be in control of anything anymore, Naomi - not ever again.”

 


She knew exactly what was about to happen - I could see it in her eyes. And the worst part wasn’t that she was powerless to stop it; that the milk was so strong in her that sucking down more was just an animal reaction.

The worst part was that a piece of her brain wanted
 it - craved the oblivion of turning into a brainless, whimpering bimbo. After all, she’d seen how much fun Chloe and the other girls were having. Deep, deep down, there was a part of her that was jealous of them. They got to live lives of nothing but endless fucking, constant orgasms and no worries. That was what I was about to give to Naomi.

Only she was going to get there as a total animal - as nothing more than my bimbo cow.

Her mouth found Morena’s nipple and sucked greedily. As the second strain of milk met with the first, it was like she’d been struck by a bolt of lightning. Every hair on her body stood straight up, a scream
 
of pure bliss tearing from her throat as the milk did its work.

Her already model-perfect body began to distort, her hips and tits ballooning in size and width. The milk ruined
 her - it took the conventional standards of beauty and stretched them past the extreme. Her lips plumped up like a fucking pool float until it looked like her mouth had been stung by ten thousand bees. They were soft and silky, the world’s most perfect set of DSL’s, but they made her look almost inhuman.

Her breasts inflated like beach balls, busting through the thin fabric of her dress. If gravity had applied to them they’d have hung down to her waist like true udders, but the magic of the milk caused them to stick out ramrod straight like the world’s worst pair of pornstar bolt-ons. They looked utterly fake, and as I watched streams of milk poured helplessly from her nipples. She didn’t even need suction - she’d be dripping forever now, constantly producing milk.

By the time the milk was done, she looked like a literal hourglass. Nearly all of her mass had gone into the tits and the hips, her body transformed into little more than a life support system for her milkbags and her dripping pussy. In fact, her slit had shrunk
 to make room for her new ass - it was the tightest, wettest little cock sheathe I’d ever seen. I was pretty sure I was going to bruise it the first time I slammed my big cock inside of it, but I didn’t care. It was going to feel fucking amazing.

“Good girl,” I murmured as she pulled off of Morena’s tit. “Good little cow. You like that, don’t you?”

“Moooo
,” Naomi mewled, the word more natural to her now than any human speech could be. Moving on instinct, she leaned over the table and stuck her big ass in the air. “Moooo!
”

“What’s that, girl?” I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. Morena looked like she wanted to cheer. “You want me to fuck you? Is that it?”


“Moooo!
” Naomi said affirmatively, grabbing her ass with both hands and spreading it. “Moo!
”

“God, you’re barely even alive now,” I growled, mounting her from behind. “I know I said you might have to kill for me, Morena. In pretty much every way that matters, I think we did
 just kill Naomi.”

“I love it,” my bimbo slave panted, rubbing herself between her thighs. “Fuck her, Master. Show her you own her. Dominate that little cow slut…!”

Naomi was so fucking tight
 that I couldn’t ram myself hilt-deep into her with a single stroke - I had to work my way up to it. Inch by inch I delved into her tight little slit, driving her fucking wild. Milk flowed freely from her tits, coating the fancy meal she’d been hoping to 
enjoy.

“You’ll never eat like this again,” I whispered into her ear. “Who would bring a dumb little cow like you into a restaurant, anyway? From now on you’re going to have a feedbag strapped to one end of you and a dildo in the other, with a milking machine working on you 24/7…”


“Moooo!
” Naomi cried. Her cunt clamped down around me, her body shaking, and with a start I realized she’d just had an orgasm.

“That is so fucked up,” I said, laughing. “Let’s see how good of a cow you can be…”

My hand came down on her ass hard as I drove all the way inside of her. My balls slapped against her ass as I finally bottomed out inside of her perfect, tight, cunt, fucking away harder and harder without any concern for the woman beneath me. Every time I slapped her, she moo’ed louder and had an orgasm. Every time I choked her, pulled her hair, slapped her big milky tits around - another orgasm.

Pretty much everything
 I did to Naomi gave her an orgasm.

I pulled out of her after a few more heavy strokes, coming around to the other side of the table. “Here,” I grunted, grabbing her head with both hands like she was nothing more than an animal. “Face!”

My cock slid between her massive, oversized lips as I started to fuck her throat. Her lips gripped me tight, pillowed around my shaft as I mercilessly face-fucked the woman I once called my wife. Tears of joy streamed down her face as I stretched her mouth around me, distorting it until it almost looked like a fucking snout.

“Cow,” I moaned, pulling myself right to the brink. “Gonna cum all over your face, you fucking cow…”

As I soared past the point of no-return, I pulled out and unloaded all over Naomi’s placid, waiting face. Her expression didn’t even change as burst after burst of thick, sticky seed covered her. Even when I sprayed her directly in the eye, grinning with malice, she just mooed
 and took it.

“Fuck, that was good,” I said, giving her cheek a quick slap. “Now I’m going to finish inside of you.”

“Oh my gosh, this is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!” I’d almost forgotten Morena was there. “Can I clean all that cum off her face, Master?”

“Sure.” I was feeling magnanimous. “You can even finger yourself while you do it. Feel free to get off as many times as you want on this slut’s degradation.”

“Oh, yes Master!
 
I most definitely will!” Morena bent to her task, lapping at Naomi’s face as I mounted her from behind and pummelled her thick body with long, savage strokes. The head of my cock slid into her tight folds as I grabbed a handful of her hair for leverage and rammed myself home. I’d lost track of how many times she’d already cum for me - her cunt was a tight, perfect sleeve, dripping with so much juice I almost wondered if she was somehow making milk between her thighs on top of everything else.

The rest of the world faded away as I thrust harder and harder, completely losing control. My heart beat like a fucking jackhammer as I reached the peak, the pleasure so sweet that I nearly passed out. Thick, guttural groans filled the room as watched my cock disappear all the way inside of Naomi’s cunt, slide back out until only the head was inside, then ram home.

“I’m gonna cum,” I growled, grabbing the ass in front of me with both hands. “Here it comes, you gorgeous little cow. Gonna bust all
 up inside of that pussy…!”

It hit me like a fucking tidal wave. I soared over the edge, my thrusts going sporadic and jerky as I unloaded inside of her. Every last drop of cum stored in my balls drained into her, filling her to the brim and then some. I roared like a fucking lion, gripping her hips tight and slamming her onto me again and again as pulse after pulse of sweet, perfect pleasure coursed through me. It went on and on, past the 
point where I normally would have quit, my cock still jerking and spurting inside of her long after I thought I wa spent.

Naomi had her face buried in the table. She mooed
 quietly, calmed down by the feeling of my thick load spraying down her walls.


This is the only thing that matters to her now,
 I realized, something dark uncoiling inside of me. The only thing that’s really real to her. Getting a load pumped inside of her, and gallons of milk pumped back out…


I had won. I’d destroyed Naomi, turned her into a bimbo hucow who could never threaten me again. Now there was only one thing left to do.

The victory lap.

“Come on,” I grunted, slapping Naomi aside with the back of my hand. “Someone call the car. I want to go to the farm.”

It was time to see my girls.


Part Ten: The World

My return to the Farm was glorious.

The first time I came here, my future was uncertain. I had a supply of addictive milk that turned women into beautiful, ditzy bimbos, a partnership with a bratty billionaire heiress and absolutely no idea how things might turn out. Since that day, a hell of a lot had happened. I’d gotten married; I’d had a threesome with the two most gorgeous women I’d ever seen, and I’d had my company stolen out from under me and been left for dead in the middle of the ocean.

I’d almost lost everything. But now I was coming home a conqueror.

“Oh shit,” I said, looking out the window of the limo as we pulled up to the main building. “You called ahead?”

Stephanie and Morena glanced up at me from their positions on their knees. The two of them were sharing my cock, making out with it between them and passing it back and forth from one set of perfect, pouty lips to the other. Now they pursed those soft, swollen lips and struggled to rub two brain cells together.

“Um, what?” Stephanie finally managed. “Like, I didn’t do anything,
 Master.”

“Yeah,” Morena added. “Why would I make a boring 
phone call
 when there’s cock to fuck and suck?”

It was a valid point. “Someone must have,” I grunted, turning my attention back to the front. “There’s a whole fucking welcome party out here to meet me…”

As the limo rolled to a stop, one of Naomi’s guards stepped forward and opened the door for us. “Welcome home, Sir,” he said smoothly, pretending not to notice the two naked women between my legs.


My guard, now
, I thought with a start. Not that I need one. Who would be stupid enough to fuck with a guy like me?


“Thank you,” I said with a smirk, sliding out of the car and into the sun. Almost immediately a pair of arms encircled my neck, gripping me tight in a loving embrace. The smell of perfume and sex filled my nostrils, and I knew instantly who it was.

“Hi, Mom,” I growled, burying my face in my stepmother Jessica’s cleavage. “Did you miss me?”

My fingers dug into the firm flesh of her ass, lifting her effortlessly off the ground. Hot, feral warmth covered my thighs as her pussy boiled over. Her nipples hardened to points, pressing against my chest.

“Oh, sweetheart

,” she moaned, falling back into old familiar pet name for me. “Mommy needs you so badly, sweetheart. Mommy needs to feel that thick cock inside of her…”

Smirking, I carried my stepmother through the small crowd of onlookers and into the building. Guards followed me, but I made it clear with a hand gesture that the two of us were to be left alone. I kicked open the door to a side corridor and set Mom back on the ground, slamming the door shut behind us.

“Get on your knees,” I growled. I couldn’t believe how badly I’d wanted this moment until it was here. “Show me how much you missed this cock, Mommy.”

Jessica slid to the floor sinuously, spreading her thighs wide as her knees hit the concrete. She hiked up her skirt, showing off her bare, dripping pussy, then slid the spaghetti straps of her blouse to the side and took out her huge, milk-filled tits.

“They’re so swollen,” Mom purred, seeing the way my eyes devoured her rack. She ran a hand between them, sighing with pleasure. “They milk us every day, but they can only do so much. It’s no substitute for you
, son. Nothing in this fucking world is as perfect as you!”

She pulled my cock from my pants, stroking it in her fist. In 
moments I swelled to my full length, so big and thick that Jessica was practically drooling. I was so hard that I could barely think. It fucking hurt
 being this hard - I needed the sweet release I could only get in and on my stepmother’s body.

“Put it in your mouth,” I ordered, gathering a handful of her long blonde hair in my fist. “Suck it.”

Mom made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and latched them around the swollen, precum-covered head of my cock. She never broke eye contact as she slid down the base, her lips tight around my shaft as she took me inch by inch all the way down.

“That’s right, balls deep,” I grunted, the sheer release of burying my cock in her mouth deepening my voice. “God you’re such a good little whore, Mom. You’re the sweetest little cocksucker on earth…”

My balls pulsed against her chin as the base of my cock disappeared between her soft, pouty lips. Her eyes rolled back in her head, only the whites showing as she suckled the cock nestled deep in her throat. The sensation was so sweet I nearly cried out, my fingers tightening in her hair.

Her tits called to me. They were too big for me to fit in my hands, but I could maul and manhandled them all I wanted while Mom sucked me off. At the slightest touch, her nipple erupted with sweet milk, 
spraying down the front of her blouse and staining the floor beneath us.

“Your sweet little mouth feels so good,” I said, staring deep into Mom’s eyes as she blew me. “You’re doing such a good job worshipping my cock, Mommy. But what I really want is to take
 that sexy throat of yours.”

My hand gripped her breast with bruising force, sending a jet of milk between her thighs.

“I need to work out some frustration,” I admitted, putting my free hand on the back of her head. “And I’m going to use that fucking mouth to do it.”

Mom looked up at me and nodded, my cock still hilt-deep inside of her. The message was clear: I could do whatever I wanted to her. I owned
 her. My every wish was her command.

I leaned back against the wall and thrust forward, hard. The muscles in my ass and hips pumped over and over again as I fucked my stepmother’s throat. I was merciless. She gagged around the foot-long cock inside of her, struggling even with her new bimbo body to take all of me.

I watched my cock disappear into her mouth over and over again, 
fucking her throat like a pussy.

“You raised me,” I grunted, losing control completely. “You took care of me my whole life. Now you’re really
 take care of me, aren’t you? Making sure every fucking need I have is taken care of. Everything I want. And you love it, don’t you?”

I didn’t have to ask. The puddle between Mom’s thighs was from much more than the milk.

“Naomi’s gone,” I said. Mom gave a little start of surprise, but my cock was way too important to take away much attention from. “Well, not gone
 exactly, but - let’s just say she’s not going to be in charge of anything anytime soon.”

A low, pleased sound left Mom’s throat. Her eyes shined with pride as she beamed up at me.


She already knows what I’m going to say,
 I thought, driving myself hilt-deep into her throat. What a good girl.


“I think you should be in charge,” I grunted, pulling my cock out of her mouth. Before she could react, I slapped her across the face with it. A fat bead of precum left a streak across her cheek, like a preview of what was to come.

“I would be honored,” Mom panted, her face flushed with need. “Anything my big, strong man needs is more
 than fine with me. I’ll keep the girls in line and make sure this place runs smoothly.”

I looked down at the woman who once had been my stepmother, my cock pulsing and swelling with the need to be inside of her. “Promise?”

“Like you said,” Mom whispered with a smile. “I take care of all your needs.”

That sounded good to me. More than good.

“You know what this man needs right now?” I said, grabbing a handful of Mom’s warm, soft titflesh.

“I can guess,” Mom purred, guiding the head of my cock into her cleavage. “I mean, look at these knockers, son. With tits this big, what else
 could a man be thinking about when he looks at me?”

“Fuck yeah,” I groaned, watching rapturously as Mom wrapped her breasts around my cock. As big as they were, they weren’t quite big enough to cover me completely - the head peeked out of her cleavage, pointing at her collarbone. Mom spit on it until the shaft glistened, slick with juices.

“Oh my gawd

,” Mom whimpered, rocking her big tits up and down on my shaft. “Fuck, you have no idea how good this feels right now, son! Mommy needed you to ease these swollen tits so bad - I think I might like this even more than you do!”


I can see that
, I thought, pumping my hips in savage upthrusts. Every squeeze sent streams of milk shooting from Mom’s breasts, coating my thighs and making an ever-expanding puddle across the floor. Spasms of pleasure contorted Mom’s features as her ripe, sensitive tits were milked for all they were worth by her son’s cock.

“Gimme those,” I grunted, taking her hands off her breasts and replacing them with my own. I squeezed them savagely, tightening the mounds of titflesh around my cock as I pounded my Mom’s cleavage even harder. They were so soft and silky around my shaft, perfect funbags to milk and fuck. My cock twitched between her orbs, getting ready to loose my load.

Jessica felt it, too. “Oh fuck, is my big strong man gonna cum for Mommy?” I had to hand it to her - she was utterly shameless when it came to the dirty talk. “Is he gonna shoot all that thick, hot cum all over Mommy’s face and tits?”

“Yes,” I grunted, my cock blurring as it popped in and out of her cleavage. “Fuck, Mom, I’m gonna shoot…”

“Give to me,” she begged, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “Give me every fucking drop of that load, Son. Give it all
 to Mommy!” She ran a hand over her face, licking it and grinning up at me. “I want it all over my fucking face, baby! I want you to fucking paint
 me…!”

Suddenly my thrusts lost their rhythm. I thrust savagely, madly between Mom’s breasts as I hit the point of no return and sailed right over. It felt like an earthquake had hit the building: the world rocked beneath me as I sprayed burst after burst of thick, boiling cum all over Mom’s face and tits.

Mom cried out in triumph, trails of juice dribbling down her thighs as her pussy boiled over. She squeezed her tits slowly, deliberately, sighing with pleasure as she milked the few remaining drops of milk from her tits. She reached up and felt the load on her face, smiling at the feel of it, then scooped up a thick gob of seed and slid it between her lips.

“Thank you, son,” she mewled, the tone of her voice making it perfectly clear she’d just cum almost as hard as I had. “Fuck, I needed that so bad…”

“Me too,” I grunted, grabbing her around the hips. “But I’m not done.”

“What the - oh shit!”

Mom let out a squeal as I tipped her over, sending her down to the floor on her round, thick ass. I grabbed her legs and spread them, the heat from her pussy cascading over me like an open oven. I wanted that fucking pussy - I needed
 it.

“I’m still so fucking hard,” I grunted, stretching her inner walls around the tip of my cock. “Nothing’s going to satisfy me until I take this tight little pussy and use it the way it deserves, Mom.”

It looked like a tree branch was sticking into my Mom. She spread her legs wider, jaw dropping open as my big cock slowly worked its way into her soft, soaked walls.

“There’s people waiting for you,” Mom whimpered. She looked like the words were being dragged out of her with extreme reluctance. “They’re right outside that door-”

“Who gives a shit?” I flashed a sardonic grin. “Let them wait.”

Mom screamed
 as I thrust upward into her heavenly cunt, the head of my cock grinding into her g-spot and slamming right through to the bottom of her walls. My balls rested against her asshole once I was all the way inside of her, her tight walls clenching wetly around me as just that single stroke sent my mother over the edge.

“Did you just cum, Mom?” I asked with a smirk. “Bad girl. You only get to cum when I give you permission…”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. Throwing caution to the wind, I braced myself against the floor and pounded Mom’s cunt like a jackhammer, heedless of whether or not I was bruising her flawless MILF body. I filled her with long, savage strokes, groaning with pleasure as every inch of my iron rod was wrapped tight in her soft, velvety folds.

“Fuck, this cunt is heaven,” I growled, tossing my head back. “Don’t you dare
 cum yet, Mom - I own your orgasms now, too! This is my
 pussy, and it cums when I say it does!”

“Yes, son,” Mom groaned, holding back the tidal wave of bliss inside of herself. “Mommy will be good...Mommy won’t cum until you let her…oh gawwwd
 that’s so good...”

She didn’t have long to wait. The pussy was too damn good - I was about to throw myself over the edge and bring her along with me for the ride.

“I’m almost there,” I said, locking into a hard, brutal rhythm. My balls tingled, drawing tight against my shaft as they prepared to pump my Mom’s pussy full. “So fucking close…”

“Cum in me,” Mom said. “Let’s cum at the same time, son. Tell me I can cum when you do, please…”


I grinned. “Beg me for it.”

A little whimper of frustration escaped Mom’s lips. “Please let me cum,” she begged. “Please, I need it so bad, son. I want to fucking cum with your load inside of me. I want to cum all over that cock while you shoot in my pussy…”

“When you feel it,” I snarled, putting a hand around her throat. “Then, and only
 then, do I wanna feel you cum, Mom.”

“Yes, sweetheart,” she said, rocking her head back and moaning. “Yes, yes, yes…”

It was a close fucking thing. I felt Mom’s walls start to tense and quiver around me, but she managed to hold back right until the point she felt that first jet of cum detonate against her inner walls. After that, all bets were off.

Another orgasm tears her body apart as she unravels. Everything between her legs gets even tighter and wetter, giving my cock a kind of pleasure I didn’t even know was possible. I let out a roar as I erupted, filling Mom’s womb with thick jets of hot, fertile seed.

When I pull out of her, she’s a fucking mess. Cum drips from her tits and face, drying across her tanned skin. Even more dribbles out from between her swollen lips, mingling with what’s already on the floor. And everywhere is milk: Mom’s rich, creamy goodness, squirting all over me and her and the room without any sense of conservation.

“Look at you,” I said, gazing down at her. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

“This is how I want to be all the time,” Mom whispered, her voice in a strangely different tone. “Always. I live
 to make you happy, sweetheart. I love being your slave.”

“Good girl,” I said, fiddling with my pants. After a moment, I grunted and tossed them away - after all, did I really even need them now? “Let’s go give the other cows the good news.”

“Sure thing, sweetheart. Do you want me to get cleaned up first?”

I thought about it for a moment. “No,” I said. “Might as well let them see how much fun we’ve been having. God, you’re so fucking hot like that.”

She certainly was. I could’ve bent her over and taken her from behind right there in the hallway - but there were other girls waiting for me downstairs. I wanted to see everybody
. After all, the last time 
I’d gotten a good look at them, they were just starting their milking rotation.

This time I didn’t need any guide to lead me downstairs to the milking room. As the heavy iron door slid open, the smell nearly overpowered me. It was the rich, creamy scent of milk mixed with the feral tang of sex and horny pussy.

One sniff and my cock jerked straight to attention. God, I love it down here. I’ve missed this place so much
…

They must have stopped the milking when they found out I was on my way, because I didn’t hear the normal moans and screams of hucows cumming their brains out. As soon as I turned the corner, I heard a squeal.

“Daddy! Oh mi gosh
 it’s you!”

Amber and Chloe stood right in front of their pens, holding hands. Both of them stared at me rapturously, their eyes traveling to my erect cock and staying there. Tears filled their eyes.

“Chloe,” I groaned, rolling the word over my tongue. “Amber. Fuck I’ve missed you two…”

The constant milkings and fuckings had done them a world of good. 
Their long, blonde hair (I had to stop myself from thinking of it as their coats
) had lengthened down to their asses, there being nothing like a stylist down here to cut it. Constant exercise and exposure to sun lamps left their bodies tanned and toned, while their carefully controlled diets gave them the sort of figures that left other women drooling with envy.

But what really got me going was their big, round tits. They were perfect bolt-ons, ripe and swollen with creamy milk. In fact, just the sight of me made Chloe squirt a little bit, droplets of milk dripping down her orbs. Both girls had matured into perfect bimbo whores - and they looked so similar they could have been sisters.


Fuck, why not?
 I asked myself. From now on, I’ll make them treat each other exactly like sisters…


“Let me show you my pen, Daddy,” Amber purred, taking me by the hand. Both women followed me into the glass cage, brimming with excitement. It was roughly the size of a small apartment, and someone who knew me very well had installed a leather couch in one corner - someone sitting there would have a perfect view of whoever was currently getting milked.

“So, this is where the magic happens,” Amber whimpered, her gaze split between me and the milking machine. “Do you, um…um, maybe…?”

“Strap yourself in,” I said, nodding at the machine. “Chloe, come join me on the couch. I have a couple friends I want you to meet.”

My girlfriend climbed into my lap, giggling. “I missed you so much, Master,” she whispered, the perfect picture of submission. “Every time they milk me, the only thing I think about is how good it feels when you fuck me and take
 my body for your own pleasure…”

“Good girl,” I grunted, watching over her shoulder as Amber climbed eagerly into the milking machine. “You’re all so good. I’m very pleased that all of you have been making so much special milk for me. I’m proud of you.”

“Th-thank you,
 Master!” Chloe’s body trembled as my compliment sent her over the edge. An orgasm coursed through her body, making her face flush and back arch as she undid her top.

In the center of the room, the crane harness retracted. Amber went soaring a few feet into the air, arms and legs stretched out like some parody of a “powerful” female superhero. The cups fit snugly over each of her nipples, tightening as the VR helmet slid over her face and the pneumatic dildo mounted her from behind.

The room filled with a deep bass throb. To me it just sounded like club music, but to the hucows it was a clarion call. Amber’s tits started squirting even before the machine turned itself off - she was 
that brainwashed, that in thrall to the special conditioning we’d given her.

“It’s the sexiest thing in the world,” Chloe murmured, watching her friend. “I get so fucking jealous every time I watch one of the other cows getting milked, Master. It’s so freaking hawt
!”

“Mmmh hmm.” I reached over and gave her ass a squeeze. “I can think of a couple of things that are hotter. But only a couple.”

Chloe bit her lip. “Of course you can. You’re so perfect, Master.”

“Come here.” I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her into my lap, her thighs straddling me. I didn’t want to waste any time - of all the girls, I’d been missing Chloe’s perfect cunt more than anyone else’s. I needed to feel her again, to remind myself that she was mine
 - my property.

More than anything, I wanted to taste her.

I leaned forward and buried my face in her cleavage. In an instant, her nipples were hard enough to cut glass. I ran my finger over one, teasing it before pulling it into my mouth and sucking, hard
.

A flood of milk coated my tongue, and I was in heaven.

“
Yes, Master,” Chloe whimpered, thighs clenching as she came helplessly all over my lap. “Drink it. It’s all for you - every last drop is just for you…”

A surge of energy filled my body. I could feel my veins standing out, every muscle pulsing like I’d just run a fucking marathon. But I wasn’t tired in the slightest. In fact, as I kept drinking, my cock swelled larger and harder than ever before, not so much pressing but demanding
 entrance to Chloe’s tight channel.

I didn’t even need to grab her hips for leverage - my cock slid right in. She covered me like a sheathe, her still-orgasming walls giving me a skintight grip as I thrust upward into her.

“Welcome home, Master!” Chloe tossed her head back and howled with pleasure, the lights from Amber’s hypnotic trance show bathing her cheeks and tits in a kaleidoscope of color. “Welcome hooooome!
”

I was
 home. This perfect pussy, my girlfriend’s
 pussy, was home. Where I belonged.

Chloe bounced up and down on my cock, her breast stretching as I sucked it greedily. I slapped her ass with one hand and grabbed on for leverage; with the other, I shoved three fingers into her mouth.

“Take them,” I commanded, moaning the words around her nipple. “Fucking gag for me, you beautiful bimbo…”

She did. Chloe’s body tensed as she took the digits all the way down her throat like a good little whore.

Behind her, the dildo pumped inside of Amber’s cunt, filling the room with wet squelching sounds. Milk flowed freely from the former lifeguard’s breasts, draining down the tubes into glass bottle after glass bottle.


Soon I’ll take over the world with those bottles,
 I thought, pumping madly between Chloe’s thighs. Every woman on Earth will be fighting over the privilege of serving me
…

As Amber tossed back her head and screamed my name, I felt a sudden weight on both sides of the couch. A quick glance confirmed that it was exactly what I expected.

“Chloe,” I said, pulling off of her with a grin. “I’d like you to meet Stephanie and Morena. They’re our newest girls.”

My girlfriend cooed with delight as she drank in the busty redhead and the thick Latina. “Oh wow
,” she said, thighs clenching around me. “They’re both so gorgeous, Master! I can’t wait to get to know 
them better!”

“Why don’t we do that right now?” All three of the women were completely game, totally down to fuck. I leaned back and put my arms behind my head, grinning. “Girls?”

Chloe slid off my cock with a wet sound, giggling with pleasure. She sank to her knees in front of me, then gestured for Stephanie and Morena to join her.

“Take it,” she moaned, gripping me by the base and sliding my cock between Stephanie’s lips. “Oh fuck you look so hot with that in your mouth…”

“She’s very
 hot,” Morena agreed. Unlike the other two girls, she was on all fours with her big ass in the air. She knew better than any of them which part of her body I liked the best. “You know the two of us used to be girlfriends?”

“Oh that is so hawt
,” Chloe panted. “Master made me bi, of course
! But the fact that you two didn’t even like
 cock before he turned you into his bimbo cows - fuck
, it makes my pussy tingle!”

“Exactly,” I said, giving Morena’s ass a sharp spank. The sound of flesh-on-flesh echoed across the pen. “Keep sucking me, all three of you. Worship that fucking cock!”

“Yes, Sir!” Chloe beamed at me as the other two women shared my dick between them. They made out with it perched between their mouths, their pouty lips wrapped around it as their tongues teased me.

“We love you so much,” Morena said with a happy sigh.

“Fuck, I just came from having your cock in my mouth,” Stephanie admitted, her cheeks reddening. “Love you so fuckin’ much
, Master…”

Chloe met my gaze with a naughty expression. Without tearing her eyes away, she grabbed both of her breasts by the size and squeezed them together. Hot milk sprayed over the women sucking me off - it coated everything, me included. She leaned back and arched it, sending a spray directly into my mouth.

“Doesn’t that feel good, Sir?” Chloe was in full on talk me off
 mode now - she really did understand me better than any of the other girls. “Isn’t it so fucking amazing to have three women taking care of you at the same time?”

I nodded, grabbing both Steph and Morena by their hair. I forced myself down one throat, then another, not even sure which was which. They both felt so amazing
…

“Having an entire farm full of babes,” Chloe said with a giggle. “Fertile, curvy bimbo babes. Cow
 girls. Full of thick, creamy milk for you to drink whenever you want it. Forever. All of us worship you,
 Master. The only fucking thing we think about all day is you
! For the rest of our lives, the only thing we care about is serving your big, hard cock and making you cum
! We love you so
 so much, Master - you own
 us! You can use us whenever you want, just ram yourself into our tight little cunts without asking! Every inch of us belongs to you…!”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. Between Stephanie and Morena sucking me off, Chloe saying those absolutely filthy
 words to me and Amber cumming her brains out in the center of the room while having her bimbo tits milked, it short-circuited something in my brain.

The next few minutes were just a blur of tits and milk and soft, clenching pussies. I know I exploded all over Stephanie and Morena’s faces, bathing their bodies in my thick load. I know I bent Chloe over the desk and fucked her brains out, leaving bruises all over her hips and ass along with a handprint on her throat that would probably take a week to fade. And I know at one point I grabbed Amber and replaced the dildo pumping between her legs with the real thing, pounding in and out of her cunt like a piston as the hypnotic programming milked her dry and told her she was a good little cow over and over again.

By the time I collapsed on that couch, surrounded by all of my exhausted cow girls, even my prodigious power was utterly spent. Girls lounged on me and around me, panting with afterglow as they rode out the tremendous orgasms I’d given them. And inside of at least a few of their fertile cunts, the seed I’d pumped into their wombs did its work, making them pregnant with my heirs.

I owned
 these women. I owned their pussies, I owned their milk-filled breasts - and most importantly, I owned their minds.

This was my kingdom now, and no one was ever, ever
 going to take it away from me.

As if conjured by my thoughts, one the guards appeared at the entrance to the pen. “Sir?”

I raised my head from Chloe’s cleavage. “Yes?”

“The new girl is here,” he said, his face completely neutral. “The arrival from earlier.”

Oh. Oh.


“Girls,” I grunted, working my way free of the tangle of limbs. “Everyone get up. I want you all to see this.”

They followed me across the room, where a new hucow was being put into a new pen. Only this was someone they all knew.

“She’s going to be our star performer,” I said with pride, patting the glass. “This bitch can put out more milk than ten hucows put together. And trust me, she’s going
 to be milked - constantly.”

The cow inside the pen was barely recognizable as the woman she used to be. As the guards fit the feedbag into her distorted snout, Naomi raised her head and locked eyes with me from the other side of the glass.

There wasn’t a single hint of recognition in those eyes. And there never would be again.

“The rest of you stay away from her,” I said with a grin. “I don’t want you to give her the idea that she’s part of our family
 or anything like that. Let this woman be a warning to the rest of you. Anyone - and I mean anyone
 who comes between us, who tries to tear us apart - they’re going to end up like that. Or worse
.”

I looked over my legion of bimbos, searching their expressions for any hint of guilt or disgust. There was none.

“Everyone understand?”

“Yes, Master

,” they chorused as one.

“Good. Now someone bring me some milk,” I grunted, settling into a comfy chair the guards had placed just next to the pen. “Straight from the source. I want to watch our new girl get put through her paces.”

“Sir.” One of the guards leaned down to my ear, dropping their voice. “About the product rollout. Your predecessor had some ideas about branding, but obviously we want to get your input…”

“You can route all of that through Jessica,” I said, shaking my head. “She’s in charge of the harem now. She’s got enough intelligence to work with you - besides, I trust our market analysts a hell of a lot more than I do my own instincts when it comes to sales.”

The employee swallowed. “You’re sure?”

“Absolutely,” I said with a big grin, watching them hook Naomi up. “For example, I think of something completely different when you say branding
. Didn’t ranchers usually take some pretty extreme steps to make sure no one took their cows away?”

He blanched and fled. But unlike him, the idea didn’t leave.

Chloe climbed into my lap and offered me her nipple. Her milk was 
creamy and perfect, as wonderful as the very first time I tasted it. And it always would be.

“Honey?” I asked sweetly, watching Naomi grunt and groan. “You’d deal with a little pain, wouldn’t you? If I asked you to? If it was for something I really wanted?”

“Of course, Master,” she said with a nod. “Why - what were you thinking?”

I watched Naomi, a wicked gleam in my eye. This was my kingdom now, not hers - and what better way to make that public?

“Call it a publicity stunt,” I said, my cock throbbing against Chloe’s cleavage. “To make sure everyone knows exactly what our new logo looks like…”

After all, every successful product needed a brand. And I was going to give our customers one they’d never forget.
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Part One: The Co-Ed

“Can we taste you again, Master? Please?”

The two women knelt before me, their bodies humming with eagerness as they pawed at my boxers. Only a short time ago, both of them had been lovers - girlfriends, utterly committed to each other and uninterested in anything with a cock. Now, neither of them could even remember
 a time before they’d served me. Their old lives had vanished - replaced by an all-consuming need to make me happy, to please me every minute of every hour of the day. To serve me.

More than that, to taste
 me.

A smirk lit up my face. “You want some more?” I asked, running my thumb along the underside of Joanna’s chin. Once upon a time Joanna was my best friend, the girl I’d been secretly lusting after ever since I had the ability to lust after women. It wasn’t a secret
 anymore - and Joanna was far, far more than a friend to me now. She was a slave; an addicted little slut who’d do anything I commanded as long as I gave her what she needed. Her tongue on my skin, her lips meeting mine - but best of all, my thick, throbbing cock buried in her throat.

For a time I’d felt guilty about it, but not anymore. Now...now it just felt right
. Natural. I’d kicked both women off their perfect little pedestals, seen them scream with primal lust as they came helplessly all over my cock, and used them exactly the way I always dreamed.

Honestly, I was getting a little bored of it being just the three of us. I already wanted more…

Joanna’s voice shook me out of my reverie - along with her hand on my hardening cock. She tugged my boxers down, both women groaning as my cock flopped out and dripped a bead of precum onto the floor.

“Fuck
, Master,” Joanna whimpered. “Please let us taste you? I need it so bad! I need to feel you in my mouth again…”


Addicts
, I thought with a chuckle. “Both of you are junkies now,” I grunted, taking my cock by the base. “And your drug of choice is this
.”

Their eyes went as large as saucers. I actually saw them licking their lips, twin wet spots growing on their panties as their pussies boiled over in anticipation. To think I used to look up to these girls!

“Yes, Master,” both of them whimpered in unison. “We’re your dirty little junkie whores. Will you please give us our fix, Master?”

I leaned back and guided the head of my cock between Joanna’s lips. “Suck me off. I want to come on your faces this time…”

As both women bent to their task, lapping at my cock with their tongues, I thought about how quickly everything had changed. How every tiny bit of contact with my skin made them want more,
 until both of them would do absolutely anything I commanded…

xXx

“Oh my God! What a fucking prick!”

“I know
!” Joanna took another sip of her wine and leaned back into the couch cushions. She crossed one leg over the other and arched an eyebrow, gesturing as if she were holding court. “And she totally forgave him! I swear, he can’t be that
 good in bed, can he?”

Emily, Joanna’s girlfriend, glanced up from her laptop and brushed away a lock of strawberry-blonde hair that had fallen in front of her eyes. “Some women. They just let the dick imprison them.”

Joanna laughed and downed the rest of the glass, then scooted closer to Em. “Not me.”

“No,” Emily said with a wry smile. “Not you.”

I coughed. I’d been doing that a lot lately. I rolled to the side and sat up, pressing down the footrest on Jo and Em’s recliner. “Who are we talking about, again?”

Joanna cast a surprised look in my direction. “Oh, you’re up. We were just talking about Claire. Her boyfriend’s an abusive prick.”

Emily turned her attention back to her laptop. She’d been doing that
 a lot lately, too - prioritizing her work over her girlfriend - but that was understandable, at least. She had a term paper due in three days; I just had some nasty bug that was going around.

I could feel my eyebrows rubbing together. Thinking was kind of hard with the fuzz in my head. “Abusive? I met that guy - I remember he looked like a stiff breeze might knock him over. Are we sure about this?”

“That was her last
 boyfriend.” Joanna held the bottle of wine out to Emily, and when the latter shook her head she shrugged and poured herself another glass. “He was nice
, I guess - just kind of a cheapskate.”

“Why is it so hard to leave an abusive partner,” Emily said in a long-suffering tone of voice, “and so easy to leave a broke one?”

“If you could figure that out,” I said, stifling another cough, “you’d 
both be rich.”

Emily tossed her head back and laughed. “If I don’t get this paper written,” she said after a moment, “I won’t be enrolled
 anymore. Is it cool with you two if I go headphone up in the bedroom?”

“Sure.” Joanna placed her wine glass between her palms and rolled it, giving the blonde her best come hither
 gesture. “But I will
 miss you, bitch.”

“Well, Jack’s always here if you get lonely.”

“Eww! I’m not into boys
. No offense, Jack.”

“None taken.” I slumped back into the chair, coughing harder. “Shit. Whatever this is has really gotten it’s hooks into me. You two sure you’re okay with me staying here?”

Joanna shrugged. “Sure. Alcohol’s supposed to be a disinfectant, anyway.” Seeing my expression, she held up her hands. “Besides,
 you are my best friend and Em and I are looking after you until you feel better. Don’t worry about getting your cooties all over us.”

“Gee, thanks.” Despite her words, I still felt awkward over taking advantage of Joanna and Emily’s hospitality. The two of them had met their freshman year on campus and fallen head-over-heels for 
each other almost instantly, going on to rent this apartment together a block or so away from the college’s Engineering building. Which was why when a sudden wave of awful feelings washed over me on my way out of class, I immediately thought of Jo. The two of us had been best friends since middle school, and we were always able to turn to each other in a pinch.


Once I thought that friendship might have grown into something more,
 I thought wistfully, watching the way Joanna looked at Emily as she went into the bedroom and shut the door. But I guess Em closed the door on that for good.
 I didn’t feel bad about it; honestly, I was happy for her. She deserved a good relationship. And it wasn’t like I hadn’t gotten dates in college myself - I just happened to be ‘between girlfriends’ at the moment.


If I had a girlfriend, I’d probably be at her place instead of being the third wheel here
, I thought blearily. I should really gather up my strength and head back to the dorms. Stop bothering these two…


I started to sit up when a cool hand on my forehead made me stop. Joanna stood over me, a worried look on her face. I didn’t even notice her get up. Shit, did I pass out?

“You feel real
 warm,” she said, frowning.

“Maybe I should go to the campus clinic,” I said, trying again to sit 
up.

Joanna shook her head. “No,” she said firmly, making her way into the kitchen. “They won’t know shit anyway - they’re terrible. Let me get you a glass of water and some Advil.”

That sounded pretty nice. I closed my eyes and listened to the sound of the water running. After a few moments, I heard Joanna walk back into the living room and press a glass into my hand.

“What,” I asked. “No wine for me?”

“Not with that temperature,” she said with a giggle. “Take your pills and chill out, Jack. I’m demanding you take the rest of the day off…”

She trailed off. I opened my eyes a crack to see her staring down at me, a strange look on her face. As if she’d seen - or felt - something she didn’t expect. Frowning, she brought her fingertips to her nose and sniffed them. Her pink tongue shot out of her mouth for an instant, pressing hard against the index finger before sliding back into her mouth.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

She stared at me for a moment longer, then she did something very strange. She leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.

I won’t deny it - it was pretty nice. If for no other reason than Jo’s lips were blessedly cool. Although as she held the kiss for another moment, then two, I became increasingly aware of her soft, feminine body all over mine.

She broke the kiss with an awkward look. “Sorry,” she said in a rush, her cheeks flushing crimson. “Just...Mom always used to take our temperature like that as kids. Said it was more accurate.”

The odd thing was, from the look on her face I could tell she was lying.

“No worries,” I said with a smile, covering the interaction. “How’d I feel?”

“A little bit better, actually.” Joanna made her way back to the couch and examined her wine glass, but the desire to drink seemed to have left her. She stared down at the coffee table, looking almost grumpy for a few moments, then sighed and crossed her arms.

“Is everything okay?” I asked. Because it was becoming increasingly clear that something weird was going on. That flush in Joanna’s cheeks wasn’t
 going away the way it normally did - and there was something intense and almost needy in the way she stared at me. She seemed keyed up somehow, like something had just pushed her buttons. Wait a second,
 I realized, my stomach sinking.

Then Joanna confirmed it. “You rest,” she said - too quickly. “I’m going to go bug Emily for a bit so you can chill out. Just cough really loudly if you need me.”

“Can do,” I said to her retreating back. There was no doubt about it - Joanna was turned on. Of course she is,
 I thought with a sigh. She’s living under the same roof with a gorgeous blonde babe like Emily. They’d probably be rubbing each others’ pussies senseless if I wasn’t ruining their afternoon.


I felt awkward, and the desire to get up and leave the two of them alone intensified. If I didn’t get out, I was pretty sure I’d be hearing the two of them going at it through the walls in a minute, and while normally a scenario like that would’ve been incredibly hot, this was Joanna we were talking about. I didn’t think about her that way.

At least, not anymore.

I tried, I really did. But even as I struggled to rise from the recliner, a wave of nausea overtook me. I closed my eyes tight, pressing my cheek against the cool back of the chair and sighing.


Five minutes,
 I thought. Then I’m getting up.


When I opened my eyes, the angle of the sun coming through the windows had changed. The room was slightly dimmer, as if a summer 
storm were rolling in from off the horizon. I blinked a couple of times, mentally checking my condition, and was surprised to discover I didn’t feel hot anymore at all - in fact, I felt healthier than I had in months.

That’s when something warm and wet enveloped my finger.

I sat up, jerking my hand away, but whatever had it was holding onto my wrist tightly. I heard a low, guttural groan of pleasure, and for a second I had the strangest feeling like I was back in my ex-girlfriend’s apartment. What the fuck
 was holding onto my hand so tight?

The darkness cleared, and I saw Joanna’s eyes. She knelt next to the recliner, my finger buried hilt-deep between her pouty lips, and there were tears streaming down her cheeks.

My eyes shot to the bedroom door. Emily is right there
, I thought, my heart thudding in my ribcage. If she opens that door, what the fuck is she going to assume this looks like?


“Joanna?” I hissed, keeping my voice to a whisper. “What the hell are you doing
?”

My finger left her mouth with a wet little pop. Joanna groaned in frustration, her hands trembling against the carpet. “Oh shit,” she 
whimpered.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. “You were sucking on my finger, Joanna. Like a fucking Popsicle...”

Something impossible entered her eyes. “I...I couldn’t help it,” she whimpered, arching her back. “I needed to taste you again…”

This was insane. I was filled with horror, horror and worry about my best friend. Yet at the same time, seeing Joanna so desperate and turned on was making me turned on along with her - my cock was rock-hard in my pants. I tried not to think about it.

“Your girlfriend is in the next room
,” I growled, saying almost as much for me as for her. “What the fuck are you thinking?”

All at once, her face collapsed. Her lips trembled, shoulders rocking in silent sobs. Hot, fresh tears rolled down her cheeks.

“I don’t know what I’m doing,” she admitted, sounding like she was on the verge of full-court tears. “What’s wrong with me, Jack? W-why am I doing this? Why can’t I stop myself!?”

Before I could say anything, she grabbed my wrist and shoved two fingers into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around them, savoring the taste, and at the same moment her eyes rolled back into her 
head. A low, lusty moan left her lips as she deepthroated the digits, treating them exactly the way I used to fantasize she might do to my cock one of these days.

“So good
,” she groaned, hand shaking like a leaf around my wrist. “So fucking good
…”

Something clicked in my brain. “It’s me,” I whispered, shocked. “You put your lips on my forehead, Jo. I got you sick.
 Somehow. Really fast, but...listen.” My voice quickened. “You’re not yourself right now, okay? We’ve got to get Emily, we’ve got to put you in bed and call a doctor-”

She shook her head. Every few seconds as she spoke, she’d reach out and lick my fingers, like she couldn’t help herself.

“It was earlier than that,” she said, locking eyes with me. “I put my hand on your forehead, and when I got you that glass of water...I just felt
 it. I had you on my fingers, Jack. I had you on my fingers, and the little bit of you on them called out to me
, and when I put my fingers to my lips...I felt amazing
. So much better than anything I’ve ever felt - not even Emily’s been able to make me feel so good…”

This was getting very, very weird. Now it wasn’t even about Emily anymore - it was about the crazy look in Joanna’s eyes. If I didn’t get out of this apartment soon, was she going to let me leave?

“You’re so perfect,” Joanna whimpered, giving me a look that no girl had ever sent my way. “You taste like everything I’ve ever wanted, Jack. Please, please
 don’t make me stop. I’ll do anything you want…”

“Woah, woah, woah
…”

Too late. Joanna crawled onto the recliner with me, straddling me. I’d never felt so much tension in a woman’s body before - like she was going to explode at any moment. With a start, I realized Joanna wasn’t just turned on; she was on overdrive. Her breasts heaved with huge, shuddering sobs as she ground herself against my thigh, biting her lip to keep from crying out.


This is so wrong,
 I thought. But that part of my brain was rapidly losing control.

“I’ll do anything,
” Joanna repeated, her hand sliding between my thighs. “I know how you feel about me, Jack. You’ve been carrying a torch for my hot little body for years. It must have killed
 you seeing me go lezzie, didn’t it? Especially when I ended up with a babe as scorching hot as Emily…”

“I was,” I gasped, “happy for you.”

“I’m sure you were,” she said with a smirk. “After all, you got the thought of your crush and a gorgeous blonde together in your spank 
bank for the rest of your life.”

“I…”

“But I know
,” she whispered, sliding her hand beneath my belt, “that you’ve always fantasized about me doing this to you.”

I couldn’t stop her. Honestly, I wasn’t even sure if I wanted
 to stop her anymore. Joanna tugged down my zipper, pulled my pants and boxers below my balls, and wrapped her fingers around my stiff, throbbing cock. Holy shit
 that felt amazing. I let out a little groan as she gave my balls a squeeze, and a spurt of precum shot from the tip to roll down the shaft.

Eyes widening, Joanna took her hand out of my pants. She stared at it - at the thin trail of clear pre-seed between her thumb and her index finger - and her jaw hit the floor.

There was a sudden thump from the bedroom. “Jo,” I hissed, “don’t-”

Too late. Her eyes locked on mine, Joanna leaned down and lapped my cum from her hand. She swirled her tongue around, getting every drop, then closed her eyes for a long moment. For a moment I thought she was having a seizure from how hard she was shaking - then her eyes opened and she gave me the most blissed-out, stoned 
look I’d ever seen.

“Holy shit
,” she whispered, a mischievous look entering her eyes. “Holy fucking shit, Jack…”

She slid down my body, her knees hitting the floor in front of the chair. The sound was met by another thud from the bedroom, and my mind filled with thoughts of what Emily might be doing in there. Getting ready to come out and check on us?

“You are so…” Joanna broke off and shook her head, staring up at me like she couldn’t find the words. “You’re everything
, Jack. God, I want you so much…”

Enough. This had gone way, way
 too far. I took hold of Joanna’s shoulders and tried to push her away from me, but all the strength had left my limbs. Joanna shrugged me off easily, then ran a finger down the sensitive skin of my shaft. Another fat bead of precum dribbled down on cue, and Jo scooped it up and thrust her finger between her lips like it was liquid gold.

“Oh man
,” she moaned, louder than before. “I have got
 to taste your cum, Jack. I need you to shoot in my mouth. Can you do that for me?”

“This is insane,” I whispered. “You don’t even like
 cock, Joanna!”

“I think I do,” she said, sounding shocked. “I think I really, really
 
do, Jack. At least...I love your
 cock…”

And before I could stop her, she made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and took me into her mouth. At that moment, I stopped caring about Emily in the other room. I stopped caring about whatever weird, twisted illness had infected my body and made Joanna absolutely addicted to my taste. I stopped worrying about the morality of the situation, or how awful of a person I was for letting Joanna cheat on Emily with me.

I didn’t care, because my dream girl was sucking my dick. It was simple as that.

Joanna’s eyes rolled back in her head as she sucked me off, her tongue swirling around me like a fucking tornado as she took me into the back of her throat. It wasn’t my first blowjob, but it was so much better than every other time that it might as well have been. Joanna was eager
 to suck me off, desperate
 to feel my balls drain into her mouth and throat. Whatever had a hold of her wasn’t letting go, and the best thing I could do in the moment was to enjoy the absolute fuck out of the way she was worshipping my cock.


This is good,
 I thought, watching Joanna bob up and down like a cork on my dick. She looked like she was having the time of her life, and every time she worked the tight seal of her lips up and down my shaft, I nearly came apart in her throat. This is really good

.

It was. It wasn’t just good - it was amazing
. By the time I realized something strange was happening to me, it was already too late to fight it. I watched Joanna suck me off, worshipping me like her own personal fertility god, and the more I watched, the more good
 it felt. The more right
, the more like the way the world ought to work.

“I was so in love with you,” I murmured, putting my hand on the back of her head. She accepted it eagerly, like she’d just been waiting for me to take control and start fucking her throat in earnest. “I would have done anything for you to do this to me back then, Jo. You understand? I would’ve crawled on my hands and knees through glass for you to look at me in that turned-on, I wanna fuck him
 way. Just once.”

Her eyes locked with mine. She didn’t stop for a second, but those eyes let me know she was hearing me loud and clear.

“Now look at you.” I started to chuckle. “I don’t even have to do anything. You get on your knees like a fucking sorority slut and suck my dick, just because you like the way I taste
. Why did I ever waste my time with you, Joanna? You’re not so fucking perfect after all. You’re just a wet, horny little animal, aren’t you?”

My cock left her mouth with a wet little pop
. She stroked me from 
base to tip as she spoke.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, her eyes glazed over like a junkie in the middle of a fix. “I’m so wet for you. I’ll let you fuck me - however you want - as long as you let me keep tasting this perfect fucking cock…
”

I was going to fuck Joanna. Holy fucking shit. Thirty minutes ago I would’ve said you were crazy for even suggesting it might ever happen.

“I want that,” I growled, stroking the side of her head. “But first I want to cum in your sweet little mouth, whore.”

She nodded eagerly and grinned. “Yes, Master. That’s what I want, too. I want to feel that thick, hot cum on my tongue. I want to swirl it around my mouth and taste your fucking essence
! I want you to give it to me, I want you to make me your dirty little slut and bust in my mouth again and again and again…”

I’d heard more than enough. No red-blooded man could turn down a woman talking like that - whether there was someone in the other room or not.

I grabbed a fistful of Joanna’s hair for leverage and buried myself hilt-deep in her sweet, tight throat. She moaned with wild, primal pleasure as I used
 
her, thrusting upward between her pouty lips hard enough to make my balls bounce against her chin. The sounds coming out of both of us were almost certainly more than enough to bring Emily running, but I no longer cared. The only thing that mattered was getting my cock wet. I watched it disappear between Joanna’s lips over and over again, her body trembling as I fucked her throat like a madman.

Joanna’s nails dug into my thighs, hard enough to draw blood. Her body quivered with pleasure as she took me deep, her knees knocking together as a high, animal whine left her throat. Suddenly she grunted with pleasure and a flood of juice filled her panties, staining the gray fabric dark. There was enough that a long, sticky trail of it dribbled between her thighs and made a puddle on the carpet. As it poured out, Jo took me even harder, locking eyes with me as tears of joy and release rolled down her cheeks.

Holy shit. Did she just cum
? I was barely even touching her. It shouldn’t have been possible, but it was true - Joanna came her brains out just from sucking me off. As she came down from her peak her hands stroked my chest, as if begging me to fill her mouth. Her expression grew needy and feverish, her eyes boring into mine with an intensity that no hooker or porn star could match. Only someone who loved
 me could look at me like that. Someone who desperately wanted me to be happy, who lived to make my dirtiest dreams come true.

“Please

,” she groaned around my cock. “Master, please…”

“I’m gonna cum,” I whispered, stroking her hair. Joanna’s eyes lit up. She sucked me even harder, her cheeks hollowing out as she completely disregarded her own comfort to give me the hottest, messiest blowjob possible. Every stroke brought me closer to the peak, and as I started to jerk inside of her throat I felt her body convulse and let go again, a new wave of girl-cum dripping all over the floor.


She’s getting off just on the thought of tasting my cum
, I realized. It was the biggest boost to my ego I’d ever gotten.

“Fuck, here it comes,” I growled, slamming my hips against her as hard as I could. “I’m gonna fill you up, Joanna. Going to pump you so full you won’t taste anything but my load for a fucking week…”

Joanna looked up at me like that was exactly what she wanted. And when the first thick wad of cum erupted from the head of my cock and splashed against the back of her throat, the orgasm that tore through her body made the first two look tame in comparison. If my skin was addictive and my cock so pleasurable that she literally couldn’t tear herself away from it, my cum was pure unadulterated bliss
. Whatever chemical or pheromone in my skin that turned Joanna into a slut was a hundred times more potent in my seed. Almost every other girl I’d ever been with would have taken this 
moment to pull off me, to let me finish on her face and tits - but not Jo. She wasn’t just eager for it, she was desperate.
 It was like she’d been lost in the desert for weeks and I was handing her a cold, clear glass of ice water. Her moans of pleasure were even louder than mine - even as wave after wave of release coursed through me, making my knees shake as I pumped jet after jet of hot, salty seed into my crush’s mouth.

The pleasure lasted for what felt like minutes. Long after the point where my balls would have been empty under any other circumstances, my cock kept twitching and spurting into Joanna’s mouth. She kept on sucking like she’d die if she stopped, desperate to get every last drop out of my balls. All while never breaking eye contact with me, without ever tearing her eyes away from my face. No girl I’d ever been with could match this performance - none of them had ever tried this hard, given themselves over to me completely.

As I came down from my peak, I felt suddenly playful. I pulled my cock from Joanna’s mouth (savoring the little whimper of frustration she made at being denied her treat) and slapped her cheek with it, leaving a streak of white cum along her tanned skin. Understanding me on a deep, primal level, she grabbed me by the base and pumped me a few times, jerking me off onto her face and giggling as she did it.

“I love you,” Joanna purred, her eyes clear. “I love you so much, 
Master. I’m so glad you’re in charge of my life now.”


Was I
? I supposed I was. As recently as yesterday that thought wouldn’t have sat well with me - but now, looking down at Joanna’s cum-covered face, it felt completely right. Why wouldn’t
 she want to serve me? She was worthless. A silly bimbo cunt, helplessly addicted to the taste of a man she’d been turning down for years. She’s sure as shit not worthy of my respect
, I thought with a chuckle.

“Damn right,” I growled, sliding the head of my cock between her lips. “Keep cleaning me off - that feels good. That’s about all you know how to do, isn’t it?”

“Yes Master,” Joanna murmured, treating my cock to long, slow licks. “That’s all I’m good for. I’m a dumb, horny little slut!”

Hearing those words come out of her mouth had me hard again in an instant. I was surprised, but not as surprised as Joanna. Her jaw fell, eyes widening in shock and delight as my rock-hard cock pressed against her face.

“Mmh, you want another round in my mouth?” Joanna grinned up at me like that was the best idea in the world. “Or would you like to fuck me, Master?”


That sounds even better
. “You know how many times I’ve jerked off 
imagining that tight, wet pussy wrapped around my dick?”

“You don’t have to imagine anymore,” Joanna assured me. The look on her face was sheer relief, but even with my cum on her face I could see the specter of addiction in her eyes. It wouldn’t be long before she’d be begging for her next fix - and I couldn’t wait. “You can have my cunt whenever you want it, Jack. I’m so fucking wet for you right now - so much wetter than I’ve ever
 been for Emily, I swear! Your dick owns
 me now, Master. I can’t stop thinking about it, and I don’t want to stop. Ever
.”

With a grunt, I grabbed Joanna by the hips and pulled her into the chair with me. I could feel the heat rolling off her cunt in waves, the air filled with the feral tang of her horny pussy. It switched off all the thoughts in my brain, left nothing but the primal desire to fuck.

“Gonna pump you full,” I growled, tearing off her skirt. “I’m going to stretch that tight little kitty with this big, hard cock until you scream
 for Master to stop-”

The bedroom door opened.

Emily stood in the doorway, headphones on with the cord trailing between her soft cleavage. Behind her, the laptop screen cast shadows on the bedroom wall. For a second, she had a mischievous look on her face like she was coming in to scare us - then her 
expression filled with shock. Her jaw hit the floor as her headphones slid off the back of her head and clattered to the carpet.

“Jo? What the fuck
 are you doing!?”

Joanna immediately looked to me, waiting to take her cue from her Master. But I was too busy staring at Emily. At that long, gorgeous blonde hair and that model-perfect face. Those flawless tits barely contained in her low-cut top, and that pert ass in her yoga pants. A piece of information Joanna had let slip a long time ago occurred to me - Emily was what Joanna called a gold-star lesbian
. Meaning that unlike Jo, she’d never dated a guy.

Emily was a virgin.

A tiny part of my mind protested, but that part of me was already losing control. Whatever illness in my blood that drove Joanna to addiction was inside of me, ripping away my morality, putting the possibilities of the situation right in my face like a stripper shaking her tits.


Oh yeah,
 I thought, squeezing Joanna’s ass. This is going to be fun.


“Come in and sit down,” I said, cutting Emily’s next words off. “Your girlfriend and I have a lot to tell you. This is going to be a bit of an adjustment, but I think you’re going to like the new arrangements 
around here.”


I
 was going to like them, at least. And right now, that was the only thing that mattered...


Part Two: The Girlfriends

“I can explain.”

Emily stood in the doorway, her face a mixture of shock and rage. Her hands were balled into fists at her sides, nails digging into her palms. The only light from her bedroom was the faint glow of her open laptop screen, and the shadows it threw over her made her look otherworldly - like some kind of angry, avenging ghost here to stop me from sinking my cock hilt-deep inside of Joanna’s pussy, claiming her the way I’d intended to just a few seconds ago. She stared daggers into me, her cheeks paling as the full import of what she was seeing sank into her brain.

It was the kind of look that not too long ago would have had me cringing on the floor, babbling my head off. But with a hot girl in your lap, ready to go, it’s hard to feel too ashamed about anything. Even stealing a woman’s girlfriend right out from under her.

“What the fuck
,” Emily whispered, shaking her head. “Please tell me this isn’t what it looks like, Jo.”

Emily’s girlfriend Joanna squirmed in my lap, her body humming with frustration. I knew she could still taste my cum in her mouth - that heavenly, addictive taste that made her a slave to my will - and 
that she’d been inches away from experiencing the mind-blowing pleasure of feeling that same wonder between her legs. For a moment Joanna’s eyes focused on Emily and she regarded the woman she loved most in the world like an annoyance, a buzzkill. Then a mischievous light flashed in her eyes.

“I couldn’t help it,” she blurted, cheeks flushing as she ground her soaking wet pussy against my thigh. “He made me, Em.”

Emily’s expression turned to stone. “Made
 you!?”

Uh oh.

Before either of us could get another word in, Emily rushed forward and shoved Joanna off of me. The curvy brunette slid to the floor, whimpering in frustration as she clung to Emily’s hips. Emily’s hair was up in a messy bun and she’d changed into a pair of skintight yoga pants at some point while she worked on her essay - as Joanna fell she grabbed onto those pants with a squeal and tried to tug them down Emily’s legs, exposing her tanned thighs and black thong panties. With a grunt, Emily twisted at the hips, shaking her off.

Then there was a flash of pain, sharp and stinging. It took me a second to realize I’d just been slapped in the face.

“You son of a bitch
,” Emily snarled, fingers curling into a fist. It was 
clear she wasn’t sure if she wanted to keep slapping me or just start hitting. “You sick fucking bastard!”

Her fist trembled, and I saw the punch coming a moment before she swung. I reached out and caught it inches from my face, my fingers encircling her wrist in a white-knuckle grip. Her eyes widened and she redoubled her effort, leaning over me and putting her weight into it.

“Call the police!” she yelled, glancing at the silently watching Joanna over her shoulder. But Joanna didn’t make a move, and that’s when I noticed she was staring right at me. Grinning.

Suddenly it clicked. She set this up,
 I realized with a smirk. She got Emily right on top of me. Right where she’s most vulnerable…


I saw Emily’s face scrunch up in confusion. “What’s the matter, Jo?” she asked, shifting more weight onto her heels. “Did he hurt you-”


Now,
 I thought.

While Emily spoke, I’d been watching her mouth. At the moment her gaze swiveled its furthest away from me, I rolled off the shoulder Emily wasn’t pressing down into the floor with her weight and stabbed my free hand upward. As I did I turned my fingers into a gun with the thumb sticking to the side and the index and middle fingers 
pointed straight ahead.

Those fingers slipped effortlessly between Emily’s lips and into her warm, wet mouth.

For a moment the three of us froze, one insane tableau. Me on the floor, Emily with her mouth open and her eyes locked on Joanna, Jo sitting back on her haunches and watching the whole scene expectantly. Then Emily’s eyes - just her eyes - moved to me, and for a fraction of a second something impossible entered her expression.

Then reality reasserted itself, and she shoved me away with a cry.

“What the fuck
!?” Emily yelled, standing up. She ran her fingers along the inside of her mouth and stared at them in disbelief, then turned her fury on me. “What the hell is wrong with you, you fucking pervert?”

“Good girl,” Joanna mewled. “Feel it spreading inside of you. Feel Master’s touch invading your mind…”

Emily’s expression turned ashen. “Master
?”

Joanna just grinned wider. “That’s right. It was a wine glass for me, Em - just Master’s fingerprints on the rim. The ghost of his touch on my skin. That’s all it took for me to taste him - for the most amazing 
fucking thing I’ve ever tasted to get inside of me. And you got him right on your tongue. Honestly, I’m a little jealous!”

“I...I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Emily took a step towards her lover, turning away as if removing me from her sight could halt what was already happening inside of her. “What...what is
 this, Jo? What the fuck have you done to me?”

The two women were oh so close to each other now. There was no doubt that Emily could feel the heat rolling off her girlfriend’s skin, could see the feverish gleam in her eyes. Could tell how thoroughly and completely what used to be hers belonged to me now. The knowledge made her eyebrows raise in horror, even as her pale cheeks flushed with arousal.

Joanna stepped forward and encircled Emily’s waist, pulling her into an embrace.

“I’m not going to tell you to give in,” she whispered with a smirk, savoring the moment. “I want you to fight it, Em. Because the harder you fight it, the sweeter it’s going to be when you drop to your knees and beg to suck Master’s cock…”

Emily’s back stiffened - but before she could push Joanna away, I was there.

I grabbed her from behind, slamming my hand over her mouth. Joanna chuckled darkly as Emily squirmed in my grip, struggling to get away before we could do...what, exactly? There was nothing she could do to fight it. In a way, it was the most natural thing in the world - what was a more universal part of the human experience than catching a nasty bug every now and then?


If nothing else,
 I thought, I
 can help it along
.

I slid two fingers into Emily’s mouth and watched with pleasure as a complicated mix of emotions warred on her face. She looked disgusted, and ashamed - and more turned on than she’d ever been in her life. Her resistance only lasted a few more seconds, and I got to watch it crumble in real time as she went from trying to get away to helplessly sucking on my fingers, unable to stop the cravings for more of my taste.

“God, you look so fucking sexy right now,” Joanna purred, holding Emily tight. “You can’t stop yourself anymore, can you? You want to, but it’s like your body won’t even listen to you. I know
 that feeling, Emily. I fought it so
 hard, when all I really wanted was for someone to do this to me…”

With that, she slipped her hand beneath the waistband of Emily’s yoga pants. The gorgeous blonde stiffened for a moment, then melted
 against me as Joanna slid her fingers into Em’s pussy and 
started to massage her clit. Low, throaty moans of pleasure poured from Emily’s throat as she rode Joanna’s fingers, bucking and thrashing even as she sucked greedily at my own fingers and swirled her tongue around them.

Fuck, I was so turned on. My cock had gone rock-solid in my boxers, pressing hard against Emily’s luscious ass. I couldn’t believe how horny all of this made me. The old me would have been horrified at the thought of using Emily this way, of treating her like nothing more than a fuckdoll for my own pleasure. Now it got my motor going in all kinds of ways. The suction of her lips around my fingers, the total loss of control as she rapidly lost the struggle to control herself...all of it touched a very dark, very fun part of my caveman brain.

“God, you’re so close already,” Joanna panted. “I don’t think I’ve ever made you cum this fast. I’ve definitely never felt you this fucking wet
, at least. You’re not even wearing panties, either, you bad girl. Were you planning on kicking Jack out and having a little fun with me in your room once you finished your essay?”

A few more hard pumps between her legs, and Emily hit the wall. She arched her back, the muscles between her shoulder blades clenching under the thin fabric of her blouse as she came. Wet squelching sounds filled the room as Joanna kept on stabbing her fingers into Em’s cunt, a flood of wetness staining her dark yoga pants. I couldn’t help myself - I grabbed one of Emily’s tits with my free hand and 
mauled it as she climaxed, grinding my cock against the firm flesh of her ass. She didn’t stop me, she was lost in the pleasure - she just kept on sucking my fingers like they were the only thing in the universe that mattered.

We both held Emily tight as she came down from her peak. The sexy blonde shuddered and sobbed in my arms, tears rolling down her cheeks. Her eyes opened, rolling in their sockets like she couldn’t understand how she’d gotten herself into this situation.

My fingers left her mouth with a wet little pop
. Emily grit her teeth, tried to shove the both of us away. She succeeded with Joanna; then I let her go and took a step backward. I wanted to see what happened next.

“Oh my gawd
,” Emily moaned. She sank to her knees, trembling all over as the full knowledge of what she just did sank into her. “Oh my fucking God,
 Joanna…”

Joanna stood over her, beaming. “That was the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” the lithe brunette purred. “You looked so good losing yourself like that. You’re going to make such a good little slave for Master…”

“Master
,” Emily muttered, glancing at me over her shoulder. As if on cue, I unhooked my belt. A little whimper passed her lips and she 
looked away like I’d suddenly become blinding. “No! Please don’t do this, Jo!”

“It’s already done,” her girlfriend said with a giggle. “You belong to Jack now. You’re going to love it soooo
 much, Em! Trust me, having Master’s cum in your mouth is so
 much better than his fingers. You and I are going to get high off it every fucking day!”

“You...you sucked him off?” Emily’s face fell. It seemed like there was a little bit of humanity left in her, after all.

She nodded. “Of course. I’ll do anything for Master. If you’d come out of your room a couple minutes later, he would’ve had his cock buried all the way in my cunt. Maybe he’d have been pumping me full of his cum right when you opened the door - fuck,
 that would have been so hot…”

Emily started to sob. “Don’t do this to me, Joanna,” she begged, clinging to her lover’s legs. “Please! I...I love you! I was going to propose to you as soon as we graduated...I want to marry you! I don’t want to spend my life with anyone other than you…!”

“Ah, but I think you do,” I said with a chuckle. The sound of the button on my jeans unfastening filled the apartment. “I think you can feel how badly you want something else, Emily. I think it’s tearing you up inside right now. It’s getting harder to fight it, isn’t 
it?”

She whirled on me. “Shut the fuck up!” Tears rolled down her cheeks, even as the stain between her legs continued to spread. “You’re a monster. How could you do this to your best friend!”

“It was her idea,” I said with a shrug. “She’s the one who wanted to add you to my...well, harem, I guess.” I thought about it for a moment, watching the struggle on Emily’s face. “Although I’ve got to say, I’m not anywhere near as conflicted about it as I was a few minutes ago. I think this little bug we’ve all caught is starting to affect me, too.”

Emily looked at me like I’d just tossed her a life-preserver. “Affect you how
, Jack?”

“You said she was my best friend,” I said with a glance at Joanna. “I don’t really think she is, not anymore. I don’t really have friends
 anymore when it comes to females.”

Emily’s face hardened. “You have to fight it,” she said, her voice filled with a quiet intensity. “You’re a good person, Jack - I know it. You can resist this…”

“Resist what?
” The idea seemed absurd to me. “I used to think so highly of Joanna, I really did. Now, it’s like...like I don’t even see her 
as a person anymore. I’m not so sure about you, either.”

For a fraction of a second, Emily’s eyes traveled to the door. Then they slammed back to me, searching my gaze for any clue that she’d just been caught out. Not so fast,
 I thought with a smirk, not letting the emotion show on my face. Wait for it…


“That’s not who you are,” Emily whispered. “That’s not who Joanna
 is. Just because you’re sick, just because you’ve made my girlfriend physically addicted to your taste, doesn’t mean you have to turn into some misogynistic monster-”

“You know what I think about when I look at you?” I asked, stepping closer. Behind Emily, Joanna did the same, though I don’t think Emily noticed. “When I look at that girl you care so much about?”

Emily shook her head, her face going white. “Don’t do this. Please. I...I’m scared…”

“All I think about is using
 you,” I growled, my grin widening. “What kind of positions I could put the two of you in. How hot and primal and fucking right
 it would be to pump both of you full over and over again until you’ve got big, swollen bellies full of my heirs…”

There was a blur of motion. Emily took her shot, but she’d already blown it by alerting me to her intentions earlier - by the time she 
bolted for the door, both Joanna and I were ready. My arm hooked around her waist, stopping her in her tracks. The momentum nearly made her flip over, then Joanna made it worse by literally springing
 onto her back like some kind of crazed animal.

“No!” Emily screamed. “You can’t make me! I can fight this - I won’t end a fucking junkie! Somebody help, HELP
-”

“This ought to shut you up,” I grunted. My free hand tangled in her hair, tugging so hard that new tears sprang to Emily’s eyes. She looked up at me for a moment, shocked by the pain, and that’s when I leaned over and kissed her, hard
.

For a few seconds, she struggled to escape. Then she melted against me, her protests turning to gentle murmurs as the chemicals hit her bloodstream. She relaxed, letting my tongue slide into her mouth. Her eyes rolled back until only the whites showed, her thighs clenching together in sudden pleasure.

“It’s so
 hot watching this,” Joanna purred from my side. “Do you mind if I touch myself, Master?”

I pulled away from the kiss. “Knock yourself out,” I said with a smirk, then leaned over and continued making out with Emily.


Curious
, I thought. There were definitely degrees when it came to 
my newfound power. Kissing someone delivered a much more potent load of the virus than just sticking my fingers in someone’s mouth, although both were nothing compared to the effect my cock and cum had on Joanna. Which prompted the question: since both a woman’s mouth and her cunt were mucus membranes, would burying my cock deep inside of these two women have an even greater
 effect? Would cumming inside of their unprotected pussies bind them to me even tighter?

There was only one way to find out.

“For what it’s worth,” I grunted, breaking the kiss, “I am
 a little sorry for doing this to you, Emily. I’ve been fantasizing about fucking Joanna for years, but you...you’re just kind of a bonus. But you’re just so fucking hot
. Joanna really hit the lottery with you…”

“I’m so happy I did,” Joanna chimed in. “I’m glad I ended up with a woman who turns you on, so that both of us could serve you, Master.”

With a grunt, I lifted Emily off her feet and tossed her over my shoulder. Her fists battered my back, but her protests were weak now - she was way too turned on to be properly angry with me. Once was I done fucking her, she’d never be angry with me again, no matter what I did. I could order her and her girlfriend to do anything, however fucked up and depraved, and they’d be happy to 
obey.

I shot a burst of precum onto the floor as I carried Emily into her room.

“You don’t need this anymore,” I said with a grunt, knocking her laptop to the floor. The screen flickered and winked out, making the dim room even dimmer. “Guess they’ll never get that essay out of you now.”

She was like a ragdoll in my arms as I set her down on the bed. Joanna climbed on, splaying out next to her girlfriend with her ass in the air, presenting herself to me. I gave that ass a hard, stinging slap and watched with pride as Joanna bit her lip and moaned.

Then I turned my attention to Emily. She stared up at me from the bed, her eyes heavy-lidded. I could see the pure, primal need
 written on every inch of her gorgeous body, yet somehow she continued to resist.

“I hate you,” she snarled, lips trembling.

“That’s nice,” I said, taking my shirt off. “Help undress your girlfriend, Joanna.”

Jo did so with pleasure, stripping off Emily’s yoga pants and tight top 
as the blonde lay there writhing. True to what she’d said, Emily wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. Her tight young pussy was freshly shaven, dripping with juice. It looked like it hadn’t stopped since Joanna got her off with her fingers - the addiction in her brain was driving the slit between her legs into overdrive, filling her with a craving
 stronger than anything she’d ever known.

“It’s weird,” I said with a chuckle as Emily’s flawless body lay exposed before me.

“What is, Master?” Joanna asked.

I looked the blonde up and down. Joanna had a tighter little frame and a rounder, fuller ass, but Emily’s tits more than made up for any areas where her girlfriend had her beat. I was quibbling, though: both women were insanely hot, way higher-quality than any of the girls I’d taken to bed before getting my powers.


Both of them would look so good pregnant
, a dark part of my brain whispered. I can’t wait to breed them…


“She’s...different than you,” I said, shaking my head. “All that Master shit. Wanting to worship me as your God. None of that’s happened with her.”

Joanna laughed. “Give it time. She’ll come around. Or maybe she won’t - maybe she is
 
different. After all, I liked cock even before I met her, and she’s a dirty little lezzie. You do
 know you’re going to be the first guy to ever fuck her, right?”

I did. And that knowledge sent a dark, sweet thrill through my veins. It made my cock throb. But it didn’t make my concerns go away.

“Maybe it affects everyone differently,” I said, trailing off. “Well, the only way to find out is to do more research.”

Joanna licked her lips. “You want me and Em to help you enslave even more
 girls, Master?”

“Maybe,” I murmured. To tell the truth, I was pretty sure I no longer had any say in the matter. Whatever had its hooks in me was just as powerful as what was affecting Joanna and Emily, and I didn’t think I had it in me to stop myself at just two girls. But unlike them, I had no qualms about expanding my harem.

This was fun
.

From her position on the bed, Emily snarled up at me. “Do it,” she growled. “Rape me. Get it over with. But I’m never
 going to worship you, Jack - and Joanna, I’m never going to forgive you for betraying me…”

“Rape you!?” I leaned back, chuckling. “I would never do such a thing, Emily.”

Sudden hope shown in her eyes. “You...you mean it?”

“Of course.” I spread my arms. “You’re going to ask for it, Emily. You’re going to beg
 me to fuck you.”

Before she had a chance to retort, I grabbed Joanna by the hips and yanked her leggings off. Her tanned, round ass lay exposed beneath, and the slap I gave to her cheek made the ones I’d put there before look tiny in comparison.

“God I can’t wait to fuck you,” I growled, mounting Joanna from behind. “I’ve wanted to do this to you for so long, Joanna. You have any idea how many nights I went to bed with my fist around my cock, fantasizing about putting it inside of you?”

Joanna glanced over her shoulder at me and winked. “You’ll never have to wrap your hand around your cock again, Master,” she purred. “Unless you want to stroke yourself onto our faces, that is. But before you fuck me, will you promise me one thing?”

I felt my eyebrows shoot to my hairline. Joanna was asking me favors
, now? “What?”

She turned to Emily and a wicked, knowing grin spread across her face. “Make me pregnant,” she whimpered, locking eyes with the woman who used to be her entire world. “Knock me up. Breed my fertile little pussy, Master. Promise?”

How the hell could I not?

“I can do that,” I said, running the swollen head of my cock along her dripping, pulsing slit. “I think I can definitely do that for you, slut.”

“Jo, wait,” Emily mewled. “Sweetheart, please-”

It was too late. With a grunt, I slammed my hips forward, burying my cock hilt-deep inside of Joanna’s sweet, tight cunt it in a single smooth motion. Joanna’s mouth opened wide, her back arching and eyes rolling back as I drove all the way into her and hammered her g-spot like a fucking anvil. As Emily watched, helpless, her girlfriend cried out and came on my cock. One hard stroke was all it took to send Joanna over the edge - the addictive power of my taste was strong enough to make her climax instantly.

“I guess that settles it,” I growled with a savage grin, spanking Joanna’s ass as I fucked her harder. “That’s even better than in your mouth, isn’t it?”

It was a few moments before Joanna regained the power of speech. 
Sweat poured off her lithe body as she fucked me back, riding my cock doggystyle as spasms of pure pleasure made her expression tremble.

“Holy fuck,
” she finally whimpered, tears dribbling down her cheeks. “Holy, holy fuck!
”

The sound and smell of sex filled the room as I pounded Joanna hard. My cock slammed into her again and again, her walls wrapping themselves around me as I pumped in and out of her tight, throbbing opening. From the sounds coming out of Joanna’s mouth as I fucked her from behind, she was about to cum again - then she did
 cum, groaning as another torrent of wetness dribbled down her thighs.

“This is so good,” she sobbed, pressing her face into the pillows. “This is the best fucking thing I’ve ever felt holy shit I’m going to cum again…”

She did. And as she did, she turned her head to the side and stared right at Emily.

“Tell her more,” I said, slapping Jo’s ass. “Tell her how amazing it feels to get fucked by Master.”

“It’s the most heavenly thing in the world,” Joanna sighed, a look of pure awe filling her features as she narrated to Emily. You know how 
bad you want a hit right now, Em? Every time he hits the back of my fucking cunt
 with that perfect cock, it’s like I’ve just gotten the biggest fucking hit of my life. The whole line, the whole pipe - the whole fucking bottle! And every fucking time is just as good as the first - every fucking time
…”

I could see it in Emily’s eyes - she was breaking. A thin trail of juice dribbled from her cunt, leaving a puddle on the sheets as she watched me fuck her girlfriend’s brains out. She needed
 me, and that need was finally overriding every last shred of common sense left in her head.

“He’s God, Emily,” Joanna panted, biting her lip like she couldn’t believe how naughty what she’d just said was. “He is
! Ohmigod I feel so
 fucking good right now! I feel like I’m cumming all the fucking time - and when Master puts his cum inside of me, it’s going to be even better! I’m so addicted to his cum, I need it so bad, it’s all I can think about every second of every day - please give it to me Master please show me I’m a good little girl for you and pump me full of your hot fucking load…!”

Joanna was completely off-script, but I didn’t care. Her cunt was like a furnace, the walls wrapping around me with every thrust so tight that I couldn’t tell where she ended and I began. My balls bounced against her ass with every thrust, tightening as I felt myself tugged up the peak. My cock twitched inside of her, preparing to shoot, and 
as she felt it a look of insane bliss lit up Joanna’s face.

“He’s going to do it! He’s going to give me his seed!” Joanna grabbed Emily tight and held her, staring right into her eyes. “He’s going to breed me, Em. Then he’s going to breed you
, and I’m going to help him, and then we’re going to make so many girls
 into wet, submissive slaves for Master! Every girl we know - at least the ones who are hot enough to serve him!”

“Please,” Emily groaned. It wasn’t clear whether she was begging for Joanna to stop or for me to pull out and start fucking her. I didn’t think Emily knew, either. “Fuck…”

“I’m gonna watch him fuck you,” Joanna said with a nasty giggle. “I’m going to watch him take your virgin pussy and get you pregnant the very first time you fuck a guy! I’m going to help him do it, Emily, and it’s going to be so much fun…”

A sob tore from Emily’s throat. “I thought you loved me.”

“I do
!” Joanna cried. “I love you so much, Emily. I can’t wait for both of us to be Master’s braindead little slaves. We’re going to be so fucking good at it
! I love you so much, that’s why I want you to be Master’s hot little slave girl forever…”

I couldn’t take anymore. Between Joanna’s tight little pussy and the utterly filthy
 
shit coming out of her mouth, I was fucking done. One more hard thrust was all it took to send me over the edge. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as the first hot jet of cum erupted from my cock, shooting directly into Joanna’s fertile, unprotected womb. She screamed
 in triumph, literally tossing her arms in the air like she’d just won a sporting match as I pumped her pussy full. Her cunt clenched around me, making the orgasms she’d had on the way look like the prelude to the real
 earthquake, and when she gripped me tight and pulled
 my cock deep into her womb, I was more than happy to pump every last drop inside of my balls into her tight, wet cunt.

Finally I pulled out of her, shooting a last string of seed across her round ass. Joanna giggled and rolled onto her back, laying down next to her former girlfriend and holding her hand.

“No birth control,” she purred, running a hand down Emily’s side. “Girls with girls don’t need it - when they’re monogamous, at least. Do you even know when your most fertile days are, Em?”

She shook her head, and when she looked up at me, all traces of resistance left in her face were gone. Something about watching Joanna cum, witnessing her pour her heart out even as I used her tight little kitty to get off, broke the sexy blonde co-ed. She didn’t look like she was ready to start calling me Master
 or God
 yet - she looked too confused to do much other than take my cock at this 
point. But I was more than happy to have that.

“No,” she whimpered, staring up at me. “But I’m...I’m pretty sure it’s now.” Her fingers strayed to the valley between her legs. “I’ve never been turned on like this before - I’m sorry
, Joanna, but it’s true. I love you, but...oh my God I’ve never felt like this before…”

Joanna giggled. “That’s alright. I know exactly what you mean. Now you just focus on lying back and making this as good for Master as possible, alright?”

“You do
 want me to fuck you, right?” There was a cold smirk in my voice. “You’re not throwing the r-word around anymore?”

A little whimper left Emily’s lips as she shook her head. “No. I...I want it…”

My cock was fully hard and coated with a mixture of mine and Joanna’s juices. With a sneer, I grabbed a thick gob of it and smeared it across Emily’s breasts, leaving a thick streak. Her eyes widened in shock, then went glassy as the pleasure hit her.

“Holy fucking shit!”
 she screamed.

Emily arched her back and cried out, every muscle tensing as just the sensation of my seed on her skin got her off. Her thighs squeezed 
together, the trickle between her thighs turning into a soaking fucking puddle under her ass as she came.

“Good girl,” I grunted, mounting her. “I wanted to make everything nice and tight for my cock. I know this is your first time, so don’t worry - I’ll go nice and slow. Until you ask me for more. Understood?”

She nodded, tears rolling down her cheeks. “Why am I crying?” she asked in an off-hand way. “I... I don’t understand…”

“That’s alright,” I said. “I do.”

I could see the woman behind her eyes - the one screaming her head off, trying to reassert control. But she was never going to have control again. She’d be trapped there, watching everything helplessly through a thick pane of glass, until she came all over my cock and that part of her disintegrated completely.

Fuck it made me hard just thinking about it.

I grabbed Emily’s thighs and pulled her to me. One leg went over each of my shoulders, lifting her ass off the comforter and putting her hot slit against the meat of my cock. A little whimper of expectation left her lips as she felt the contact, the cum covering the super-sensitive skin around her slit.

“Better than fingers, huh?” I asked. Without waiting for a response, I put both hands on her hips and buried myself inside of her.

To my surprise, I found sudden resistance. There was a moment where everything slowed, where a trickle of pain found its way into Emily’s expression - then bliss. I sank hilt-deep inside of her, the first and only man to ever experience the soft touch of her inner walls, and when I pulled back to do it again, there was a smear of blood on my shaft.

“Fuck, you weren’t kidding,” I growled, something deep and primal within me pleased at the sight. “You really are a virgin.”

“Were
,” she moaned, rocking her hips gently on my cock. “Fuck me, Master. Don’t hold back just because it’s my first time. I want you to fuck me just as hard as you did Joanna - I want you to use
 my hot little cunt to get yourself off as hard as you want…”

“Your wish,” I chuckled, “is my command.”

If Emily had any idea what was coming, she was wrong. With my newfound strength, it was the easiest thing in the world to lift her half off of the bed and slam
 myself deep inside of her, filling her cunt with long, savage strokes. I felt her cunt clench around me as the first of many climaxes tore through her body, filling her with a pleasure that was so much sweeter than anything a woman could have given her. 
She rode my cock like she was fucking made for it, bringing her hips down on me in perfect time with my strokes.

“You’re doing so good,” Joanna whispered beside her. “Look how much pleasure you’re giving Master. I bet his cock is like a piece of fucking granite inside of you, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Emily said, crying out in pleasure. “Oh, fuck yes!”

“Cum in her, Master,” Joanna begged. She stroked Emily’s hair as she spoke, her other hand idly stroking herself between her thighs. “Make her pregnant, just like me. Make us your bitches
. Make our bellies grow big with your seed so everyone on campus knows you own
 us, that we belong
 to you, that we’re your fucking property
 and you can do whatever you want with us…!”

 


I couldn’t hold back. I’d intended to, but Joanna’s words undid me. What a wonderfully filthy girl.

I leaned forward and put all my weight on Emily, using it to drill deep inside of her. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as I fully cut loose, pumping in and out of her so quickly that it was hard to keep my rhythm. The pleasure crested higher, then higher, then broke like a fucking tidal wave as I exploded inside of her. Thick, hot ropes of liquid lava filled Emily’s cunt, rewiring her brain in an instant as the pleasure and addiction blew out every fucking 
circuit in her brain’s mental blueprint. I felt her cum beneath me, the spasms in her cunt only adding to the immense pleasure. The feeling of release
 was like nothing else.

When I finally came back to myself, both women were curled up next to me, giggling and sighing. They pressed as much of their skin against me as they could, getting high off the contact. With a shared look, they leaned over and started to lick me - Joanna nibbling at my chin, Emily at my thighs. They would never be able to disobey me again - the addiction was too strong, it had burnt them out and replaced them with slaves who lived only for pleasure.

As Emily strayed closer to my cock, I grabbed a handful of her hair and guided her lips onto the head. For a moment she stiffened, then relaxed and let it slide into her throat. She bobbed up and down like a cork, groaning with pleasure as her tongue swirled around me to savor the juices on my cock.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” I grunted, watching her work. “How’d you get so good at sucking cock?”

“Well, she’s always been tier-one at eating my box,” Joanna said, stretching. “Besides, she really
 wants to please you, Master. She wants to make it up to you for being such a bitch earlier - I can tell.”

It didn’t take long at all to wring a third orgasm out of me. Emily’s 
eyes went as large as dinner plates as the first jet of seed hit the back of her throat, giving her a fix that would ensure she’d be addicted to giving me BJs for the rest of her life. She kept sucking me long after I came, making a tight seal with her lips to get every last drop out of my balls. Finally, spent, she curled up next to me and sobbed gently.

“I love you, Master,” Emily whimpered. “I’m so sorry I resisted you. I should have known it was impossible - you’re so perfect. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted…”


Yes
, I thought, holding both women close. But you two? You are
 not everything I’ve ever wanted. Because I want more.


If I could have this much fun with two women, how much better would three be? Four? An entire team of girls, dedicated to pleasing me…

“I have an idea,” I said.

Both girls rolled onto their elbows and smiled at me. “Go ahead, Master,” Joanna whispered. “We live to serve.”

“That essay of yours,” I said, my gaze traveling to the laptop on the floor. “I think, Emily, that you’re going to turn it in today after all…”


Part Three: The MILF

“Will you do me a favor, Master?”

Joanna tossed her hair over one shoulder and glanced back at me, her eyes smouldering. She was on all fours on the table in front of me, her big round ass in the air. Beneath it, her tight little slit dripped juice. Clearly, displaying herself like this for me turned Joanna on; only it felt like there wasn’t anything that didn’t
 turn Joanna on anymore. She was totally, helplessly addicted to me - even with the two of us in the conference room in a building on campus, waiting for Emily to finish turning in her essay, she couldn’t help but strip naked and offer her body for my pleasure.


What a perfect little slut
, I thought, looking her up and down. I gently stroked the contour of her thigh and was rewarded with a throaty moan from Joanna.

“For you, babe? Anything.” My fingers tightened in the firm flesh of her ass. “What kind of favor were you thinking of?”

Joanna bit her lip, flushing a deep crimson. “When you fuck me this time,” she whimpered, moaning like I was already inside of her, “and you start to feel like you’re really close and you’re about to cum - tell me. Okay?”

I frowned. This was new - and anything that was new out of one of my addicted bimbo babes was cause for concern. I still had no earthly idea how the illness that gave me my incredible powers worked, or how long they might last. It wasn’t something I’d worried about while I was making Joanna and Emily into my personal little harem threesome, but lately I’d caught myself keeping a close eye on them. If this was
 all because of some sort of disease, what happened when they got well?

“I want to try something different,” Joanna purred, rocking her ass in a slow, luscious circle. “Something special for you. Just tell me when you’re about to bust inside of me, Master!”

Fuck, this girl was so hot. I’d had a crush on Joanna ever since I was old enough to have
 crushes, and it still blew my mind that she’d do absolutely anything I wanted now. I couldn’t get enough of her - and when you put her together with Emily, her former lesbian girlfriend, the two of them could do wonderful, filthy things.

With a smirk, I slid two fingers between her thighs and stuck them into her dripping, swollen slit. The reaction from her was immediate and intense - she arched her back and whimpered with need, rocking her ass back to try and get more of the digits inside of her. Every inch of me was addictive, so just having my fingers inside of Joanna made her feel like she was getting off on some expensive designer drug. At first that freaked me out, but lately I’d started to kind of get 
off on the power I had over them.

“I’ll warn you,” I growled, giving Joanna’s ass a swat with my free hand. “But the way you fuck, you might not have time to do anything fancy. You do bad things to me, girl…”

“I do,” Joanna purred. “I love
 doing them. And if you don’t take those fingers out of me and fill me with your dick, I’m gonna cum so loud that the entire campus hears it. Fuck me
, Master!”

I couldn’t hold back anymore - Joanna was begging for it, and her sexy little body was screaming almost as loud. I mounted her from behind, a hand at her neck forcing her down against the table, and let the head of my cock slide up and down her needy slit.

“You want this cock? Tell me how bad you want this fucking cock.” I wanted her to beg for it, to make me feel like her fucking King - and when it came to talking me up, Joanna never disappointed.

“Fill my pussy, Daddy,” Joanna whined, tugging at my thighs with the backs of her ankles. “Please, Daddy, I need it so fucking bad…”


Daddy
? That was new. But I kinda liked it.

Grabbing onto her hair for leverage, I slammed my hips forward and sank hilt-deep into Joanna’s cunt. No matter how many times I entered her, it never failed to floor me just how ready
 
she was for me. So hot, so wet, so perfectly tight that the walls of her cunt fit around my cock like a skintight glove. I’d been meant
 to fuck this girl - I knew it deep down in my heart of hearts. All that time she’d spent with Emily had just been a diversion, a waiting period before the man who truly
 owned her arrived to stake his claim.

The sounds of wet, hot sex filled the conference room. If anyone came in now they’d see everything, but I didn’t care. Hell, I wanted them to see.

“Oh shit!” Joanna glanced over her shoulder at me, licking her lips. “You like that tight pussy, Daddy? You like the way that tight pussy treats your dick?”

Never in a million years would I have imagined my sweet, innocent crush Joanna talking like that. It was the sexiest fucking thing in the world - and as I brought my hand down on her ass, making her squeal, all I wanted was to hear even more.

“Fuck yeah,” I growled, my thoughts returning to me. “You feel so fucking good. You feel like you were fucking made
 for me, Jo - made to ride this big, hard cock.”

“I was, Daddy - oh, I so
 was!”

Grinning, I gave Joanna’s ass another spank - on the other cheek this time - and fucked her hard as I watched the supple flesh redden. Her ass bounced back and forth in time with my strokes as I drove deep into her, shaking the entire table with my thrusts. Whatever this power had done to Joanna and Emily, it had also made me stronger - in ways I didn’t realize until I saw them in action. Laughing with pleasure, I lifted Joanna’s feet clear off the ground and dug my fingers into her hips, holding her aloft like a wet little fuckdoll. The angle let me go even deeper inside of her, and the tenor of her moans changed pitch and intensity as I started to hit that special spot all the way inside of her back walls.

“I need you inside me,” Joanna panted, half-mad from getting her fix. “I need you inside me all the time, Daddy! I love you so fucking much, I love
 the way you fucking fuck me…!”

A moment later Joanna’s head shot upward like it was tugged by an invisible string. Her back arched, and a scream of release escaped from her throat. She was cumming, but I already knew that - I could feel it in the way her walls clenched around me, gripping tight and pulling me deeper inside of her.

“Ohhhhh fuck
!” Joanna reached back, nails digging into my thighs as she rode out her orgasm. “Fuck yeah, don’t stop fucking me Daddy! Keep claiming that tight little pussy!”

I didn’t stop - although climax made Joanna so tight that I could barely fit inside of her. I could feel my balls slapping against her ass with every thrust, adding to the wet squelching sounds as I pounded her harder and harder. The pleasure kept building and building until I got tunnel vision, the rest of the world falling away. There was nothing except the gorgeous babe beneath me, her thick ass and her banging tits - and almost too late, I realized I was getting close to the edge.

“Fuck, I’m really close, Joanna,” I gasped, trying to mentally force myself back from exploding inside of her. “God, you’re making me feel so good…”

I don’t know what I expected, exactly. A special move, maybe. Something that put me at a deeper angle inside of her, allowed me to shoot directly into her waiting, willing womb. What I definitely did not
 expect was for Joanna to let out a squeal and grip the table tight, pulling away from me.

My cock slid out of her with a wet little pop, twitching and throbbing with need. The sudden lack of a tight, wet cunt around me made me groan audibly in frustration. What the fuck
 was Joanna doing? She rotated around on the tabletop like she was about to do some kind of trick, her face filled with concentration. She eyed me hungrily as she moved, her expression turning mischievous as she put whatever plan she had in her mind into motion.

Joanna scooted her pert ass to the edge of the table and then sank off of it, dropping to her knees. For a moment I expected her to lean over and wrap her lips around the head of my cock, but that was not what she did. Instead, she grabbed my cock by the base. The combination of my precum and her juices made it super-slick, making it easy as hell for her to stroke it long and hard. She did so, then took her free hand and wrapped it around the undersides of her tits, pressing them together and upward like they were in some sort of badass push-up bra.

She looked up at me as she stroked and met my eyes, my own filled with confusion. Then she opened her mouth and everything became clear.

“I need your cum, Daddy,” she begged, nibbling at her bottom lip as her hand pumped up and down my prick. “I need you to shoot it all over my tits. I want you to bathe
 me in that load - I want every fucking drop you’ve got inside those big, swollen balls. I want it all
 Daddy, all of it, give it to me please
 cum for me…”


Holy fucking shit.
 Joanna looked so amazing this way, on her knees and begging for my load. And she’d deftly taken control with a single move - there was nothing for me to do but stare down at her and feel the pleasure she was giving me as she coaxed out my load. I stiffened in her hand as her pumping took me over the edge, made me throb and jerk as I started to cum…

“Oh fuck, Daddy, yes! Fucking shoot for me…!”

I did. Oh how I did. The tip of my cock erupted like a geyser, firing rope after rope of thick, liquid-hot cum all over Joanna’s waiting breasts. She cried out in triumph as it splashed all over her luscious orbs, coating them in a thick glaze of seed. She didn’t stop pumping me, either - she kept right on, holding my shaft tight and making sure she got every drop to go right where she wanted. My knees shook as I pumped out the last few jets of my cum, that draining sensation of pure relief
 mixing with the pleasure as I watched the show. God, it looked just like a fucking porn. Dimly I wondered if Joanna was going to lick it off of her tits like it was fucking ice cream - if she did, I wanted to have my camera ready. I didn’t trust my brain to record every hot detail of a scene like that in the way I’d want to relive it over and over again.

When I was finally empty, Joanna took my cock into her mouth and licked it clean. Nothing fancy, just her tongue teasing my swollen head and swirling around the base as she lapped up everything that hadn’t ended up on her breasts. It prolonged my pleasure, but it gave even more to her - I watched her thighs clench together as she came twice in quick succession, the pure bliss of tasting my addictive seed sending her over the edge. As soon as her mouth left me, I slid to the side and rested against the edge of the table, panting gently.

“Shit, that was fucking awesome,” I said, laughing a bit as I rocked back on my heels. “You made me cum so fucking much. Wow.”

“Mmmh, it was my pleasure,” Joanna moaned. Her lips were parted just enough for me to see her playing with my load on her tongue.

“What got into you there?” I asked, genuinely curious now that my lust had somewhat abated. “I thought I was going to finish inside of you. Not that what you didn’t wasn’t fucking awesome - I mean, it was wild
. You totally looked like a pornstar taking my load all over you like that.”

“That was the first reason,” Joanna said with a grin. “I’m always trying to think of new ways to get you off - and we’ve never done anything
 with my tits. You’ve never even fucked them!”

“I won’t make that mistake again,” I said, leering at her glazed orbs. She still hadn’t made any move to taste my cum - she was just staring at it like she knew something I didn’t. “What’s the other reason?”

“Secondly,” Joanna said, admiring the load on her tits, “it’ll make this part a whole lot easier.”

“What part?” I asked. But just then, the door to the conference room opened behind us. I jerked around, expecting an unwelcome guest, but it was just Emily. The sight of her made my cock perk up - a fact 
Joanna couldn’t help but notice. Ever since Emily had tasted me and become my eager servant, her style of dress had shifted from “conservative college girl” to “total sorority whore” with fashions to match. Today she was wearing a tight, low-cut tank top that showed off her bare midriff and a glorious expanse of her tanned, perky breasts, along with a pair of skintight yoga pants that let any guy or girl with eyes and half an imagination picture exactly what she’d look like naked from the waist down.


Fuck yeah,
 I thought, smirking. Threesome time.
 Then I noticed that Emily wasn’t alone.

Walking behind her with a deliciously confused look on her gorgeous face was Veronika Jenkins - Professor Jenkins to Emily and I. She was well-known to me and the entire campus as one of the strictest, bitchiest teachers you’d ever have. Yet, somehow, every semester her class was packed full of horny young freshmen entertaining their cougar-fucking fantasies. She was hot, busty, and redheaded - three of my favorite adjectives to describe a woman’s appearance. I had no idea how Emily had gotten along with her so well, but maybe the ‘old’ her had been industrious enough to meet her exacting standards.

Veronika’s heels clicked against the floor as she made her way shakily into the room. Her eyes widened when she realized there were two naked students here with her, and when she saw the load 
across Joanna’s tits she froze, her face going pale.

“What...what the hell is going on?” she whispered. I was impressed - all the normal haughty command was gone from her voice. Emily must have done a number on her,
 I mused.

“Why, Em, you brought me a present,” I said, delighted. “Now I understand why you were so eager for me to fuck Joanna on campus.”

That wasn’t all I understood. Make this part easier, indeed. What a clever pair of sluts.


“Jo...Joanna told me to come here with her,” Veronika moaned, staring at Joanna’s come-covered tits while obviously doing everything in her power to try and stop staring. “She came to my office and turned in her mid-term essay, and then everything started getting...fuzzy. She told me if I followed her hear, I could fix it?”

I chuckled low in my throat. “I see,” I growled, sliding off the table. I rose to my full height, hard cock poking ahead of me like a tree trunk as I loomed over Veronika. “You didn’t think there was anything weird about her handing in a paper
 copy of an essay?”

Veronika’s gaze met my own. Please help me,
 those eyes begged. I don’t understand what’s going on
.

She shouldn’t have worried. Everything was going to make sense very, very soon.

“Emily t-told me her e-mail wasn’t working,” Veronika spat. It was clear she was not
 accustomed to being the powerless person in the room. “Can you help me please, I think I’m sick...something is wrong…”

“Nothing’s wrong,” I grunted, cutting her off. “You are
 sick. The reason you’re sick is because that essay Emily gave you was covered in my jizz.”

Veronika’s eyes went big as saucers. I saw the anger flare in her expression, then drain away as something impossible flooded her bloodstream. “What?”

“Once Emily was done with her essay and printed out it,” I said, making it sound like the most clever prank in the world, “I had her jerk me off all over it. She was pissed, of course - she wanted all that hot cum inside of her mouth and pussy - but she understood. It would bring you
 here, Professor Jenkins, and that was worth a little delayed gratification on her part.”

“What!?” A betrayed expression filled Veronika’s face as she glanced from me to Emily. “But why? I don’t know what’s going on here...I don’t feel good…”

“Oh, I think you’re starting to feel very
 
good,” I said with a chuckle. I reached out and stroked her long red hair, cock twitching against my thigh. “You’re so fucking hot, Miss J,” I growled. “I have fantasized about fucking your brains out since the very first day of class my freshman year.”

She pulled away, danger flashing in her eyes. Now
 she understood - but it was already too late. I could see her nipples straining beneath the thin fabric of her top, could smell
 the feral tang of her horny pussy as it boiled over and soaked her panties. She was about a half-second from jumping my bones, and the catalyst Joanna was carrying on her tits would make it a sure thing whenever I chose to use it.

“That’s not...not happening,” she muttered, looking around for the door. “I’m calling the police…”

“Oh come on, you can’t possibly be surprised,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. “Every guy in your classes was thinking the same thing - probably with their hard, sore cocks pressed up against the underside of their desks. I’ve never felt so much repressed sexual attention in one room. There wasn’t a single person in there who wouldn’t have traded their grade for the chance to bend you over your desk and pound the bitchiness right out of you. Or get in a circle around you and take turns jerking off all over your perfect makeup. You knew exactly what you were doing, Miss J - and you 
got off on it.”

“That sounds so fucking hot,” Joanna said with a shudder. “You should totally
 make her do that tomorrow, Daddy…”

“I’m leaving,” Veronika said - but even her own voice didn’t sound sure. She wheeled away, nearly losing her balance, and clutched Emily’s shoulder tight. “I don’t know what you were hoping to achieve with this stunt, Emily,” she said, voice quaking, “but I will be reporting this!”

One chuckle from me and she froze up. “You could
 do that,” I said, savoring the power I had over her now. “You could walk right out of this room and let the campus authorities know all about this. That we gave you an essay contaminated with bodily fluids, that you walked in on two students fucking in campus building...you could even spin the stuff about coming on your face as some kind of sexual harrassment shit.” With a grin, I stepped to the side and let Joanna come forward. My seed stood out pearly white against her tanned skin, marking it in thick streaks.

Veronika saw it and her self-control crumbled.

“Or
,” I said, rolling the syllable over my tongue, “you could lick every drop of my jizz off this co-ed’s tits.”

Sweat broke out on Veronika’s forehead.

“The choice is yours, Miss J,” I said. “But I think we both know what you’ll do. It’s already inside of you, isn’t it?”

With an agonized expression, Veronika put a hand to the side of her head. “I can feel
 it,” she whispered, her tone filled with equal parts horror and lust. “Is that...is that your
 cum?”

I chuckled darkly. “Who else’s would it be?”

But Veronika wasn’t paying attention. She stepped forward, the world around her fading until all she could see were those co-ed’s heavenly breasts, coated in my seed. “It smells so good,” she murmured, like someone in a trance. “I want it so badly...I’ve never craved
 anything so strongly before. I need it…”

She started to bend down, then shook herself. “No! No, I have to keep control! I’m not...I’m not letting some pervert
 student use me for his own twisted desires…”

I was about to start giving her orders myself, but just then Emily stepped forward and put a hand on Veronika’s shoulder. A sympathetic, friendly hand.

“Veronika,” she whispered, speaking to a familiarity I hadn’t known 
teacher and student possessed. “This is what you want. This is what your hot little body was made for. Ever since Master decided he wanted to fuck you, it was inevitable that you’d become his whore.”

Veronika whirled around, tears beading in the corners of her eyes. “You’re addicted to it, aren’t you?”

Emily smiled knowingly and giggled. “Of course
 I am, Veronika. How could I not be? Once you taste his cum, you’ll realize how silly you’ve been to ever think you could resist. Master is the most perfect thing I’ve ever experienced. I love Master. And,” she purred, pulling Veronika in close and licking her lips, “you’re going to love him, too.”

“You confided in me,” Veronika moaned, the tears falling freely now. “I know you, Emily. I know you like girls…”

“Of course I do, silly.” Something sharp entered Emily’s eyes. “It turns Master on so much. I’m going to fool around with Joanna while he fucks you.”

Veronika gasped.

“Now,” Emily growled, grabbing Veronika around the waist, “stop stalling and put that fucking load in your mouth, whore…!”

Veronika fought it for a moment - but only a moment. It was too much a part of her already - just the one contact with my fluids had given her an addiction, made her too weak to resist. She struggled weakly in Emily’s arms, then lowered her face in between Joanna’s breasts and moaned like something inside of her was dying.

Which, to be fair, it probably was.

“Taste it,” I commanded, watching my seed smear Veronika’s cheeks. “Put all of it inside you, you nasty fucking MILF. Make yourself into a good little junkie whore for me.”

For a second, I wondered if I might have made a mistake. Veronika’s lips were a tight little line, and it almost seemed as if she might successfully fight off her craving. Then I saw her hot pink tongue slid out of her mouth and into my seed. Sobs wracked her curvy frame as she lapped at my jizz, turning into moans of delight as the pleasure infiltrated her body.

“Yes,” I grunted, triumph filling my voice. God damn
 I was hard as a rock. “Get every last drop, Veronika. Get it all like a good girl…”

As I watched her go, Emily reached between my legs and grabbed my cock. Her own juices covered her fingers, and she used them to pump her hand up and down my shaft. Even as she did, she watched Veronika, spellbound.

“I’m so jealous of her,” Emily murmured, watching the gorgeous redhead lap up my cum.

“Jealous?” It was hard to think with a hand around my cock and such a beautiful woman to stare at - it took a second for the word to sink in. “Why?”

“You only get to have your first taste once,” Emily said with a sigh. “Mine was so
 fucking wonderful. I get wet every time I think of it, Master.”


Good,
 I thought with a smirk.

Beneath us, Veronika was just about done drinking my cum. Joanna’s tits gleamed with saliva from the beautiful redhead’s work, and it was clear that all of this was really getting her wet on top of everything else. Her nipples were hard as diamonds. She bit back a moan of pleasure as Veronika pulled one into her mouth, sucking it clean of my pearly seed, then sighed with bliss.

“I need more,” Veronika said, turning to look up at me. All signs of resistance were gone from her eyes now - her pupils were the size of fucking dinner plates. She was high - high in a way she’d never experienced in all of her thirty-five years of life. She was mine
 now, and she’d do anything to get another fix of my alpha male essence.

“Ask politely,” I grunted, trembling beneath Emily’s touch.

“I need more,” Veronika repeated, her eyes traveling back and forth, “...Master.”

Joanna, Emily and I all grinned as one. Emily’s hand tensed around my cock, and a thin jet of precum splashed onto the floor. Veronika watched it hungrily as it spread into a puddle, looking like she wanted to get on her knees and lick it off the carpet. Which would have been sexy as hell, but the way Emily was jerking me off made me want to fuck something, now
.

“Good girl,” I growled, shrugging off Emily and lifting Veronika onto the table. “If you make Master feel good, you might get a load on your tits of your very own.”

Veronika’s face was like Christmas morning. “You promise, Master?”

A harsh smirk spread across my face. “No,” I said, yanking down her top. “I already did that to one girl today. You’re getting this load pumped right inside your cunt, Miss J. A nice thick load just for you.”

Veronika shuddered with need, her lips trembling. “I...I’m not on birth control…”

“Good

,” I said, reaching into her top and mauling one of her soft tits. They were bigger than either Emily or Joanna’s, and so much paler - this was a woman who didn’t sunbathe or spend much time at the beach, or do anything
 outside of an academic setting, really. I was looking forward to changing that.

Her expression went glazed as I ran a thumb over her stiffening nipple, teasing it. “Oh shit,” she moaned. “That...that feels so good, Master…”

“Hmm, I’m not sure about ‘Master,’” I said, reaching around her waist to unhook her skirt. “This one-” I jerked a thumb at Emily, “-calls me that, and Joanna’s started in on Daddy
 which, I gotta say, I like a lot more than I thought. But you?”

She looked like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar and was afraid I was going to spank her. “I’ll call you whatever you want, Master,” she whispered, her face paling. “And, and you can call me
 whatever you want! Slut, bitch, whore...any of them are fine. Any degrading thing you’d want to say to me - I’m totally fine with that! It makes me so fucking wet…”

I looked her up and down, thinking. With her skirt pulled off, she was naked beneath the waist besides a pair of thin cotton panties, which were fucking soaked
 with her juices. Her tits were nearly spilling from her top, and I could have ripped that off any moment I chose 
to.


She’s so much older than me,
 I thought, stroking her inner thigh, but so fucking hot. An authority figure - someone I used to have to listen to. She could almost be my…


A wicked smile lit up my face. “I have something filthier in mind,” I growled, laying her on her back across the wood. Her pert ass hung over the edge of the table like an open invitation. “Something really fucked up.”

“Anything,” Veronika begged. “Anything as long as you give me that dick, as long as you put some of that sweet, heavenly cum inside of me-”

“I want,” I growled, tearing off her panties, “for you to call me son
.”

Both co-eds next to me stiffened, and I worried I’d just gone too far. Had I reached the limits of the infection?

I risked a glance over at Joanna, who was staring at me open-mouthed. “What?”

“That,” she grunted, “is so fucking hot, Daddy
.”

The smirk returned. “Thank you, angel. Daddy likes this MILF’s hot, 
tight little pussy. Look, she’s even a natural redhead. God, that really gets me going.”

“She’s older than either of us,” Joanna said, her voice filling with mischief, “but she’s still so fucking fertile, Daddy. You could definitely
 put a baby inside of her.”

“Oh, no fucking doubt,” Emily added. “You could knock this bitch up so easily!”

“S...son?” Veronika looked over her shoulder, testing the unfamiliar word on her tongue. “Please, I...I need you inside of me…”

Everything snapped together. The world was perfect. Laughing, I took my cock by the base and guided the swollen, dripping head into Veronika’s folds, pushing gently into them. Her expression melted with pleasure as my cock and precum entered her bloodstream, sending her addiction into the stratosphere.

“I’m going to pump you full, Mommy,” I growled, amazed at my own audacity. “I’m going to breed
 you.”

Before she could respond, I thrust hard and drove hilt-deep inside of Veronika’s tight, wet little pussy. Her words died on her lips as her mouth contorted into a perfect ‘o’ of pleasure. Her inner walls gripped me tight, clenching around me as that first perfect stroke 
sent the hot redhead MILF over the edge into climax.

“Your cunt feels so good, Mom,” I panted, jackhammering inside of her with long, hard thrusts. From that angle I could look down and watch myself enter her over and over again, my cock disappearing into her tight little slit like a magic trick as I stretched her walls. It was a toss-up between staring at that and her gorgeous bouncing tits as I fucked her.

“Beg me for it,” I growled, settling into a hard, driving rhythm. “Beg me to cum in your cunt, Mom.”

Veronika swallowed hard, licked her lips, and complied. “I… I want you to cum in me, son,” she begged, grimacing and groaning as pleasure wracked her body. “I want you to shoot all that hot cum right in Mommy’s cunt! Please, I fucking need you to give it all to me, please
!”

“Even if it makes you pregnant?” I asked, grabbing one of her tits and mauling it with my fist.

“Yes! Mommy doesn’t care, Mommy just...holy fucking shit
 that feels so good
…!”

Suddenly Emily was next to me, her tongue wet and hot against my ear. “Imagine how good she’d look with a big, swollen belly,” the 
blonde co-ed said teasingly. “She’ll try so hard to hide it, but all the boys in her class will eventually see. They’ll know some man has made Professor J his bitch
.”

“They won’t see a fucking ring on her finger, either,” Joanna added with a laugh.

Emily chuckled and shook her head. “Mmmh hmm. They’ll all know she got knocked up
, Master. That she was too much of a whore
 to use protection. Hey, maybe you could order her to tell any student who asks exactly
 how she got pregnant - she can tell them that the bitchy Professor was such a whore she begged
 for a man to put a baby inside of her…”

I couldn’t hold back any more. With Emily and Joanna at my ears, and Veronika quivering beneath me, it was too much to stand. I grabbed Veronika’s hips with both hands and drilled her with jackhammer force, ringing her g-spot like a bell with every hard thrust. Her womb clenched around me, pulling me in, and as I hit the point of no return and sailed right over somehow I knew
 that I was going to breed her on the very first try.

“Gonna pump you full!” I cried, in the throes of orgasm. “Gonna pump your tight little cunt full of my heirs, Mommy…!”

The world went white with pleasure. Fireworks exploded behind my 
eyes as my cock spurted inside of her, spraying burst after burst of hot sticky seed against her inner walls. Veronika howled
 with pleasure as she felt me erupt inside of her, filling her cunt with my thick, virile load. Pulse after pulse of pure pleasure worked its way up and down my spine as I pumped her full, draining every last drop of cum directly into her willing, waiting womb.

When I was done, I collapsed next to her on the table. Instantly Emily and Joanna were in motion, cleaning me up and making my post-sex afterglow as wonderful as possible. Joanna rode my chest, thrusting her big tits in my face as she told me what a good job I’d done impregnating ‘Mommy’, while Emily got on her knees and sucked me clean. That got me hard again, and right around the time she was finishing up she felt me spurting inside of her mouth. She took me deep, the head of my cock against the back of her throat as I shot a final, third load directly into my bimbo slave’s tight little throat. Once she was finally done, I scooted back so that all of me was laying on the desk and relaxed.


Holy fuck
, I thought, a little ashamed of myself now that the pleasure had passed. That was amazing. And fucked-up. But mostly amazing…


When I opened my eyes, Veronika was staring at me hungrily. She trembled as she lay across the table, my seed oozing out of her and running in a thin trail down one creamy thigh.

“What have I done?” she asked, tears rolling down her chin. “I...I just ruined my life. My husband...he’ll never forgive me…”


Oh shit
. “That doesn’t matter anymore,” I said forcefully, exerting my will over Professor Jenkins. But the tears didn’t stop. “Veronika, I order you to stop…”

Both girls were flummoxed as well. “It’s not working, Daddy,” Joanna said, her eyebrows furrowed together.

“She’s not taking it the way Jo and I did,” Emily added. “I mean, my submission was a little bit different than Joanna’s to begin with, but this...this is something else…”

Suddenly Veronika sat up. “Don’t worry,” she said, still trembling gently. “I’m not going to the police. I...I belong to you, now. I’m yours. I’m Mommy
, as fucked up as that is. And I...I’m already craving
 another taste of you…”

That was reassuring, at least. But I didn’t feel good about these mixed emotions in my new bimbo’s face. “But what?”

She tried to give me the most serious look she could - which is hard to do when you’re naked and a stranger’s come is dripping out of your cunt. “I’m going to fix this,” she said in a whisper. “What you’re doing - it isn’t right. I can’t fight it, but...I’m going to help you see the 
truth.”

As the three of us watched, shocked, she walked forward and took my head in her hands.

“I’m going to save you
,” she said in a tone so motherly and understanding that I nearly got emotional. “Save you from this monster that’s gotten inside of you, Jack.”

Both of my other girls shared a look.

“Daddy isn’t a monster
,” Joanna protested.

“You stuck-up bitch
,” Emily added.

“Shh,” Veronika whispered. “It’s okay. I know. Jack understands. I’m going to help you, son, really I am - but first, I need you to do something for me.”

Something inside of me hardened. Had I done this without thinking about it? Was part of me guilty about my new-found power, so guilty that I created this...brainwashed bimbo to guilt me?

Or was a part of me just straight-up getting off
 on this?

“I need you,” Veronika purred, nipples stiffening against my chest, 
“to fuck Mommy again.”

I guess I had my answer.


Part Four: The Cheerleaders

The three cheerleaders lay spread-eagled before me, playing with their pussies as they begged for me to fuck each of them first.

“Please, Master!” The first, a sensuous blonde still wearing the torn remnants of her uniform, parted her thighs as wide as she could as if showing how well she could wrap her legs around me. “I need you inside me! My tight, wet little slit will give your dick so much pleasure! Every boy in school wants it, but I’ve saved it just for you…”

Next to her, the Latina brunette who just a few minutes ago had been her best friend snorted and rolled over, sticking her big ass in the air. “Fuck that,” she growled, her dark eyes flashing up at me. “I want you to fuck me in the ass, papi
. I’ve never let any man into my tight little culo
, but you can stick it in as deep and hard as you want…”

Both of them were cut off by a grunt of pleasure. All eyes turned to see the third girl, the tight, athletic cheerleader with the milky-pale skin and huge tits, staring as she slid two fingers into her dripping snatch and pumped them madly.

“Fuck me,

” she begged, biting her lip, “because I need that very first load, Sir. I’m not on birth control, and the thought of you getting me pregnant has got me hotter than I’ve ever been in my entire fucking life! Please pump a baby into me, Sir - please?”

Yesterday, these three girls wouldn’t have given me so much as the time of day - now they were offering their gorgeous, tempting bodies to me. Begging
 me to pick them over their friends, so they could lord it over everyone else that I’d chosen them
 to be my first conquest in the group.

It was amazing how quickly a simple little cold could change everything.

“Well now,” I grunted, noting with pleasure that all three girls started salivating on cue as I unhooked my belt. “This is going to be one hell of a tough decision…”


“Where do you think you’re going?”

I glanced backwards over my shoulder to see Veronika lounging, her head against a pillow with the covers bunched up around her waist. Her cheeks were flushed with afterglow, the thin sheen of sweat coating her forehead a testament to how hard she’d just been fucked. Her messy red hair hung down over her shoulders like a halo, and sticking to it were long, white streaks of my seed. It wasn’t just on her hair - it had splashed all over her breasts, her belly, her gorgeous cougar face.

More than any of the other girls I’d made into my bimbo servants with my new power, Veronika liked me to get off on
 her even more than inside of her. Maybe it was because she’d gotten her first taste of my addictive power from licking it off the breasts of the co-ed I’d had a crush on for years; maybe it was because I’d already done what every guy on campus fantasized about doing to her tight, welcoming womb. There was no confirmation as of yet, but there was no doubt in mine or any of my girls’ minds what kind of results we were going to get from Veronika’s next pregnancy test. I’d bred
 her, and if that meant she wanted me to pull out and bust on her face and tits so she could taste it, then more often than not, that’s what I was going to do.

Also it looked fucking degrading as hell, and that always gave me a big enough erection afterwards to fuck her again.

“I need a break,” I said with a grin, swinging my legs over the edge of the bed. God, when was the last time they’d touched the floor? “Get some food. Some of this stuff called water - maybe you’ve heard of it?”

In a flash she was in motion, crawling past me on all fours. “Don’t get up,” she said, giggling as her big, swaying tits pressed against my cock on the way across the bed. “I’ll make you whatever you want. Would a sandwich and a bottle of water make you feel better?”

I bit back a sigh and looked Veronika up and down. What would really make me feel better,
 I thought, meeting her eyes, would be to get the hell out of here for a bit.
 But Veronika was doing everything in her power to stop that. Worse, I knew why.

She saw the hesitation in me, and her eyes smouldered in response. “Please, baby,” she purred, one hand straying between her thighs. “Let me feed you. Let me take care of you the way a good little housewifey
 should, then you can fuck Mommy’s pussy again. Or maybe my ass this time? You can’t shoot every
 load on my face, even though I love it so
 so much…”

“You’re not a housewife,” I grunted, putting my hands on her hips. “I know what you’re trying to do, Veronika. It won’t work.”

Veronika’s expression hardened as she looked down at me. “You 
don’t need to go out, baby,” she said, watching me intensely. “You’ve got everything you need right here.”

“Maybe,” I growled, standing up. “But I don’t have everything I want
.”

An edge of desperation worked its way into Veronika’s tone. “Baby, come on - I’m so fucking wet for you,” she purred, trying to slide my hand between her thighs. “Lay back down and I’ll give you a nice, sloppy blowjob until you fill my mouth with your cum-”

I shook my head. “I’m going out. Joanna and Emily are going to be here any minute. They’re getting all three of us tickets to the game tonight. We’re going to have a great time, and that’s that.”

Veronika’s eyes grew watery with tears. “And how many girls are you going to infect while you’re there, Jack? Are you going to rip their lives away - turn them into your brainless little bimbo slaves?”

I was getting tired of hearing this. I’d tried to stop it, but whatever quirk of my illness caused it to affect every woman I infected differently also
 kept me from changing those differences. Veronika might have been totally devoted to me - a perfect little MILF housewife was exactly
 what she wanted to be - but she was also determined to somehow save my soul. To keep me from spreading my power across campus, from expanding the ranks of my harem to 
including every girl I could possibly want to fuck. Dozens of them, hundreds of them. It was kind of cute the way she clung to her moral compass like someone hanging from a cliff by their fingertips. Not cute enough for me to take her seriously, though.

“Get out of my way,” I growled. “I’m getting dressed.” I shoved her backwards - it was no more than the gentlest of pushes - but Veronika was forced bodily against the wall of the bedroom with a yelp. I stared down at my hands, shocked.

“See? You don’t even know your own strength!” Veronika spat, tears streaming down her cheeks. “You’re getting more and more powerful - if you go out now, every girl who gets within fifty yards of you is going to end up on her knees without even knowing why…”

I smirked. “That sounds wonderful
,” I said. “Ah - sounds like the girls are back.”

I had just enough time to throw on a polo and some slacks before the front door opened. Joanna and Emily came rushing in, giggling and fondling each other as they play-fought their way onto the couch. Emily pushed Joanna down on her shoulders, then as I watched the two started to make out in front of me, going at it hot and heavy. It was sexy as hell, but if I didn’t stop them soon they’d be eating each other out for hours.

I cleared my throat.

Emily glanced up, a mischievous look on her face. “Oh, hi Master! Are you done fucking Mom?”

Beneath her, Joanna squealed and worked her head free of the couch cushions, favoring me with a nasty grin. “Daddy!
 Mmh, Emily’s got me feeling so funny
 right now, Daddy! Would you and Mommy tuck me into bed and help me figure out why I feel so silly between my legs?”

That sounded...well, it sounded fucking filthy.
 Normally I would have jumped at it, but if I got back into bed with Veronika now, she’d never let me out of the apartment.

“Did you two get the tickets?” I asked, struggling not to think about my cock straining in my boxers.

As if on cue, both girls gave me the same innocent, who me?
 expression. Then a slow, wicked smile spread across Emily’s face.

“No, Master,” she whispered, her voice fringed with barely-contained excitement.

“No?”

She bit her bottom lip and wiggled her eyebrows. “We did even better!”


Emily sprang up, and what fell from her hand to hang from her fingers as she did was not tickets to the big game. It was a set of laminated cards, tucked into plastic sleeves and hanging from lanyards. I stared at them for a second, confused, before Emily got wind of my expression.

“They’re press passes
,” she said, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Genuine fucking campus press passes, Master!”

“You know what that means, Daddy?” Joanna rolled over onto her stomach and stretched like a cat across the couch. “What you can do?”

I shook my head. Obviously whatever it was had both of them fit to burst, but I still didn’t understand.

“It means,” Emily said, smiling at her partner-in-crime, “that you can go into the locker rooms
. It means that Joanna and me can go into the cheerleaders’
 locker room during halftime.”

Oh. Oh
.

“We’re gonna bring a spray bottle full of aerosol deodorant,” Joanna said, trembling with excitement. “And your cum

. With all the sweat and steam in there, five minutes after we spray it every one of those hot little cheerleaders will be mindlessly rubbing their pussies, waiting for their new Daddy
 to arrive!”

“Or playing with each other,
” Emily added with a glance. “The part that matters is, all of them will be worshipping you-”

Veronika appeared in the doorway, naked. “Please don’t do this.”

Both girls shot her a bemused look. “Go back to bed, Mom
,” Emily said with a dismissive sniff. “You’re about to be old
 news.”

“Yeah, when Daddy has an entire cheerleading squad at his beck and call, he’s not even going to think
 about you,” Joanna added. “And your nagging
.”

It couldn’t have been more clear that they weren’t willing to hear Joanna out, but she tried anyway. “Girls,” she said, her voice crackling with emotion. “I know you’re in there somewhere. Please, we have to stop this before it gets out of control-”

“Jesus, does she ever
 shut up?” Emily groaned and rolled her eyes, then shoved Veronika back into the bedroom and slammed the door in her face. “There, much better.”

I was conflicted. On the one hand, I liked Veronika - even moreso considering she was carrying my heirs. But on the other was this thing inside of me, and all it wanted was to infect the entire fucking world - the female half of it, anyway.

“You should...I don’t know...be nice,” I grunted, half-heartedly.

Emily looked amused at that. “Oh, but I am
 nice, Master,” she purred, crossing the room swiftly. When she got closer, I realized she was carrying something else in her hand - some kind of flask. “I’m just nice to you,
 is all.”

“We both are!” Damn, how did Joanna get here so fast? One second she was crouched like a cat on the couch, the next her tits were pressing against my back as she ground her cunt against the back of my thigh.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my pulse breaking into a full-on sprint.

“Talk him off,” Emily said to her former girlfriend, her eyebrows moving suggestively. Then she sank to her knees and started sucking me off.

“Hi, Daddy!” Joanna’s tongue was hot against my ear. “Hmm, talk you off. What can I say to make you cum a big, thick load for Emily’s 
experiment, I wonder?”


An aerosol spray with your cum
, I thought, groaning with pleasure as Emily’s wet mouth engulfed me. Now I get it
.

“Maybe,” Joanna whimpered, an edge of desperation entering her voice, “that every second of every day I’m thinking about how good your big, hard cock feels inside of me. Or that it’s a constant struggle not to finger myself when I’m out with Emily or just riding a bus, remembering all the ways you’ve pumped me full. Oh, someone likes
 that…”

I did - I was swelling inside of Emily’s throat. But something held me back from going full beast mode, and Joanna could sense it.

“I know you’re worried about Mommy,” Joanna said with a glance at the bedroom door. “But don’t worry, Daddy. Once you pump that entire cheerleading squad full of your babies, you won’t care so much about the one inside of Mommy!”


Fuck
. My fingers tangled in Emily’s hair as I forced her on me harder, driving my cock hilt-deep into her throat.

“I think you and her should get divorced,” Joanna said with a nasty little chuckle.

Now that
 
made my head swim. “Divorce?”

“Don’t worry, Daddy!” Joanna was grinding on me something fierce now, moving almost as fast as Emily was bobbing on my dick. “Both of us want to stay with you
. And we’ll find plenty of nice girls to go on dates with you. Dates that end with you sticking your big cock in all their holes and making them call you God. Doesn’t that sound amazing?”

My cock twitched and spurted in Emily’s mouth. I was at the peak; I couldn’t take anymore.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!” I grunted, both hands on Emily’s head as I started to erupt. “Oh fuck that feels so amazing…”

Burst after burst of thick, salty seed drained from my balls into Emily’s mouth. There was so much pleasure that it took a few moments to realize something was different, then it hit me - Emily wasn’t swallowing. Normally she loved sucking down my liquid-hot cum, but this time there was more purpose to it than just pleasure. She let it stay on her tongue for a long time, only the whites of her eyes showing as the utter bliss of her addiction seized control, and it took everything I had not to blow a second load into her already-filled mouth.

There was a wet, squelching sound as Emily’s mouth oh so slowly pulled off of cock, along with a wet little pop
 
when she let go completely. My seed dribbled out of her open mouth into the flask. “There,” Emily said when it was all in. “Oh fuck, that was the hardest thing I’ve ever done. It was soooo
 tough not to swallow all that yummy cum…”

Before long, both girls were dressed and ready. Emily came out of her room with a spray bottle and tucked it into her blazer, her long blonde hair pulled back into a professional-looking ponytail.

“We’re going to go get you an entire cheerleading team,” Joanna said with a giggle. “Stay by your phone, Daddy - when I give you the call, you come right across the street and claim your prize. Okay?”

I glanced uneasily towards the closed bedroom door, then nodded. What could Veronika really do to stop me, anyway? Once my mind was set on a plan of conquest, none of my girls could do anything to stand in my way. Even if they weren’t actively helping, like Emily and Joanna.


Maybe I’ll fuck her again real quick beforehand,
 I thought, a surge of energy welling up in my core. Show her who’s boss.


“Get going,” I grunted, turning back to the girls. “Make me proud.”

“Oh, don’t worry, Daddy,” Joanna said, grinning at me from the 
door. “We will.”

xXx

The three cheerleaders lay spread-eagled before me, playing with their pussies as they begged for me to fuck each of them first.

Which was a problem. A big
 one.

Why only three?

“What the hell happened?” I growled, slamming the door to the locker room shut behind me and setting the bolt. The room stank of sex and sweat, but it was nearly empty. Other than the three women pleasuring themselves shamelessly on the concrete floor (tempting and fuckable as they were), Joanna, Emily and I had the whole locker room to ourselves. Both girls had their backs up against the wall like they wanted to shrink down to about an inch tall and hide.

“There was a problem, Master,” Emily said, wincing at having to say something that would displease me. “A big one.”

My vision went red. I hadn’t realized until the moment I saw the empty locker room how badly
 I’d wanted an entire house full of cheerleaders under my command. Three women should have been enough, should have been more
 
than enough for any man with Joanna and Emily thrown into the bargain, but it wasn’t. Not anymore. Not for me.

“Everything was fine,” I said, trying to control my voice, “in that fucking video you sent me.” Joanna hadn’t just decided to call me when they were ready - she’d FaceTimed me, pretending to be the camera girl to Emily’s star reporter. Which is how I got to see the gorgeous blonde writhing on the floor take a spray of Joanna’s addiction-spray in her face mid-question and start making out with her squadmates. I’d come running as fast as I could, expecting an entire harem waiting to please me - only to find this, instead.

“There was an alarm,” Joanna said. She was less terrified of me than Emily, maybe because we’d known each other longer. “They eva...effa....”

“Evacuated
?” I said, too stunned to make a joke about Joanna’s bimbo brain. “Why?”

“Because of that bitch
,” Joanna spat, the glazed look leaving her expression. “She must have heard what we were planning back at your apartment.”

“Little sneak had her ear to the door the entire time,” Emily added.

The pieces clicked together in my brain. Veronika had tried to stop this from happening. Maybe she’d snuck out once I left, came here and pulled an alarm - maybe she just called in a bomb threat or something. Either way, one thing was undeniable. She’d defied me.

She’d defied
 me. Her Master
.

“We’ll take care of her,” I said, the edges of my vision blurring with rage. “Right now, I need to work out some of this tension.”

Both girls relaxed. They knew we were on much firmer ground now.

I stomped over to the three women, sizing them up in a glance. “I’m what you need. I’m what you’re addicted to. Which one of you wants to feel me inside of you first?”

“Please, Master!” The first girl, the same sensuous blonde I’d seen getting sprayed on Joanna’s video, parted her thighs as wide as she could as if showing how well she could wrap her legs around me. “I need you inside me! My tight, wet little slit will give your dick so much pleasure! Every boy in school wants it, but I’ve saved it just for you…”

Next to her, the Latina brunette who just a few minutes ago had been her best friend snorted and rolled over, sticking her big ass in the air. “Fuck that,” she growled, her dark eyes flashing up at me. “I want you to fuck me in the ass, papi

. I’ve never let any man into my tight little culo
, but you can stick it in as deep and hard as you want…”

Both of them were cut off by a grunt of pleasure. All eyes turned to see the third girl, the tight, athletic cheerleader with the milky-pale skin and huge tits, staring as she slid two fingers into her dripping snatch and pumped them madly.

“Fuck me,
” she begged, biting her lip, “because I need that very first load, Sir. I’m not on birth control, and the thought of you getting me pregnant has got me hotter than I’ve ever been in my entire fucking life! Please pump a baby into me, Sir - please?”

Well, that
 did it. Completely unbidden, Joanna’s naughty speech from back in my apartment came into my head: Once you pump that entire cheerleading squad full of your babies, you won’t care so much about the one inside of Mommy…


I grit my teeth. I didn’t give a shit about Veronika anymore - and the sooner I pumped these little sluts full, the better.

I snatched the redhead off the ground and pinned her against a locker, holding her aloft like a ragdoll. She squealed and spread her legs, welcoming me inside of her. The look she gave me was pure awe and pride - this was the happiest day of her life. She was thrilled beyond belief to have been the first girl chosen.

“You two,” I grunted, reaching into my pants and freeing my cock. “Play with each others’ pussies until I’m ready for you. You two as well,” I added with a grunt at Joanna and Emily.

“Yes, Daddy,” Joanna purred, pulling Emily into an embrace and shoving her hand down her pants. The other cheerleaders did the same as I grabbed my cock around the base and ran the swollen head over the redhead’s dripping, needy slit.

“You want me to breed you?” I grunted, giving myself over entirely to the power within. My voice barely sounded like my own anymore - I was someone much darker, more powerful. “You think you can handle all this inside you, little girl?”

The redhead’s eyes rolled back as the tip of my cock entered her, flooding her bloodstream with my addictive power. Something deep inside of me vibrated in recognition of her surrender and I knew she was mine
. I ruled her utterly - from this moment on, my word was law and my will was the only thing that mattered.

“Oh gawd,
 this is the most important thing in the world,” the redhead whimpered. She had a hint of a southern drawl that made my balls throb. “I need your baby inside of me! My entire life has been leading up to getting pumped full of your heirs, Master!”

The world contracted to a single point as I thrust home, spearing the 
pale redhead on my dick. She came instantly, nails digging into my back as I drove her over the edge with one smooth stroke. Her clit pulsed like a vibrator along the base of my cock as a flood of moisture coated everything, making each movement inside of her loud enough that every girl in the room could hear it.

“Yes!” The redhead’s cry was pure triumph, the scream of someone ascending the summit of a mountain. “Fuck yes, Master! Fuck!”

I responded to that one, primal word: fuck
. That’s exactly what I did. The locker shook from how hard I was pounding the girl, loud enough to make my ears ring. I knew the ridges of the metal would leave bruises on her back, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was fucking primally deep, animalistically hard - exactly
 the way I’d always wanted.

She was so hot, and needed me so badly. In no time at all I felt the familiar tingle in my balls as they slapped against her ass, letting me know I was close.

“Normally I’d take my time with you,” I growled, wrapping my hand around the redhead’s throat. “But there’s a line behind you, so I’m just going to focus on getting off. Now cum for me - make everything nice and warm and wet for Daddy…”

For a moment, surprise showed in her face at being choked - then 
she bit her lip and moaned with pleasure. Her cunt clenched around me as she came on command, cheeks flushing as her inner walls massaged my cock with spasm after spasm of pure bliss. It was way more than I could handle; with one more hard thrust I drove myself hilt-deep inside of her and exploded. Orgasm overloaded my brain as I pumped her full, draining every drop of my balls’ hot liquid lava deep into her throbbing, needy womb.

As soon as I was done, I stepped back and let her go. She slid down the wall, her ass hitting the concrete hard, but she was way too far gone to notice a little thing pain. She basked in the sensation of my seed working its way inside of her, breeding her
 - the thing she wanted most in the world. Now what did those other bitches want
? I thought, trying to remember the words that had come out of their dumb bimbo mouths.

Then I remembered. As deep and hard as you want…


The latina was on top of the blonde, pumping her fingers in and out of her snatch. I didn’t even bother stopping her, just grabbed her around the waist and pulled her big, round ass into the air. She let out a yelp as I pointed the head of my rock-hard cock against her pucker, then a deep thrum of anticipation escaped her throat.

“Yes, papi
,” she whimpered, reaching behind herself to give my balls a squeeze. “Bury yourself balls-deep in my ass…”

Her words were cut off by a strangled cry as I did just that. Dripping with her fellow cheerleader’s juices, my cock drilled easily into her most private, forbidden entrance. The silky walls enveloped me as every inch of my massive rod disappeared into her ass like a fucking magic trick.

“Shit
 that’s tight,” I grunted, grabbing her hips with both hands. “Fuck that feels so good…”

My knees hit the concrete and I started to fuck. Long, hard strokes shook the Latina’s body, my cock rising and sinking inside of her asshole like the tide. I could see
 the swell in her slender hips every time my cock penetrated all the way into her, and it drove me fucking wild
. It made me want to fuck her harder, deeper, heedless of how much it might hurt for me to use her sexy fucking body that way.

Then I heard the shit coming out of her mouth, and I lost all control.

“Harder, papi!
” She rocked her ass backwards on every thrust, fucking me back just as hard as I was giving her. “Pound my fucking ass! I don’t want to walk straight for a fucking week
, papi! Oh shit, you’re fucking my tight little ass so fucking deep…”

My cock became a blur as it pumped in and out of her with savage speed. I hit the point of no return, then sailed over it like it wasn’t even there, then climax crashed
 
through me as my cock erupted and spurt thick ropes inside of her tight little pucker. Halfway through I pulled out and let my seed splash on her fabulous, tawny ass, the white of my load contrasting with her sexy latina skin. Fuck
 she looked amazing!

With her dazed on the ground, basking in afterglow, that only left the blonde. The archetypal all-american blonde cheerleader, spread-eagle and waiting for me. I didn’t give her a moment to make small talk or ask me what I wanted; I just rammed myself hilt-deep inside of her cunt without thinking. She was just another hole, another sexy piece of fuckmeat for me to use until I was sated. I watched her writhe and cum on my cock, filing the images away into the already-overflowing mental spank bank inside of my head. Then I realized I’d never need to use that spank bank again, and laughed. My hand wrapped easily around the blonde’s throat, choking her, and it only tightened as I lifted her off the ground and pumped like a piston inside of her.

“Fuck, Master, are you trying to kill
 her!?” Emily yelled from the sidelines.

“Let him,” Joanna said lustily, a restraining hand on Emily’s shoulder. “If that’s what Daddy wants, then that’s what gets our tight little pussies wet…”

In the end, of course, I didn’t kill the cheerleader - I would never go that
 far. But by the time I was cumming inside of her she was barely conscious, her gorgeous face flushed a red so dark it was nearly black. I’d lost count of how many times she’d cum around my cock while I choked her out, mauled her tits, spanked her pert little ass - and to be honest, I didn’t really care. All that mattered was coming, and as the flood overwhelmed me and the world shrank to the molten iron of my cock and the soft, tight walls wrapped around it, the pleasure hit levels I’d never gotten close to feeling before. I nearly passed out as wave after wave of sweet, heavenly pleasure pulsed up and down my spine, washing over me in time with my heartbeat.

When I came back to myself, all three girls were on the floor. They were a fucking mess
. Cum oozed from all of their holes, and the three of them seemed to be in a contest to see who could get as much as they could into their mouths the fastest. I watched the shameless, filthy display for a minute - and found it good
. Very good.

This was everything I’d ever wanted. This was my kingdom. There was just one problem - one snake in my garden.

“Veronika.” I turned to Emily and Joanna, both of whom looked flushed and freshly fucked. They must have done a number on each other while I was busy. “Where is she now?”

Emily met my gaze and held it for a moment, as if inviting me say something more about the three girls on the floor who’d been rode hard and put away wet. When she realized I wasn’t, she changed gears.

“Who knows? There’s a whole city out there.” Emily gestured in all directions. “So many places to hide.”

“Could be the moon for all I care,” I grunted. “We have to find her. I want to punish her.”

Both women shivered with lust as they imagined what said punishment
 might include. When they were done, a knowing smile spread across Emily’s face.

“I was
 going to save this for later, Master,” she confided, deftly stepping over the gasping Latina cheerleader. “Once we had the girls safely installed in a new place. But...I have an idea how we can keep Veronika from fucking with you.”

I had no patience for games. “Spill it.”

Her smile grew wider. “What good is a whole city to hide in,” she said, reaching for her phone, “if every single person in it
 is your enemy?”

She held her phone up and scrolled to a page. It took my eyes a moment to adjust and see what she was trying to show me: a Google Maps page with a bookmark in it at the edge of the city. Right next to the county’s water reservoir.

I didn’t understand - I was still too keyed up from fucking to think. “You think she’s there?”

Emily laughed and shook her head. “Master, this pumping station supplies water to the entire city. Every single person who drinks a glass of water, who takes a shower, who brushes their teeth - this water goes inside of them. It goes everywhere
.”

Realization dawned on me. I looked down at my hands, wondering at the power I held there.

If I jumped in that water - if I contaminated it with my illness - every single person in the city would become helplessly addicted to me. Unable to resist my commands.

Every woman in the city would line up to get on her knees for me.

“Master?” A note of worry entered Emily’s voice. “Are you alright?”

I was trembling. With excitement.

“Yes,” I said, checking the distance between us and the pumping station. It wasn’t far on foot, and even closer with a vehicle. “Does anyone in this room have a car?”

A weak voice came up from the floor. “I do, sir.” It was the redhead, who was caressing her belly like she was already fantasizing about the seed quickening inside of her. “Well, it’s my parents’, anyway. They let me use it-”

“Shut up.” I grabbed the keys out of her locker and grabbed Emily and Joanna. “Let’s go.”

Joanna glanced backwards at the three cheerleaders. “What about them?”

“Leave them.” A smirk spread across my face. “In twenty-four hours they’ll be in good company. They’ll be the envy of every woman in this city.”

And Veronika would never be able to stop me.

It was time to take a swim.


Part Five: The World

Gulls wheeled over the silent water.

There was no sound except the gravel crunching beneath our feet as the three of us made our way up the hill towards the reservoir. At the top of the hill, the sun dipped below the horizon and the first hues of nightfall darkened the sky. Far beneath us, lights flipped on all around the city, glowing like eyes in the dim sunset. The evening was in full swing, and by the time the sun came up tomorrow my hometown would never be the same.

I stared at the water, marveling at how still it was. On impulse, I picked up a rock and skipped it across the surface, tossing it with the full force of my newfound strength. It bounced three times and sank with a shuddering expansion of ripples and a satisfying sploosh
.

“I dunno if you want to do that, Master,” Emily purred from behind my shoulder. “That’s drinking
 water.”

A slow, easy smirk spread across my face. “That rock’s the least of these peoples’ problems.”

With a glance at each other, the two women with me - Joanna and Emily, former lesbian lovers and my two best friends in the world - 
both sank to their knees before me. We stood at the edge of the pond, close enough to feel the vibrations from the pumping station below as they undid my belt and took out my thick, rapidly-hardening cock.

“This is my favorite,
” Joanna said thickly, giving me a good hard stroke. “You have the most awesome cock in the world, Daddy. I love it so
 so much!”

Next to her, Emily beamed up at me, licking her lips. “Once you come in this water, Master,” she whispered, peering up at me intently, “it’ll infect the drinking supply of the entire city. No filtration system will be able to stop it. Every woman - every single
 gorgeous, fuckable woman who drinks it will worship you. Just like us.”

Now that she mentioned worship,
 I couldn’t help but notice there was an air of the holy about this whole thing. Certainly the way Emily and Joanna watched me as they stroked me off, my cock stiffening to granite hardness between their palms, had a definite “cultists looking up at their guru” quality. A long time ago, thoughts like that used to bother me. It felt
 like it had been a long time, in any case, even though it had really only been a couple of weeks since I got sick.

Since I got the power to do things like this.

With a nasty grin, Emily grabbed a fistful of Joanna’s hair and guided her mouth onto my cock. “There we go,” the blonde purred, pressing hard on the back of the brunette’s head. “Show Daddy how much you love that big, hard cock…”

Joanna’s eyes rolled back in her head as the addictive power of my cock took full control. She took me hilt-deep without a hint of a gag reflex, her slender throat bulging with every thrust of my thick, meaty cock. My balls slapped her chin over and over, pulsing and swelling as the pressure built inside of them.

“So good,” I grunted, watching her go. “So fucking good…”

“Don’t hold back,” Emily reminded me, her face flushed with excitement. “Just let yourself go, Master. Think about how good Joanna’s hot little mouth feels around your cock. How good she’s treating you - treating you just like a fucking King…”

Before I could respond, she stood up and put her lips against my ear, one hand still on Joanna’s head.

“She used to use that mouth on me
,” Emily whispered, her voice crackling with desperation. “Now it’s all yours, forever, sir - only yours. Come for me, Master - cum for me and make every girl in this city’s mouth into your personal property…”

I gave in and thrust forward, fucking Joanna’s face with hard, driving strokes. A few seconds later I hit the peak, my cock spurting inside of Joanna’s tight throat, and at the penultimate moment her mouth left me with a wet squelching sound. Her hand wrapped tight around my base, pumping so hard it was a blur, and I erupted burst after burst of thick, white cum.

“Yes, Master!” Emily’s triumphant cry echoed across the valley. “Fuck yes! Do it!”

I shut my eyes hard as I came, the world behind my lids turning into a kaleidoscope of colorful static. Pleasure flooded me as my cock jerked again and again, gushing seed like a firehose into the still, calm waters. Joanna’s fist didn’t stop pumping until every drop of my fertile load had drained from my balls, until all of it was out of me and in the pond. I shot longer and harder than I ever had before, as if something deep and primal inside of me had been preparing for this very moment.

When I finally opened my eyes, both women were staring rapturously at my load floating in the lake. It dissolved rapidly, sinking beneath the surface as it broke apart and disintegrated into nothing.

“Do you think it was enough?” I asked, a little lightheaded.

Emily glanced over her shoulder, and with a start I realized that tears were rolling down her cheeks - tears of joy. She sniffed heavily and smiled at me, her hands trembling in the dirt as she stared up at her Master.

“Oh yes,” she said, looking more happy than I’d ever seen her, “yes. You did it, Master. This city is yours
.”

The thought of it made my head swim. Every single person in the city was about to become a carrier for my disease - helplessly addicted to me. If it worked the same way it did with Joanna and Emily, which I had no reason to doubt, it stood that it would affect their bodies as well as their minds. Every woman would become the best possible version of herself - hotter, slimmer, sluttier. Not to mention unable to think of anything besides getting all their holes stuffed with my cock. And their husbands and boyfriends wouldn’t do anything to stop me - the illness would make them weak and submissive, deferring to me in everything.


It’s like a video game,
 I realized, looking out over the city. An open world one where I’ve got all the cheat codes on
. They’ll make me Mayor, if I want it. Hell, they’ll make me the King. Build statues of me, if that’s what I want…


“How far can we take this?” I asked, shaking my head in wonder. “First the city, then the state. Then, maybe...the whole world? Do you think the whole
 
world could get infected with this?”

Emily slowly nodded. “Women in every country will frig their cunts senseless thinking of only you,” she said, her voice thick with lust. “They’ll hold contests, like beauty pageants, only the winner gets on a plane and is flown into your harem to be fucked and bred. Oh, Master.
 Master it’s going to be so fucking beautiful
…”

I felt tears staining my own cheeks. A whole new world, one shaped in my image. What would that be like?

Joanna turned away from the water and stared up at me like she was praying. “You’re about to become the world’s
 Daddy, now,” she giggled, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively.

Suddenly an idea blossomed in my head. “Fuck it,” I growled. “Let’s make sure
 this shit worked. Let’s go skinny-dipping!”

Emily’s face lit up. “You can fuck us both!” she said with an excited look at her friend. “You can pull out and cum in the water again if you want...or you can just let it leak out of our swollen, needy pussies…”

I was just about to pick Emily up and toss her into the water when I heard a noise behind me. It was a low, mechanical hum, almost like the sound of my neighbor’s lawn mower when he trimmed his lawn a 
couple houses down. I wanted to dismiss it, but it kept on getting louder…

A shadow fell over the water. In the same moment, Joanna and Emily’s eyes went wide as saucers.

“Daddy,” Joanna shrieked, jumping at me, “get out of the way!”

The three of us hit the dirt just in time. The hum turned into a full-on roar
 as something huge hit the top of the hill and sailed right over our heads. I had just enough presence of mind to grab both girls and shield them with my body as whatever the thing was slammed with great force into the reservoir. A wave of heat rolled over me at its passing, only to be replaced a moment later with a wall of water. Emily and Joanna hacked and sputtered, the ground around us soaked into mud as we lay there.

“What the fuck
!?” I sprang to my feet, peering through the smoke. “Shit, it’s a car!
”

Not just any car - one I recognized. It was impossible to miss those shitty band stickers, that pride logo plastered to the bumper where it had gotten scratched in the dorm parking lot halfway through freshman year. That was Joanna’s
 car - which meant someone had stolen it. And there was only one person in the world who’d bother to steal one of my girls’ cars and drive it up to the site of my triumph.

Veronika.

A head shot above the water. Veronika coughed and spat out water in a thin stream down her chin, working her way doggy-style across the reservoir. I watched her approach, fists balled at my sides, my vision going a bright shade of crimson. How dare
 she?

“You bitch,” I snarled as she reached the shore. “What the fuck was that?”

“I’m sorry!” Veronika crawled across the grass on her hands and knees, still sputtering. Water dripped from every inch of her pale, milky skin. She was dressed in nothing but the sports bra and black yoga pants she’d been wearing when I left her back at my apartment, and neither did anything to hide her ample curves. The thin fabric clung to her thighs, showing off every curve of her trimmed, swollen lips.

Emily was on her feet, her face a fury. “You tried to kill
 Master.”

“I...I had to come.” She staggered to her feet, looking from one girl to the next like she hadn’t expected them to be here. “I had to stop this. You can’t do this, Jack - it’s completely insane…”

“It’s already done.” Now that I could say that, I felt curiously detached from it. I felt detached from everything
, actually. Even the 
minor catastrophe of Veronika’s interference barely touched the calm I felt at the core of my being. I glanced at Joanna, searching my feelings for any trace of the guy who had mooned over her for years. Who would have crawled through broken glass for her, would have moved heaven and earth just to get a date with a girl like her.

There was nothing. I didn’t care. I could use her, fuck her, hold her beneath the water until she stopped moving if I felt like it. I wouldn’t feel an ounce of remorse. Maybe I wasn’t even human anymore.

The transformation was complete. Seeding the water supply - it had been the final ritual. I wasn’t sick anymore - I was
 the disease. There was no way to tell where it ended and I began.

“You’re too late,” I said, the fear in her eyes telling me she knew exactly
 what I meant by that statement. “It’s already over.”

Veronika’s expression hardened. “I just crashed a car into the middle of your plan,” she said desperately. “That water’s not going anywhere - once the city sees that, they’ll shut down the whole pumping station-”

“They have to see it first,” I said, a cold smirk spreading across my face. “Who’s going to tell them? I don’t see any witnesses.” I gestured towards the sinking car with a shrug. “Of course, the authorities will get an anonymous call tomorrow - but by then, I’ll be everywhere.” The smirk turned into a manic grin. “I’ll be inside
 
all of them, Veronika! Controlling them! Making them serve me, worship me
, spread their wet little holes for my seed-”

There was a tiny, unthreatening little pop in the night. I didn’t feel a thing, but when I looked down, there was blood. So
 much blood.

Veronika stood on the shore, clutching the gun in a trembling fist. Tears flowed freely down her cheeks, a testament to how hard she’d had to fight my power within her to pull the trigger.

“They won’t have anyone to worship,” she said in an ashen little voice. “Without you, they’re addicted to nothing at all.”

Emily screamed and fell to her knees. Beside her, Joanna slammed her head into the ground again and again, shrieking like a wounded animal.

I stuck two fingers into the wound, amazed. Color drained out of the world - everything moved in slow motion. The thoughts I’d had only a moment ago seemed silly: how the fuck was an ordinary guy like me supposed to conquer the world? I wasn’t special, I wasn’t the ultimate alpha male - I was just sick…

“I’m sick,” I said, the words coming out of my like a divine epiphany.

“I know.” Veronika choked back a sob. “I tried to save you, Jack. I’m sorry.”

Then she shot me in the fucking head.

xXx

Now, I know what you must be thinking. She can’t
 have killed you, Jack - that wouldn’t make any sense. Otherwise, who would be writing this? Who would be telling this story right now if you were dead? She must have wounded you - taken you out of action temporarily for a while.

You’d think that - but you’d be wrong. Veronika’s bullet entered my brain; the other nestled snugly next to my heart, tearing up the fragile, incredibly important ventricles that kept blood flowing through my body. I was dead before my body hit the ground. Veronika killed me.

But she couldn’t kill the disease.

xXx

“Don’t bother, Maria. He’s got no heartbeat. I mean, fuck, look at him…”

With agonizing slowness, the world flickered back into life. I could feel motion beneath me, a gentle sensation of rocking back and forth that let me know I was in some kind of vehicle. Everything was cold - my limbs, the metal beneath me, the wet something
 wrapped around the index finger on my right hand. My eyes refused to open; I could see shadows behind my eyelids, along with an occasional sharp stab of light from a passing car on the highway.


I’m in an ambulance
, I thought, the feeling sluggishly returning to my limbs. Wait, what the fuck is that…?


There was something on my finger. For a moment I figured it had to a medical monitor of some kind, but it was sucking
 at the tip, hard. Harder and harder, and slowly sinking deeper down the digit. Almost like whatever it was was trying to deep-throat me…

My eyes snapped open.

The ceiling of the ambulance greeted me. I was laying on a gurney, facing the rear door. Through the windows I could see the highway passing behind us, way faster than the speed limit. The sound of sirens reached my ears.

“Get your ass up here, Maria.” The speaker was a gruff-sounding man behind my head - the driver of the ambulance, I realized. “Stop fucking around with that...hey, what the fuck
 are you doing!?”

I looked to my side - and locked eyes with a young hispanic woman in the outfit of an EMT. Her lips were wrapped around my finger, sucking the digit greedily. Her body trembled with delight, pleasure cascading through her body as she tasted me. As she took me inside of herself, gave herself over to me.


Use me,
 those eyes said, pleading with me. I belong to you…


I grabbed her with my free hand, pulling her tight and close against me. The ambulance jerked, weaving out of its lane as the driver nearly lost control of his vehicle. I heard him scream somewhere behind me, shocked by my resurrection. I’ll deal with him later,
 I thought, looking my newest worshipper up and down. Oh yes. She’d do nicely.

My finger left her mouth with a wet little pop. “You taste so good
,” the paramedic whispered, her voice trembling. “You’re so good. So fucking good…”

There was no resistance as I took a handful of her hair for leverage and kissed her. My tongue slid into her mouth, sending even more of the virus into her bloodstream. She cried out, her thighs clenching 
as her pussy exploded into orgasm the instant our lips touched. Her body trembled against me madly, grinding against me hopelessly as she became my perfect, submissive little fucktoy in an instant. She adores
 me now. She worships
 me. I’m going to destroy her life, fuck her brains out until I’m done with her and discard her, and it’ll be the most wonderful experience of her entire existence.

“Holy fuck! Get away from him, Maria, he’s a fucking zombie!”

Dimly, I wonder if this guy had a crush on the sexy fucking Latina. It doesn’t matter - as far as she’s concerned, he might as well be on the moon. She doesn’t hear a word he says as she cums again and again, huge shuddering sobs wracking her body. Her nipples are diamond-hard against my chest as she presses them against me, like she’s begging me to fuck them. With a smirk, I tear her top off in one motion, exposing a pink, lacy bra. That comes off, too, and then I’m mauling her tits with my mouth, sucking them greedily as she loses herself to the sensation.

I’d love to pound the fuck out of Maria right then and there. She’s been such a good girl to me. Her pussy definitely deserves to be feel my thick cock filling it up - and to be pumped full of my cum. But just then, the driver gets the bright idea to reach back into the ambulance and try and shove Maria off me.

I grab his arm and tug. Then my eyes widen into shock as I rip his 
arm clean off. His screams fill the ambulance, hot blood spraying everywhere to fill the room with its metallic tang. Maria doesn’t even notice; she’s busy unhooking my belt and shoving my cock down her throat. The driver turns around and slumps over the steering wheel, jerking it hard to the left. Suddenly the highway is replaced with trees, then the sky, and then Maria and I rise up off the gurney completely as the whole thing goes airborne.

There’s a crash, and the world goes black.

When I come to, I’m crawling out of the wreckage. I died again,
 a tiny part of my brain screams as the world comes back into focus. The crash killed me and I came back! This is insane!
 But that part of me is small and getting smaller.

Once I’m clear of the crash, I get to my feet and turn around to look. Flames pour from the ambulance, lighting the night like a bonfire. There’s no way the paramedic or the driver got out. For a moment I feel a brief pang of sadness that I didn’t get to fuck her; then I stalk my way out of the forest and down the highway. Cars don’t stop for me, so I literally grab
 one as it approaches and lift it off the ground. It’s crazy, it’s impossible, but my power has grown to the point that it’s nothing
. There’s nothing I can’t do now. This city is mine - this world
 is mine - and I’m finally acting like the guy in charge.

I have to get back to the apartment. I know that’s where they’ll be.

By the time I drive over the bridge and back into the city, the effects of my power have taken hold. People out for a night on the town stop and stare, their mouths dropping open as the thing
 they’ve become utterly addicted to without realizing it gets close enough for them to feel its power. At an intersection, the doors of a nightclub slam open and an entire crowd of women spill out, tearing at their tight dresses and clubbing outfits as they mouth words of worship and beg for me to fuck them.

I ignore all of it. Soon I’ll take the city by force - but first, I have one pocket of resistance left to deal with.

There’s already a crowd around the apartment building as I pull into the parking lot. Maybe people have been able to sense a higher concentration of my power there since it’s where I live - maybe someone’s put two-and-two together and figured out who I am. It doesn’t matter. The crowd parts submissively for me as I stride into the complex, watching me as if they’re all just waiting for me to tell the women to tear their clothes off and warm up their pussies for me.


Soon
, I repeat. To tell the truth, there’s not much going on in my head anymore. It’s getting harder and harder for my brain to run - the thoughts are like molasses, slowing down and dissolving until there’s only primal concepts left like fuck
 and own
 and kill
.

I’m not too worried about it, honestly. The old Jack is dead; all I’m 
experiencing is just the last flickers of his consciousness, clinging to this vessel like the last rat on a sinking ship. There’s no place for him in the Kingdom I’m about to build.

The door to my apartment comes off its hinges with a single push. The three women inside are staring out the windows at the angry mob below, their faces lined with worry, but I command their attention completely as I step into the room. Two of them, a young blonde and a brunette a tugging part of my brain insists I know drop to their knees and bow to me, their bodies bent in postures of worship. Only the third remains standing - a redhead whose face has gone so pale it looks like she’s seen a ghost.

“Jack,” she moans - a word that’s totally meaningless to me now. “How…?”

I don’t have time to listen to her. Instead, I wrap my hand around the base of my cock and give it a single, hard pump. A thick stream of precum shoots from the tip, forming a puddle on the hardwood floor. Now that tiny annoyances like thinking
 and digestion
 are no longer necessary, my body’s been able to focus on the really important shit: like producing as much cum as possible. The single burst from my balls is more than I’d shot back at the pond, more than I’d put inside of any woman before. Drops of it lead back from the puddle to my cock like the line on a treasure map.

Veronika looks at that puddle and her will crumbles. She sinks to her knees, bending over it like a cat with an entire bowl of cream. I watch the struggle on her face, the final battle of her sanity to resist my influence and keep from becoming my brainwashed, bimbo servant.

Then I watch her fail
, and the pleasure is delicious.

With a mad whine, Veronika lowers her head to the floor and laps up my cream. The two women near her bow and scrape, literally praying
 to me as I stride forward and jerk Veronika’s head upwards by her hair. She has just enough time to look shocked when my cock erupts again, coating her face and tits in my thick load.

“No,” she screams, staring in horror at the glaze covering her skin. “No, please…!”

The look of resistance fades, replaced by one of sheer pleasure. She loves
 this, I can tell, and as the last vestiges of the person she used to be dissolves from her face, her tongue lolls from her mouth. She rams her hand into her panties, rubbing herself as she orgasms over and over again from the sheer bliss of being coated in my seed.

“Thank you God,” she whimpers, staring at me with perfect love and devotion. “Thank you, God! I’m so sorry I fought you - I’m sorry I ever thought I could
! I’m such a silly, stupid little slut…”

Next to her, the two worshippers cum. They’re cumming just from being in my presence now - the cloud of pure viral power surrounding me is that thick. Trails of juice run down their thighs, mixing into the precum coating the floor. I can smell how turned on they are, smell their fertility - but something even stronger catches my interest. The redhead, the woman - she’s carrying a piece of me inside of her.


I’ve already bred this one
. The thought flickers in what’s left of my mind. How did she resist for so long?


It doesn’t matter. Nothing matters anymore, except being the Alpha God King I’ve finally become. I lift Veronika off her feet and slam her against the wall, hard enough it that it cracks. She doesn’t even notice the pain - I’m her entire world now, the only thing that matters.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she begs, tears streaming down her face. “Please use me!
 Fill me with your holy, heavenly cock-”

Her words are cut off by a scream of pleasure as I ram hilt-deep inside of her. I’m fucking her so hard I’m in danger of breaking her, but I don’t care. Even though most of me has fallen away, there’s still a tiny nugget of pure rage
 deep in the core of my being that flares up when I look at this redhead. She did something to me, something I want to avenge. Something that makes me want to hatefuck her until 
she’s completely spent.

She cums on every thrust, her cunt clenching around me as tight as a second skin. Even if she wasn’t, she can barely take me - I’m so huge now that her walls have to wrap themselves around me in order to take my girth. It doesn’t help that I’m cumming, shooting mindlessly inside of her even as my pleasure continues to build. Thick streams of my seed pour from her, and my two worshippers crawl beneath us and start lapping it up with their tongues, feeding it to each other.

I’m going to cum. And something is going to change
 when I do. I can feel it; the pressure building behind my eyes as I work my way towards the...peak? No. Something else entirely. The last tiny bits of myself that called themselves Jack
 scream helplessly, unable to stop as my cock pumps Veronika’s cunt like a piston. She’s a mess; every thrust against the wall leaves her more and more bruised, more broken. Even through the pain she’s still cumming, screaming my name over and over again madly as her body turns itself into a vessel for my worship.

Finally the pleasure hits me like a freight train, and I come. And then I come
.

My roar echoes through the entire city, amplified by my power. It’s not even a physical thing - it’s like the disease travels of its own accord, speaking to everyone it’s infected in a voice that doesn’t use 
words. Even as I’m blinded by how good it feels, even as I pump so much come into and onto Veronika’s used-up body that I’m going to be wading through it, I’m suddenly aware that every single person in the city has turned to look in my direction. They’re watching me claim this woman, watching me own
 her, watching me break her like a toy I no longer have any use for.

Then it’s done, and I am complete
.

I drop the woman into the rising tide of my seed, discarding her without a thought. She sinks beneath it, and I have no idea if she rises again or not. There’s no sign of my worshippers as I step out of the apartment window, but I’ve already forgot them.

There’s an army waiting for me as I climb out into the night. And as I take my first step into the open air, held aloft by the cloud of pure alpha male power that surrounds me like a fucking halo, every single member of my army drops to their knees and chants my name.

There is no stopping us now. We will keep expanding, keep turning every fertile woman we encounter into a mindless bimbo slut who lives only to spread the disease. Every city, every state, every country will fall - consumed by mindless, animal lust.

We’re coming for you, too.

Get ready.


Fertile Brats: Part One (Formerly “Daddy’s Naughty Sleepover” by Emily Roth)

“Your dad is so
 hot,” Ariana purrs, wrapping her lips around the end of the bottle and taking a drink. “Like, how have you not
 fooled around with him yet?”

I take the bottle back and do a long pull, swallowing greedily. The liquor burns as it works its way down my throat, filling me with a warm, fuzzy goodness. My stepfather Michael doesn’t mind the two of us drinking during our sleepovers: both Ariana and I are of age, and as long as we don’t leave the house he doesn’t have a problem with it.

I also don’t have a problem with Ariana talking that way about my Dad. He is
 hot - the kind of guy who makes women do double takes whenever the two of us are out together. More than once I’ve been mistaken for his much younger girlfriend, and the way he wraps a muscled arm possessively around me when he has to correct someone almost makes me wish it were true.

“Stop it,” I say, handing the bottle back to her. “You’re shameless.”

“I’m telling you, Emily,” she says, hiccuping a bit. “He’s gorgeous. That perfect six-pack he’s sporting, with the muscles that go all
 the way down into his boxers? Plus, he’s like seven feet tall. I feel so little and feminine whenever I’m in the room with him!”

I roll my eyes. It never fails. Every time Ariana comes over, all she wants to talk about is how panty-meltingly cute my Dad is. Especially once she’s gotten a few drinks inside of her. Which is why I made sure I had some good stuff stockpiled for tonight. I want
 her talking like this; I want her turned on and thinking about the fact that my Dad is right down the hall, lounging in bed in nothing more than his boxer shorts.

Why? Because Daddy hasn’t
 done anything with me, not yet. But there’s no man on Earth who could turn down two sexy, barely-legal beauties like Ariana and me.

“You know,” I say, leaning forward and dropping my voice, “he hasn’t gotten laid in so
 long.”

Ariana’s eyebrows shoot to her hairline. “You’re kidding! I thought a guy like your Dad would be drowning in pussy!”

I shake my head. “Not at all. He’s always so busy with the house, and me - it’s been a lot ever since Mom left us. He could really
 
use some relaxation,” I add, jostling Ariana’s shoulder.

Her eyes go big and wide. “You’re not saying what I think
 you’re saying,” she whispers with a giggle. “Are you?”

I’ve tried so hard to get Daddy to notice me. To realize that there’s a wet, willing little co-ed just down the hall from him who’d love
 for him to sink his hard, aching cock into my princess parts. I’ve worn my skimpiest outfits, taken every opportunity to bend over in front of him - even asked to have “the talk” on a weekly basis.

I know
 how frustrated he is. I can see the way he stares at me; he’s so guilty about it, though. He doesn’t get that look on his face when he sneaks a peek at Ariana’s ass. I want him to feel good! I know he has needs
: very male, very primal needs that are driving him crazy not to be able to fulfill.

There’s no way he can turn down both of us - is there?

Ariana reaches a decision. “I’m going to go over there,” she whispers, brimming with excitement. “Shit, I’ve got to put something on-”

“No, don’t,” I tell her. “What you’re wearing is perfect.” Ariana has on nothing but an oversized t-shirt I stole from Daddy’s dresser last 
week and a pair of panties. Her tits are so perky she doesn’t need a bra, and neither do I.

“Fuck, I’m really gonna do this,” she says, her eyes taking on a faraway look. She’s already picturing it in her mind. “Wait. Are you okay with it, Emily? I won’t do it if you’re not...”

I put my hand over top of hers. Ariana and I have fooled around a bit in the past, but we’ve never done anything serious before. Mostly just practicing kissing. I always thought of Daddy while I did it, imagining I was teaching myself how to please him better. Now I’m really glad I’ve had the practice.

“We’re both going in there,” I tell her, giving her hand a squeeze. “I want him just as badly as you do, and there’s more
 than enough of him for both of us.”

“That is so
 hot,” Ariana growls. “Okay, let me take the lead.”

The two of us tiptoe across the hallway like scared little girls. I can hear Daddy’s music playing through the door, all thumpy old guitars and lyrics about the good old days.

He has no idea his best days are starting right now.

“Mister Jacobs?” Ariana opens the door a crack and steps inside, 
fidgeting with the hem of her shirt. “Can I talk to you?”

I follow her in. Daddy sits bolt upright in bed, the covers falling to his waist. Ariana wasn’t lying about his abs: they look chiseled out of stone, nearly making me whimper at the sight of them. He’s been reading or watching something on a tablet, which he tosses aside as he stares at Ariana with a commanding, intense look.

Those eyes make me so wet. There’s a thin coating of stubble on his chin, and as I squeeze my thighs together I can’t help but imagine how rough it would feel between my smooth legs.

“Ariana?” His voice is filled with command. It couldn’t be more clear that he’s the man of the house. “What are you doing in here? Have you been drinking?”

Ariana rubs her arm and sashays across the bedroom, her round ass swaying from side to side. “I was cold,” she whispers, nibbling at her bottom lip. I wanted to snuggle up next to you.”

A dark look enters his eyes. “You belong in my daughter’s room,” he grunts. “Not here, little girl.”

Oh fuck
. The way he says ‘little girl’ makes my panties wet. I wish so badly that Daddy was looking at me the way he’s looking at Ariana - devouring with his eyes even as he speaks so roughly to her.

Then his gaze travels to me, his eyes widening, and I get my wish. Gulp
.

“Babydoll?” he asks, stricken. “This isn’t what it looks like.”

I muster all my courage and step into the room. “This is exactly
 what it looks like, Daddy,” I say, my voice shaking. “I told Ariana to come in here.”

His eyes grow even harder as he sweeps those smouldering eyes up and down my body. “You did what
?”

“I...I want you to have her,” I say, nodding at my best friend. “You’ve been working so hard lately, Daddy, and I know you haven’t been with a woman since Mom left…”

“That,” he grunts, “is none of your concern.” His gaze travels to Ariana. “You’ve been a bad little girl, Ariana. And to think, I thought you were a positive influence on my little girl.”

Ariana is way, way
 bolder than me. She puts on knee on the edge of the bed, the hem of her shirt riding up her ass. She’s totally shameless, putting herself on display, and from the way Daddy stares I know it’s working.

He pulls Ariana to him, but his eyes stay right on me. “This is what 
you want?” he growls. He sounds like an animal straining in its cage, just barely under control. He wants to be let off the leash.

This is the moment. If I say yes, there’s no turning back.

“Fuck her, Daddy,” I whimper, chewing on my bottom lip. “I want you to fuck her brains out.”

With a grunt, Daddy tears Ariana’s shirt right off her body. She squeals, spreading her thighs and straddling him as his hands go everywhere, caressing her smooth skin. Her perky breasts are primed and ready, the nipples hard as diamonds.

Oh fuck.
 I’m so turned on. Watching him with my best friend has my pussy on overdrive. My hand stray between my thighs as I watch Daddy put his mouth on Ariana’s breasts. I can’t stop myself.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” Daddy growls, his hands traveling down to Ariana’s ass. “And you’re all mine, little girl. My daughter has given me a very nice present indeed…”

Not satisfied with just her ass, he reaches between her legs and grabs her pussy like he already owns it - which he totally
 does. Ariana arches her back, crying out in pure pleasure as he finds her nub and swirls his thumb around it.

“This isn’t going to be sweet,” he says, pulling the covers back to expose the bulge in his boxers. “Daddy was in the middle of taking care of himself when the two of you showed up. I need to sink this cock inside something wet and tight, and this sweet little pussy feels like it was made
 for me…”

“You can be as rough as you want,” Ariana whimpers, grinding herself against Daddy’s thumb. She looks completely lost, like she’s never felt this good in her entire life. “Oh fuck that feels so fucking great
…”

“This will feel even better,” Daddy says, burying the head of his cock in her dripping folds. “Oh fuck
 that is tight, babygirl. This might hurt a little bit. You ready?”

Ariana is no virgin, but it’s clear she’s never had anything this
 big inside of her. Her mouth goes slack as she feels the first inch of Daddy’s thick cock enter her, and her eyes roll back into her head as he thrusts upward.

“Oh gawwwwd,
” she screams, her nails digging into his shoulders. “Oh fuck yes!
”

I can’t help myself anymore. I start stroking my wet little kitty through my panties as I watch Dad take
 my best friend, filling her with hard, driving strokes. The two of them look so fucking beautiful 
together: Ariana rides his cock like a goddess as he pounds her tight, wet cunt.

Daddy’s big dick disappears all
 the way into her tight little slit with every thrust, and I groan as I imagine how amazing it would feel doing that to me.

I must have been a little louder than I’d intended, because even over the wet squelching sounds of fucking, Daddy hears me.

“Babydoll,” he grunts, nodding at the other side of the bed. “Come over here.”

I climb into bed next to my Daddy and my best friend, watching with trepidation. Daddy doesn’t slow down just because I’m there - if anything, the fact that I’m so close is turning him on even more. He grabs Ariana by the shoulders and presses down on her lithe, barely-legal body, slamming her down onto his cock harder and harder. Her walls wrap around him tighter than a glove - tight enough to throw sparks. I can smell
 how turned on they both are.

“You like watching me fuck your best friend?” Daddy asks, punctuation the statement with another hard upthrust. “Is this making your pussy nice and hot, babydoll?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes, Daddy. I’m so happy you’re enjoying her tight 
little cunt. I know how badly you needed to fuck something.”

“Spread your legs for me,” Daddy commands, speaking calmly and clearly over the sound of Ariana losing her mind all over his cock. “Show Daddy his wet little pussy. Show me how turned on my princess is.”

Hearing him call my pussy his
 makes me tingle all over. It’s like I’m his property, like he owns
 me. Fuck, I want him to own me!

I spread my legs and work my panties down to my ankles. My cunt feels like a furnace; the inner walls grip my fingers tight as I spread the pink interior of my folds for Daddy.

Ariana is close to cumming - I can hear it in the way she moans. She looks so, so
 ecstatic to be riding Daddy’s thick, perfect cock. I’m so happy for her.

“This isn’t what you really wanted, though, is it?” Daddy’s voice is tight; it’s clear he’s holding himself back from the edge until he’s sent Ariana over first. “Don’t you dare lie to me, babydoll.”

I shake my head. It’s hard to look bashful with my pussy on display, but somehow I do it. “No, Daddy.”

A bolt of pleasure shoots through my body. Daddy puts his hand on my dripping, naked cunt and strokes
 
my clit with his fingers. He keeps it there, fingers moving in time with his cock as he fucks Ariana’s brains out, and it’s almost like he’s inside me.


Almost
.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he grunts, bringing the fingers that were just inside of me to my lips. “You’re even tighter and wetter than your slutty little friend. Taste.”

I do. The fingers slide into my mouth, and I’m sucking them greedily. My own juices taste rich and feral: they make me wonder what it would be like to have Daddy’s load on my tongue.

“Good girl,” Daddy whispers, and I nearly come apart right then and there. “Show me what you can do with that mouth, babydoll. Take those fingers deep.”

His fingers go deeper, entering my throat. It’s hard not to gag, but I do it for him - to show him what a good little girl I am. Tears spring to my eyes, but I take his two longest fingers all the way down to the base before swirling around them with my tongue the way Ariana told me boys like.

I can tell Daddy likes it very, very
 much. His own grunts go totally primal as his hips lose their rhythm, pumping madly between 
Ariana’s legs. My best friend arches her back as she cums, every muscle in her body going taut as huge shuddering sobs of pleasure tear through her. I can see her juices dripping down Daddy’s cock as it pumps inside of her like a piston, working him right up to the peak.

Daddy roars
 with pure, sweet release, grabbing Ariana’s hips in a white-knuckle grip as he cums. Cream drips down his cock as he pumps Ariana’s pussy full of burst after burst of hot, liquid lava. I can Ariana is shocked that there’s so much, and that she’s never been filled up like this before.

I have never been more jealous in my entire life than I have seeing the look on her face as Daddy looses his first load inside of her.

When Daddy’s finally done, he locks his arm over Ariana’s ass and holds her there, keeping his cock and his load inside her cunt for a few more seconds. “Good girl,” he growls, brushing a sweaty lock of her brunette hair out of her face. “Very
 good girl. You made Daddy feel so good…”

I can’t fucking take anymore. “Daddy,” I whimper, spreading my sexy little pussy for him to see. “Please. I need you so fucking bad…”

In an instant he’s looming over me, his gaze intense. His cock still glistens with a mixture of his and Ariana’s juices, and for a second I have to fight the urge to scoot down and take every perfect inch of 
him in my mouth.

I’m so excited - but I’m also more than a little scared. Unlike Ariana, I really am
 a virgin. I’ve been saving myself for exactly this moment, keeping my tight little body untouched and in mint condition for Daddy. Only I’ve just seen exactly how rough he can be when he loses control.

Daddy sees how nervous I am and eases up a bit. He strokes my hair the way he always does when I’m upset, ignoring the still-shuddering Ariana like she’s not even here.

“You’ve given me one hell of a present, babydoll,” Dad grunts, his free hand reaching between my legs. “Somehow I think you’ve saved the best for last.”

“Daddy!” I can’t keep the stammer out of my voice, even though I try really really hard. “I’m not...I never…”

He chuckles. “I know you’re a virgin, babydoll. You think I’d let any main claim this wet, perfect little pussy? No, sweetheart, that pussy is all mine.”

I relax against him. “Ariana’s not. A virgin, I mean,” I add awkwardly.

He glances back at Ariana, who’s still writhing and gasping from the hard fucking Daddy gave her. “I knew that, too,” he says with a laugh. “I thought she was a bad influence on you, but now I see she was a very, very good one. Have the two of you fooled around?”

I swallow hard, my heart fluttering. “Daddy…”

“Don’t lie to me.” His eyes to hard and commanding, making me melt instantly. “Has she made you cum, little girl?”

I shake my head, forcing back the tears that want to fall. “We just made out a bit,” I blurt, feeling like I’m about three feet tall. “It was just practice, Daddy - I wanted to know how to do it for you!”

“Shhh,” he says, holding me tight. “That’s fine. I wouldn’t mind watching the two of you do more sometime. But right now I need
 to claim that pussy, babydoll. I’m making you mine, and there’s nothing you can do about it!”


That’s exactly what I want,
 I think, and then I realize Daddy knows that, too. “Yes, Daddy,” I coo in my most seductive baby girl voice, rocking my hips against him. “It’s your
 pussy. You can have it whenever you want…”

Something about the way I say it makes Daddy’s eyes go all scary-hot. He looks totally unhinged as he lifts me by my ass and pulls me 
into his lap. His hard cock pulses against my thigh, dripping with precum.

“You’re so wet,” he says, pushing the head of his cock into my dripping folds. “God, I love how you make this body ready for me, little girl.”

“I just watched you fuck my best friend’s brains out,” I say with a smile. “How could I not
 be so turned on for you-“

I don’t get out another word. Or rather, it turns into a cry of pure, perfect pleasure. Before I can finish, Daddy slams
 his hips forward and rips away my virginity with one smooth stroke.

There’s a moment of pain, then it’s soothed away by pleasure as he bottoms out inside of me. Holy shit,
 I think, gasping. When I look down at the spot where the two of us come together, I see him hilt-deep inside of me. I had no idea how much his cock was going to stretch
 my tight little walls. I feel full, loaded to the brim - complete.

“Daddy, that feels so good,” I whimper, clenching around him. I have zero control over what’s going on between my legs - all I can do is cling to him for dear life and enjoy the ride. As he stares down at me, every little motion of his cock inside of me makes me writhe and squirm with pleasure.

“Oh, babydoll,” Daddy moans. It isn’t until I hear his voice that I realize how much he absolutely loves
 this. His chest heaves as he struggles to keep from just tearing me apart, his urge to protect me conflicting with the urge to fuck my brains out. “You’re so fucking tight. So much tighter than your little friend. You saved this tight little pussy just for me, didn’t you?”

I close my eyes and nod. “Yes, Daddy.”

His next thrust nearly unravels me. Good God
 I had no idea anything could feel this good! His thumb reaches between my legs and grazes my clit, adding hard spikes of pleasure to the wonderful wave of it I’m bathing in.

“You think you’re ready, Princess? You want me to go a little harder?”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I just watched Daddy pound Ariana like a fucking pornstar, and now he’s being gentle
 with me. He doesn’t want to give me the full force of what he’s capable of until I’m ready - until I give him the okay.

And oh my gosh yes I am ready.

Grabbing his shoulders, I pull him into me and kiss him, hard
. His stubble runs against my chin, and it hurts but I like it.

“You were unhinged with Ariana,” I purr into his ear. “Can you do the same thing to me, Daddy?”

 


He tenses - and then his cock starts pumping into me like a piston, harder and faster with every stroke. My pussy ripples around him, inner walls clenching hard enough to throw sparks around his shaft.

I arch my back, my ass rising off the bed as I meet him stroke for stroke. Nothing
 has ever felt this good before. The few times I masturbated with my fingers or by humping a pillow are like a candle against the bright, burning sun of Daddy’s cock inside of me. I wrap my legs around him and pull him in deeper, welcoming him into my core. Every one of his thrusts stamps my soul, sends shivers of pleasure through my body unlike anything I ever thought possible.

“I can’t hold back much longer,” Daddy growls, grabbing my shoulders with both hands for leverage. With his fingers tight on me, he can go even deeper inside of my tight little cunt. His cock rams home to hit a sensitive spot along my back walls and suddenly I’m screaming
 with pleasure. Daddy’s hitting my g-spot, something I didn’t even realize I had until I felt him inside of me, and every time he smashes it it’s like there’s a ball of white-hot light in my belly growing bigger and brighter.

“I think I’m gonna cum,” I whimper, tears of joy streaming down my face. My ass rises up to meet him again and again, helping him thrust 
as hard and deep into me as he wants. As long as he keeps hitting those special spots with his big cock, I’ll be his good little girl forever - I’ll do whatever
 he wants, whenever he wants it.

I’ll make sure his needs never go unfilled, ever again.

“Cum for me, angel,” Daddy growls, grabbing a handful of my hair. It makes me wince, but I quickly discover that the pain adds
 to the pleasure. “Cum all over Daddy’s cock.”

Something is building in me, hard and fast, and I don’t think I could stop it if I tried. Not that I want to - it feels so fucking good! I’m screaming and sobbing, my nails digging into Daddy’s back, and suddenly it’s like the floor goes out from under me and I go completely weightless in his arms.

Every muscle in my body clenches at once and I unravel.

Waves of pleasure and agony course through my body as the orgasm hits me, stronger and sweeter than anything I’ve been able to do myself. Daddy pins me down as I cum, filling my pussy with hard stroke after hard stroke, and suddenly he grunts and completely loses his rhythm.

He holds me down, smothering my mouth with his own. His cock swells inside of me, growing even bigger and harder than before, and an instant later a flood
 
erupts inside of my pussy. Daddy roars, closing his eyes and riding the bliss as he cums. When he finally finishes, he lays down with his head against my shoulder, covering me with his body.

“Oh my God,” I whimper, clinging to him as we both come down from our peaks. “You came so much, Daddy. Oh fuck - Daddy, I’m not on the pill…”

His shoulders start to shake, and it takes me a minute to realize he’s laughing.

“I know that,” he says brusquely, biting my shoulder so hard it makes me squeal. “You think I don’t know whether or not my girl is on birth control? I don’t want
 you on the pill. You’re getting it raw and unprotected, the way nature intended, little girl.”

Before I can respond, there’s a rustling sound next to my shoulder. It’s Ariana, who’s just recovered enough to scoot across the bed and put her hands all over me.

“Fuck, that is so
 hot,” she purrs, kissing me. “I can’t fucking wait
 for you to be full of Daddy’s babies, Emily.”

“You’re going to be taking my seed all the time from now on,” Daddy says with pride. “Now, Ariana, why don’t you show Emily how a 
good girl cleans off her Daddy?”

Both of us share a glance. Daddy pulls out of me oh-so-slowly, and I don’t want him to leave my pussy but it still feels so full and quivering. It’s amazing to be filled with his seed, and his cock looks so fucking gorgeous covered in mine and his juices.

He leans back against the headboard and motions us closer. With a naughty grin, Ariana takes me by the hand and helps me onto all-fours. We crawl across the bed, eyes glued to Daddy’s still-hard cock as it pulses against his thigh.

A little whimper escapes Ariana’s throat as she wraps her fingers around the base of Daddy’s cock. “I love you,” my best friend confesses, helpless before Daddy’s alpha male awesomeness.


Holy shit
, I think. I’m about to watch my best friend clean my pussy juice off Daddy’s cock!
 This is the best day of my life.

“Let Ariana show you how it’s done,” Daddy grunts, “then I want to feel the back of your throat, little girl.”

I watch, spellbound, as Ariana runs her tongue all the way from Daddy’s balls to the crown of his cock. She swirls around the head, lapping up his cum, then latches her lips around the tip and hums
 low in her throat.

“Good girl,” Daddy says, his expression filled with pleasure. “Nice and slow at first. Worship
 that cock, you gorgeous slut…”

I’d never thought of it that way before, but an act of worship is exactly what Ariana is performing. She looks up at Daddy lovingly as she takes his cock deeper into her mouth, relaxing her throat. Tears spring to her eyes as her lips work their way down his shaft but she takes it all.

Finally he’s buried hilt-deep inside of her throat. Her soft, pouty lips rest right against his balls, which pulse with need.

Suddenly I realize Daddy is looking right at me.

“Join her,” he commands, tangling his fingers in Ariana’s hair. “I want you both on my cock. I’m going to cover both of you good girls in my load…”

In a flash I’m right next to Ariana, so close that I can smell the manly musk of Daddy’s balls. Ariana’s mouth leaves him with a wet little pop,
 and she passes his cock over to me like she was handing over that bottle of liquor from before.

“Here you go,” she whimpers, her voice thick with lust. “Taste…”


There’s no way I can fit all this down my throat
, I think. Then I 
remember that I’m Daddy’s good little princess, and princess can do anything
 Daddy wants. So I form a perfect little ‘o’ with my lips and gently, slowly wrap them around the head of his cock.


Good lord!
 The taste is incredible. Daddy’s cum is thick and musky, cut through with the feral tang of my pussy, and as I relax my throat I feel his fingers on the back of my head, coaxing me deeper. I don’t even need the help; I love sucking Daddy off. I glance up at him, holding eye contact while he swells and jerks in my mouth.

“Fuck, here it comes,” Daddy growls. “Stroke me off, babydoll. Daddy needs to finish on that pretty little face…”

Ariana and I are both giggling as I pull off and wrap my hand around his base. We preen and pout like teenage brats as my hand takes him over the edge, stroking him so hard and fast that my fingers become a blur. Daddy looks like he can’t believe his luck, but it’s really Ariana and me who are thankful.

“Cum for me, Daddy,” I whimper needily, tugging at his balls.

“Cover our pretty faces,” Ariana adds with a naughty wink. “Put that load right where it belongs, Daddy! Shoot it all over your good girls…”

Daddy’s cock jerks in my first and he roars
 with pleasure. Thick 
ropes of cum shoot from the tip of his cock, bathing me in warmth. It sprays across my face, making me cry out in surprise. Daddy coats my face, my tits, then Ariana’s perky tits and pretty face. By the time he’s done, it looks like Ariana and I have taken turns with an entire football team. I can’t believe
 he shot so much; but then, how could he not?

He’s Daddy, and Daddy is perfect.

When we’re finally done, we curl up on either side of Daddy and hold each others’ hands over his chest. Both of us are so happy. I’m beyond thrilled to be Daddy’s good girl.

“I should have taken both of you a long time ago,” Daddy muses, stroking my back. “I’m going to make up for lost time, though. Both of you are going nowhere anytime soon. I want both of you under this roof, ready for me whenever I want you.”

“Yes, Daddy,” the two of us say, almost in unison.

Now that I’ve finally gotten him to take control of my life, Ariana and I’s friendship will never be the same.

I can’t wait for us both to be carrying Daddy’s heirs.
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Part One: The Co-Eds


Not many people showed up for my great-uncle Torvald’s funeral.

It’s not that he was an evil
 man, exactly. Yes, he was the head of a company that had ruthlessly put most of its competitors out of business by any means necessary. Sure, he had a list of enemies a mile long - and an even longer train of broken relationships behind him. Not to mention all the lawsuits...

Okay, he was kind of a bastard. Even I could admit that.

So when I received a phone call from his lawyers where they aggressively ‘suggested’ that I attend his burial, I was more than a little bit confused. After all, I’d only met Uncle Torvald once or twice in my life - both when I was far too young to remember. Why would he want me, of all people, there?

I thought it about it as I stood in the rain, watching them lower his casket into the ground. The priest said all the right things and performed all the right gestures, but there was no real energy in it - like everything else, it felt like something Torvald had paid for ahead of time. There were maybe a half-dozen people in the cemetery, none of whom I recognized. I was the only family member in attendance.


What a way to go
, I thought, looking down at my hands. My uncle had had just about everything society had told him he should want. Money, power, influence: all of them poured from his hands like an ever-flowing stream. And at the end of everything, this was what he 
ended up with - a small funeral with your nephew the only blood relation to show up. It was damned depressing. As I stood there and watched, I told myself that no matter what, I’d never let my life end up like that. I’d pursue the things that really mattered. And when I came to the end of the road, I’d have plenty of people who were sad to see me go.


Thanks for the lesson, Uncle,
 I thought as the priest worked himself up into a crescendo. When I get back home, some things are going to change…


I was just about to turn and leave when the two sexiest women I’d ever seen in my life came over the hill.

They were wearing identical little black dresses and jackets, clinging to their curves in ways that made them look like they were getting ready for a funeral-themed men’s magazine spread. In marked contrast to everyone else in attendance, they were weeping openly. Trails of mascara ran down their faces as they sobbed in each others’ arms, whimpering my uncle’s name.


Who the hell are these two?
 I wondered. Whoever they were, they were the only people in attendance who seemed to actually
 care about my uncle.

“I can’t believe he’s gone!” The blonde cried, startling the few people still standing around. She sniffed loudly against her friend’s ample chest, sobbing harder as she brushed the back of her head in a comforting gesture.

“It’s okay, Riley,” the brunette said in a low voice. “We can do this. We have
 
to do this - Torvald told us to be here…”

Huh. So these two really did
 know my uncle. Suddenly I had to know more - these two people were a window into the life of someone I’d been related to but never really known.

“Excuse me.” I cut the pair off, extending a hand. “Hi. Did you two know my uncle?”

They stopped in their tracks, fixing me with identical looks of confusion.

“Who are you?” the blonde asked.


Oh shit,
 I thought. Awkward.
 Clearing my throat, I said: “Sorry. I’m Hunter - Torvald’s nephew.”

It was like I’d hit them both with a taser. Their eyes popped open; their faces flushed with heat as they looked at me in a way that made me feel altogether uncomfortable. I hadn’t had two women this attractive studying me so attentively since...well, never, to be honest.

“Holy shit,” the blonde whispered with a giggle. “It’s you
!”

“You’re him
,” the brunette added. “Wow, you look so much like him…”

Instantly they were on either side of me, running their fingers over my suit as if they didn’t fully believe I was real. I knew grief did odd things to some people, but the way these two were acting was so inappropriate I could only pray people weren’t staring. I did 
not
 want to get kicked out of my own uncle’s funeral.

The brunette shook herself all of a sudden, the glazed look in her eyes fading. “I’m so
 sorry,” she said, her voice high and girlish. “Where are our manners? I’m Caitlin. This is Riley.”

“Hi,” Riley purred, taking my hand and kissing it. To say I was shocked would have been a major understatement.

“Can you do us a huuuuge
 favor?” Caitlin asked.

I glanced from one of them to the other. These two were really weirding me out, but on the other hand they were absolutely crazy
 hot, so…

“How can I help?” I asked.

Caitlin grabbed my shoulder and pantomimed pinning me to the ground. “Stay right here,” she said, lowering her voice. “Riley and I need to spend a few moments with your uncle - but afterwards, we need
 to talk. Do you drink?”

I nodded. “Yeah. Absolutely.”

“Great!” Her face lit up, and instantly I had a crush on this girl. “We’ll take you out for drinks. Just hang out here a sec, okay?”

Looking back on it now, I wonder what might have happened if I hadn’t listened. If I’d instead waited for those two babes to walk over to my uncle’s grave and bolted. If I hadn’t gone out drinking with 
them, hadn’t discovered my inheritance, and never got myself into the cosmic trouble I ended up facing down.

Because of my uncle, I nearly died and the universe itself nearly ceased to exist. But when I think about the amazing night I spent with Caitlin and Riley - and the gorgeous harem of babes I built when I came into my power - I think it was all worth it.

I’d do it again in a fucking heartbeat.

xXx

As it turned out, Caitlin and Riley arrived at my uncle’s funeral in a limousine. It was still waiting for us when we left the cemetery. Rain poured down the windows as we sped through the city, until we made our way to a swanky bar in the heart of downtown. It was clear from the way the staff treated the two girls that they were frequent guests. They led us upstairs to a couch and poured drinks, then let us be.

“Here.” Caitlin handed me a glass of something dark and strong, then held up her own. “To Torvald.”

“To Torvald,” I echoed. All three of us downed our drinks in a single gulp. I felt my eyes widen as the liquor burned its way down my throat: this was much
 nicer stuff than I was used to stocking at home.

“Don’t worry about a thing,” Caitlin said, as if answering my unspoken question. She reached into her strappy black purse and pulled out an even blacker credit card. “Everything’s on us tonight, Hunter. Everything
.”

As if that was her cue, Riley sighed and leaned against me on the couch. Her head nuzzled my shoulder, a sad little whimper escaping her lips.

“I miss him so
 much,” she mewled, chewing on the inside of her cheek in a way I found adorable. “He was the best…”

I coughed. “What was he like?” I asked, accepting a refill from Caitlin. “I hate to admit it, but I never really knew the guy. His side of the family and mine never really got along…”

Woah. Was that Riley’s hand on my thigh?

“He…” Caitlin paused in thought, swirling the liquor in her glass. “He was a titan
,” she finally said, looking pleased with her word choice.

“A total God
,” Riley added, squeezing my upper-thigh. “He took such good care of us…”

I shifted on the couch, trying to hide the fact that Riley’s fingers were definitely starting to do things to me. There was something big and hard poking up through my pants, and I definitely
 did not want to ruin my first meeting with these girls by having them think I was some kind of perv.

“What did you and my uncle do?” I asked, trying to focus on Caitlin. “Were you two his employees?”

“More like...caretakers,” Caitlin said with a secretive little smile. “Anything Torvald needed doing, we did for him.”

“Anything,

” Riley added, looking up into my eyes. Fuck, her head was practically in my fucking lap. There was no way I could hide how hard I was getting…

I looked around the room, but the three of us were completely alone. The VIP was deserted. There was no easy way for me to disentangle myself from Riley, so I didn’t bother.

“So, um, what kind of stuff?” I frowned. I could feel my eyebrows drawing together. “Like...maids?”

Caitlin laughed, the sound surprisingly musical. She downed another shot, then slid to my other side. Now the three of us were together on the couch, and I had two bodacious babes clinging to my shoulders.

“If Torvald needed us to clean something, of course
 we were more than happy to do it,” Caitlin said, purring into my ear. “But mostly, well...we took care of your uncle’s physical
 needs.”

“He certainly had a lot of them,” Riley added.

I couldn’t feel my face anymore. The whole room felt hot as an oven, and I wasn’t even trying to hide how insanely turned on I was by this whole thing. They can’t mean what I think they mean,
 I thought, but even as I thought it I was absolutely sure.

Before I could say another word, Riley unzipped my pants. My cock sprang out, throbbing hard and dripping with precum. Both girls gasped at it, their eyes widening with hunger and need.

“Oh my gawd

,” Riley purred, stroking the base gently. I whimpered and bit my lip, crying out in pleasure. “Oh fuck you’re so big…
”

In a flash, her mouth was on me. This can’t be happening,
 I thought deliriously. I fell and hit my head at the funeral or something. Shit like this doesn’t happen to guys like me…


But when Riley’s lips formed a tight, perfect seal around my shaft and she started to suck, every doubt vanished from my head. Holy shit that felt so amazing…


“Here,” Caitlin said, as casually as if watching her friend go down on a stranger was an everyday occurrence. “Why don’t you have another drink?”

She poured it for me and lifted it to my lips, letting me drink deeply. As soon as I was done, she replaced the glass with her own lips.

I kissed her hard, groaning with pure animal need as I rocked my hips against Riley’s lips. She was taking me deep, like she’d never even heard of the words gag reflex
, swallowing my cock like the world’s most expensive whore as Caitlin and I made out.

I had no idea why any of this was happening. I no longer cared. Although I wasn’t exactly a slouch when it came to women, a threesome was something that still lived only in my fantasies - and a threesome with girls like this
 was something I’d never even been bold enough to dream of. Whatever combination of grief, loneliness or need had sent these to girls to me; I was going to roll with it.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Caitlin said as she broke the kiss, her fingers undoing the buttons of my shirt. “I need you right now. We
 
need you. Please?”

I glanced at the door of the VIP lounge. “What if...what if someone comes in?”

Caitlin giggled. “We do this all the time,” she purred, licking the outside of my ear in a way that drove me fucking wild. “No one’s going to interrupt us.”

We undressed each other as Riley sucked me off. As I lost my clothes, it was like I lost everything about my meek nature - I tore
 Caitlin’s top off, exposing the lacy black bra underneath. She moaned and arched her back like this was exactly what she’d wanted.

“You like my breasts?” There was a clasp in the front of her bra, and Caitlin undid it with a giggle, freeing her perfect tits. “Kiss them, Hunter.”

I buried my face in her cleavage. Caitlin’s breasts were perky and firm, perfect little handfuls each topped with a brown, diamond-hard nipple. I pulled one of those nipples into my mouth and sucked as Riley sucked at my cock, making Caitlin moan and whimper.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. The things Riley was doing to my cock with her mouth were so amazing,
 and being buried in Caitlin’s tits made me want to unload so badly. I thrust against Riley’s face, riding it helplessly as I reached my peak and sailed right over. Waves of pleasure coursed through me as I moaned into Caitlin’s breasts, losing myself.

With any other girl I’d been with, that would have been the cue for Riley to pull off my cock and either stroke me onto her face or point the head of my cock at a tissue or something. Instead, she picked up the pace, sucking harder
 as my girth throbbed and spurted between her lips. I shot thick ropes of hot cum right into her throat, and Riley sucked them down like she was born for it. It was so much pleasure that I nearly had a second climax right there from the way her tongue caressed my super-sensitive head. She teased the underside, draining every drop of cum from my balls as she cleaned me with her warm, perfect mouth.

When it was done, I collapsed against the couch, staring at the girls.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” I rasped.

Caitlin and Riley shared a look. “Did something we do displease you?” Riley asked, with a face like she was seconds away from crying. “Did I not give you a good blowjob?”

“I…” I gaped at both of them, open-mouthed. “No - that was fucking amazing. Seriously, that was the best thing I’ve ever felt!”

Both girls grinned. “Oh, we can do much better than that,” Caitlin purred, hooking her thumbs in her skirt.

As I watched, spellbound, both girls stood up and started to dance. They swayed in time with the music, clinging to each other like lesbian lovers as they took off each others’ skirts and panties. At one point Riley grabbed Caitlin and kissed her hard, sharing my load with her, and I nearly shot off a second time right then and there.

“Well,” Caitlin said, raising an eyebrow, “it looks like you’re already hard again. How would you like me?”

“Like you?” I could think of about a million ways I’d like Caitlin. The problem was, they all sounded so good I couldn’t choose. “Maybe...maybe you should decide,” I said, leaning back.

Her eyes lit up. “Very good,” she purred, sounding pleased. “I always love it when I get to try a few different skills on a boy.”

Caitlin turned around and spread her legs, letting me see her ass and the shaved slit of her cunt. She was dripping wet, obviously turned on an incredible amount by me watching her. I don’t think I’d ever seen a girl so utterly ready
 for fucking - not even any of my ex-girlfriends.

“Hey, Hunter!” Riley was next to me, curled up like a cat as she nuzzled my shoulder. She was watching the whole thing with a naughty look in her eyes, like she couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

“Uh, hi,” I said, groaning as Caitlin lowered her big ass into my lap and started grinding it against my cock. It was like a lapdance, only there were no clothes in between the two of us. The head of my cock slid into her folds several times as she worked her hips, almost but not quite entering the warm heat of her cunt. She was driving me crazy, and from the looks she kept shooting me over her shoulder, she knew it.

“So what do you do?” Riley twirled a piece of her hair around her finger, like it was the most normal thing in the world to make casual 
conversation while your favorite gal pal got your man ready for fucking. Maybe where they came from, this was
 ordinary.

“I, uh, I work with computers.” It was hard to talk, much less think
 with Caitlin teasing my cock so mercilessly. I let out a growl of frustration, less wanting and more needing
 to be inside of her.

“Oooh, an IT guy,” Riley said, caressing my chest. “You must be pretty smart. I’m sure that’ll help you a lot with managing your uncle’s company.”

Wait, what!?

I opened my mouth to ask what the fuck she meant, when in the same moment Caitlin brought her tight, honey-warm cunt over the head of my cock and slid down. It covered me inch by glorious inch, my manhood sinking inside of her, and in that instant I wouldn’t have given a fuck if the fucking building
 was on fire. This was heaven.

“The company,” Riley murmured, giggling as Caitlin bounced up and down on my dick. “Did...did the lawyers really not get in contact with you?”

I couldn’t think. All I could do was grab Caitlin’s hips and slam
 her down on my cock again and again and again, hammering her g-spot with the most amazing thrusts I’d ever felt in my life. Caitlin was more ample than Riley in just about every sense of the word - not fat by any means, but curvy. Her tits and ass were huge, and sinking inside of her felt like coming home. Riley was the tiny little spinner, Caitlin the voluptuous all-night fuck.

“Cait!” Riley laughed as she grabbed at her friend’s bouncing breasts. “He doesn’t know about his inheritance!”

“He’s getting it right now!” Caitlin groaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Fuck me harder, Hunter! Oh fuck, your cock feels so fucking good inside me! It’s so goddamn big
!”

Wait. Were they saying they
 were…?

Riley saw the look on my face and laughed. “Your uncle had what we might call a way
 with women,” she said, lowering her voice like she was confessing a secret. “Cait and I were such good girls before we met him. Now we serve his every command.”

Every command? I’d never heard of such a thing, and the look on my face showed it.

“We’re his possessions
,” Riley said with a giggle. “His fucktoys. His bimbos.”

“And now we’re yours!” Caitlin cried, the walls of her cunt clenching around my cock as she came shuddering all over my shaft. “I’m all yours, Hunter, all fucking yours baby! Come inside of me, please
…!”

This was so confusing. Instead of thinking about it, of following the trail of logic being set out before me, I concentrated on every perfect inch of Caitlin’s cunt. My free hand snaked up and grabbed a handful of her hair for leverage as I pummelled her pussy, hitting her at that perfect angle that sent sparks flying down my shaft.

“Oh fuck! Oh yeah, that’s right, fuck me just like that!” She glanced 
over her shoulder at me, her face wild with pleasure. She looked at me like she loved
 me, like she served
 me, like she lived to worship me. And in that moment, I realized that this was the one thing that had been missing from my life. In an instant, I fell in love with Caitlin and Riley - and vowed somewhere deep and primal in my soul that I was never going to let them go.

A moment later I thrust all the way to the base of Caitlin’s womb and erupted. The warmth of her cunt was filled with an even hotter warmth as burst after burst of seed splashed against her walls, shooting upward to fill her fertile twat with my cum. I kept on thrusting, each drive deep into her ridges sending another orgasm-sized shock of pleasure through my body. My balls bounced against her opening as I shot every drop I was capable of making directly into her baby-maker. The thought of contraception briefly flickered in the back of my mind, but I didn’t really care. All that mattered was how amazing it felt to unload inside of Caitlin.

I couldn’t wait to do it to Riley, too.

This time, I laid back against the couch for a long time, savoring the feelings of pleasure that trickled through my body. When I looked down, both girls were on their knees in front of me, their breasts pressing against my legs as they shot me identical looks of love and devotion.

“Master,” Riley whimpered in the hottest tone I’d ever heard, “may we clean you off?”

A wordless nod was all I could muster.

Grinning, both girls lowered their faces to my cock and went to work. They made out hot and heavy with the head between their lips, working their tongues around my cock and cleaning every drop of cum from my skin. After a bit they started passing my shaft between them, one of them deep-throating me while the other squeezed my balls and talked about how hot they looked sucking me off.

It felt incredible, but now that I’d come down from my peak I was able to think again.

“What do you mean, ‘my inheritance’?” I asked. “Uncle Torvald didn’t leave me anything. I barely knew him…”

“You were his heir,”
 Riley said, giving my balls a squeeze. “Since he had no heirs of his own. “That means you get everything. His company. His power-”

Caitlin let my cock leave her mouth with a wet little pop
. “His women,” she added with a wink.

“What…” My words broke off as Riley took my cock all the way to the base, gagging gently as she stared up at me with it buried all the way down her throat. “What kind of power
?”

The two girls shared a look, as if I were just too silly.

“The power to control women,” Caitlin said, stroking me gently. “Just like you control us.”


That’s not possible,
 I thought. Then I chided myself. Having a threesome with two of the hottest co-eds I’d ever seen in the VIP 
area of a fancy club was pretty damned impossible, too. Who was to say what I could or couldn’t do?

 


Caitlin pulled back. My cock left her fingers, and I groaned in frustration. “He doesn’t believe us,” she said, glancing over at Riley.

“How do we show him?” Riley’s expression was worried. It was clear she had considerable anxiety over this. “We have to prove to him that he’s the one
, Cait…”

Suddenly Caitlin stood up. “Stay here with him,” she purred, striding across the room completely naked. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Wait - where are you going!?” I couldn’t believe she was just going to walk around naked like that!

“Don’t worry,” Caitlin said with a laugh. “This is your club now - it belonged to your uncle. It’s part of your inheritance, Hunter. No one’s going to look twice if you sent one of your girls out to get something for you. Now keep him entertained for a few minutes…”

I watched her ass as she walked away. She pulled open a hidden door, waved at me, and disappeared. My gaze slid to Riley, who was grinning up at me like this was what she’d wanted all along.

“So,” she said with a giggle. “What should we do? We could talk, or…”

Her hand grabbed the base of my cock.

“...or you could fuck my brains out?”

I looked over her naked body, groaning with need. Yeah. Yeah, that was exactly what I wanted.

She started to climb onto me, but I stopped her. “What’s wrong?” she asked, those eyes getting big again.

“Not like this,” I grunted, grabbing her around her hips. “I fucked Caitlin like that. This time, I want to be on top.”

Riley moaned with delight. “Yes, Master! I live to serve…”

I wasn’t so sure about all this Master
 stuff, but as I bent Riley over the couch and parted her thighs with my hand, I was practically shaking with excitement. She wiggled her cute little ass against me, moaning with need as she pressed herself against my hardening cock.

“We’ve already made you come twice,” she whimpered, looking back at me with something like awe. “And you’re still so hard
. You must really like us, right, Master?”

I smirked. It was obvious what got Riley’s motor running: praise. “Yes,” I said, running my hand over her ass. “You’re such a good girl, Riley. You serve Master so well…”

From the look on her face, Riley was about to come all over my fingers. “Oh fuck, Master, thank you so much
…”

With another grin, I rammed my cock all the way inside of her. Even after her blowjob, after Caitlin riding me into the stratosphere, driving all the way into Riley’s tight co-ed pussy made my heart skip 
a beat.

“Holy fuck
,” I growled, squeezing her ass hard enough to bruise. “How the fuck are you so tight
!?”

Riley looked ecstatic. “You like my pussy, Master?” She rocked it back and forth on my cock, pulling forward until only the head was nestled in her folds just to slam
 it home again. “You like all those warm, wet little ridges caressing your cock as you fill me up? Spreading my tight little pussy all the way to my womb?”

“Yes,” I groaned, tangling my fingers in her hair. This girl had one hell of a mouth on her - I liked it. “It feels so fucking good. It makes me want to pop right inside you - I keep having to hold back…”

Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Don’t hold back, Master!” She looked like she couldn’t believe what I’d said. “Shoot inside me! I want to feel your cum paint my womb!”

“God damn
 you are dirty,” I growled, bringing my hand down on her ass cheek. She yelped in mingled pain and pleasure. “Is that what you want, dirty girl?”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, fucking me back even harder than before. “I want to be a good girl for you…”

This time, I had the presence of mind to think about the consequences. Not do anything about them, mind you, but at least think of them.

“Are you on any kind of birth control?” I demanded, hammering her 
g-spot like an anvil with the head of my cock. It took her a moment to respond, because this sent her right over the edge.

“No, Master!” Her eyes were shut tight, her face as red as a stop sign as orgasm after orgasm rocked her body. “No, Master, I’m fertile and ready for you! I’m so fucking ready to have your heirs - to be swollen with your babies!”

Her words touched something primal in my mind. I didn’t just want to come inside her - I wanted to breed
 her, to mark her as mine, to let the world know that she was my owned property.

I tossed my head back and howled with pleasure as I came, letting loose with one final orgasm deep inside of Riley’s spasming, clenching pussy. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as she felt me unload inside of her, a low groan rolling from her lips. She was practically drooling on the couch as I shot into her womb - little more than a mindless drone with its consciousness stripped away by my cock.

I really, really
 liked her that way.

“I’m going to have to do that more often,” I said, pulling out of Riley’s cunt. A thin ooze of my seed dribbled from her slit, so I oh-so-slowly put the head of my cock back in and fucked my load deeper into her. “There we go,” I said, watching with pride as she lay there groaning like a slave. “That’s right where it belongs.”

As I pulled out for good this time, I heard the sound of a door opening behind me. When I turned, Caitlin was standing there, wearing nothing but a smile.

“Looks like you two had fun,” she said. “Here - this is for you.”

She had a thick manila envelope in her hand. I took it, looking at both sides of it as I waited for the unreality of the situation to subside.

“The lawyers were supposed to meet you,” Caitlin said, “but I guess we got to you first. They want to set up a meeting with you in the morning to finalize the transition. Congratulations, Master!”

Like someone in a trance, I opened the envelope and took out the papers inside. Most of them were form letters, pages upon pages of legalese in tiny print explaining exactly how Torvald’s empire would transition to me. But I only had eyes for the letter on the top - a single page in my uncle’s handwriting.


Dear Hunter,
 it said:

If you’re reading this, it means that I have failed. My project - my life’s work - has not come to fruition, and in the process I have left our mortal realm behind.

Because I have left no living heir, I have the ability to name a successor. And I name you.

This is a great gift, Hunter. And it is also a burden, because of what you must do to secure your glorious future.  The terms of our arrangement are forthwith:

-That you, Hunter, shall receive my controlling stake in my company, as well as all of my assets: including my manor. In 
addition, you will begin to manifest the ‘power’ which I have long had access to - allowing you to control and dominate the so-called ‘fairer sex.’ Any women I have used my powers on will naturally become yours - all that is required is for them to learn that you are my nephew. The means of attracting further women - any women you like - will be given to you by my lawyer, Maria Kain.

-That you, Hunter, shall move into my manor within one week of receiving this gift and complete the Great Work I have begun there. It is not an exaggeration to say that this work was the supreme effort of my life, and indeed all humanity will benefit if it is to be finished. Instructions will be waiting for you there.

DO THIS AND YOU WILL KEEP MY POWERS AND MY PROPERTY FOR THE REST OF YOUR DAYS. FAIL, AND YOU WILL MEET THE SAME FATE AS I - THE FATE THAT AWAITS ALL MEN IN TIME.

You MUST complete the work, Hunter. It is everything. It is the most important thing in the world. Make me proud.

~Torvald von Brennenburg

P.S. Do not trust Caitlin.

I read it over twice, a chill growing in my body as I comprehended the words. The ‘fate that awaits all men’ could only mean one thing - and that postscript about Caitlin…?

“Have you...you haven’t read this, have you?” I asked, sliding the letter back into the envelope.

Caitlin shook her head. “No, Master. Torvald forbade it.”


Good,
 I thought guiltily. I wouldn’t want you to know what he thought of you.


“Is it...Is everything alright, Master?” Riley stared up at me with those puppy-dog eyes. I could almost see the tears.

“Everything’s great,” I said, tucking the envelope under my arm. “I’m just kind of overwhelmed. I think I ought to be getting home, maybe…”

Caitlin grinned. “We’ll take you to the Manor, Master. To see your new home.”

“You can get some rest,” Riley said. “And maybe we can give you a very special wake-up call…”

A big, stupid grin spread across my face. Okay, maybe my great-uncle really was
 on the cusp of some humanity-altering discovery. Maybe he was a kook. Maybe I had the power to bend women to my will - or maybe Caitlin and Riley were just horny sluts working out their grief. Either way, my life was about to get a whole lot more interesting - and I felt ready.

“Let’s go,” I told my harem. I couldn’t wait to get started.


Part Two: The Secretary

I’d heard stories about my Uncle Torvald’s mansion. That it was modeled after an old Spanish castle, built on the side of a cliff like something out of a storybook. That it had been built in the wilderness, and a town had just sprang
 up around it overnight, as if a building that magnificent just had
 to have a village nearby. That a half-dozen workers had disappeared in the middle of construction, never to be seen again, and that late at night you could hear their screams echoing through the walls…

It was incredible, to be sure. But it didn’t hold a candle to my two gorgeous companions.

From the backseat of my uncle’s limo, the mansion loomed like something out of a Gothic novel, waiting for me to claim my inheritance. But I was busy focusing on Caitlin’s ass. It bounced up and down in my lap, giving me a pornographic view of my cock as it slowly entered and exited Caitlin’s dripping, soft folds. On my right side, Riley held up my cellphone, capturing the whole thing in HD video as Caitlin moaned and writhed on my cock.

“Thank you, Master,” the gorgeous brunette babbled, her voice thick with pleasure. “Thank you so much for letting me serve you…”

I gave her ass a slap and leaned back, grinning. I’d already gotten used to hearing that word: Master
. Both Caitlin and Riley belonged to me now, the way they’d once belonged to my great-uncle Torvald. 
They were like the house behind me, part of my vast inheritance. Along with them, I’d apparently gained the power to change women into girls like them: brainless, vapid bimbos who lived to fulfill my every erotic fantasy.

So I was pretty much nursing a constant hard-on around these two sexy co-eds. Fortunately, they loved
 taking care of it.

“Harder,” I groaned, grabbing Caitlin’s hips and slamming her slit all the way to the base of my shaft. She complied eagerly, whimpering with pleasure as she bit her lip and watched me over her shoulder. Her entire attention was fixed on me, seeing what did and didn’t drive me wild so she could be an even better fuckdoll for my every need. She’d come four times on my cock already, and was working her way up to a fifth.

Riley’s sidled up next to me, her lips warm against my ear. “I love
 watching you fuck her,” she purred, giggling gently. “I want you to put a baby inside her, Master - just like you did to me. Wouldn’t the two of us look so cute and fuckable with identical baby bumps?”

That was another thing I had to think about. Neither girl used birth control, and according to Riley she hadn’t had her period this month. I had no idea how Uncle Torvald kept from keeping both these girls constantly barefoot and pregnant, but whatever secret he had was something I hadn’t learned yet. Riley was probably knocked up, and Caitlin wasn’t far behind.


Who cares
, a little voice whispered in the back of my head. It’s fun to breed them - and it feels so much more awesome to cum inside them bare. You’re rich now - it’s not like you can’t afford a nanny or 
two…


I might have been rich, but I didn’t have my money yet. Or the house. That was supposed to come after a meeting with my uncle’s lawyer, Maria Kain - who I was keeping waiting. She was inside the Mansion, probably looking at her watch and wondering where I was - all while I was banging two girls in the car outside.

Never let it be said I didn’t know how to live my best life.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again,” Caitlin moaned, her hips picking up the pace. My cock hammered her g-spot with every thrust, riding that perfect angle inside of her to push all the way to the base of her womb. “I want you to cum with me, Master! Shoot in me right when I cum, so I pull everything all the way inside me and make a baby for you…”

There’s something so hot and primal about a woman begging you to breed her. I’d definitely learned it was something I couldn’t resist. Caitlin’s words were the closest thing to a command she could give me, and I obediently grabbed her by the hair and drove even harder into her, working my way up to the peak. I felt the walls of her cunt spasming around me an instant before I sailed over the edge, her body priming itself for my load.

“Here it comes,” I gasped, the world going white behind my eyes. “Gonna fill you up…”

I went off like a geyser, coating Caitlin’s insides with cream. Both of us cried out in unison as I came, white-hot bursts of seed detonating inside of her cunt like firecrackers. Sparks flew between us as her 
tightening cunt gripped my swelling, throbbing cock and milked every last drop of spunk from my balls.

When I was done I pushed her off me, watching with pleasure as she squealed. “Clean me up,” I gasped in Riley’s direction.

The gorgeous blonde complied without a word, lowering her head into my lap and taking my still-spurting dick into her mouth. She sucked greedily, cleaning my cum and Caitlin’s juices from my dick with loving care.

“Thank you, Master,” Caitlin said with a wicked grin. Now that she had a womb full of my sperm, she was meticulously reapplying her makeup, naked from the waist down. “Are you about ready to go meet Maria?”

“I will be in a minute,” I said with a smirk. Riley’s mouth wasn’t just cleaning me; it worked my dick like a hoover, deepthroating me until I swelled back to renewed hardness in her throat. “I think somebody’s trying to get brownie points…”

Caitlin rolled her eyes. “She’s a vapid little slut,” she replied. “Put pretty much anything in her mouth and she’ll suck it.”

I watched Caitlin uneasily as she gave Riley the side-eye. The postscript to my uncle’s note flashed in the back of my mind: do not trust Caitlin
.

Why would Torvald warn me against trusting her? Both of the girls were my servants, hell; they were hypnotized into obeying me and loving it. How could she possibly be untrustworthy?


Maybe it has something to do with this project of his,
 
I thought, glancing behind me. In the fog and the gloom, the long windows of the Mansion looked like eyes peering down at me. I need to find out more about it...


I froze, my cock still buried in Riley’s throat. There was someone watching me from one of those windows.

I sat up, craning my neck, but the face vanished just as quickly as it had appeared. Who was that?
 I wondered, all thoughts of the hot little mouth wrapped around the head of my cock gone for the moment. Had that been Maria, watching me from an upper window as my two sexy bimbos worshipped my cock? How long had she been watching - had she seen me explode inside of Caitlin, or was this just an idle glance that happened to catch me getting blown? Had she actually seen me at all?


Well,
 I thought with a smirk, if it
 is Maria Kain, it’s not like I can just ask her.
 I’m sure she wouldn’t expect that to be the first thing out of my mouth when we met - especially when so much money and property hinged on our meeting.

As if the face had worked some arcane magic on me, I could think again. And I realized I really was
 late for my meeting. My cock left Riley’s mouth with a wet little pop
 and was quickly tucked back into my pants.

“Raincheck,” I said, noting Riley’s frustration at being denied her treat. “We’ve kept my uncle’s lawyers waiting long enough. It’s time to make this place my own.”

Riley continued to pout. She kept that ridiculous look on her face right up until Caitlin grabbed her.

“Relax, whore,” she said with a wicked little laugh. “Once Master signs those documents, we can break in the Mansion together. He’s going to want to fuck us in every single room
 tonight!”

That cheered her up. Caitlin is definitely the smarter of the two
, I realized with a start. Look how easily she manipulates Riley.
 Maybe my uncle was right to warn me about her. Still, she was completely under my power - a hypnotized little bimbo - so I had nothing to fear from her. I had everything perfectly under control.

“Let’s go meet the lawyers,” I said, opening the limo door without waiting for Riley to clean herself off. “It’s time to get what I deserve.”

xXx

“This might be a bit to take in all at once,” Maria said, arching an eyebrow.

I scanned the desk, my eyes widening. “You’ve got that right.”

I was sitting at a massive desk in my uncle’s study, a luxurious room with a roaring fireplace. Spread across every spare inch of the desk were papers, with plenty of them stacked on top of each other. Every single one of them related to one branch of my uncle Torvald’s businesses - most of them were covered in tiny lines of legalese. It would easily take me two or three days just to read and understand everything the lawyer had placed before me - and I wasn’t even looking at all of it.

“Your uncle had quite an empire,” Maria said, crossing one leg over the other. “Quite a large transfer of power, no?”

My eyes traveled from the pile of papers to the woman who was the lynchpin of his global empire: Maria Kain. She wasn’t at all what I’d expected from Uncle Torvald’s note. For one thing, I expected her to be merely the figurehead of a veritable phalanx of lawyers - not a single person meeting me at his mansion alone. Despite being alone with me and my two beautiful sex slaves, she appraised the whole situation as coolly and dispassionately as someone who dealt with it often - which she probably did.

I also didn’t expect her to be so fucking sexy. But I probably should have seen it coming: I was starting to realize that every
 woman in Torvald’s orbit was supermodel quality.

Maria was an achingly gorgeous woman, a fucking goddess dressed up in the drab cosplay of a staid professional. She dripped elegance and grace with every motion. She had an English accent that made even the most ordinary phrases sound exotic and sexy coming from her lips. Her clothes looked like they easily cost several months of my old salary, and fit her curvy body like a second skin. She showed just enough cleavage to make a man’s mouth water, and those six-inch fuck-me heels and stockings could make any human with red blood in their veins fall down and weep.


I bet she’s an absolute killer in the courtroom,
 I thought. Men would be so busy imagining those pouty red lips wrapped around their cocks or those slender thighs straddling them that they wouldn’t be able to form a coherent argument.

Maria cocked an eyebrow and shot me a knowing little look. “But then again, you’re not interested in any of this, are you?”

I leaned back in my seat. She’s got my number,
 I thought with a smirk.

“Tell me about my uncle’s project,” I commanded her.

“Of course,” she said, rising from her side of the desk smoothly. “Follow me.”

I did, keeping my eyes fixed on that perfect heart-shaped ass as Maria led me to one of the massive bookcases that dominated the study. She scanned the shelves, looking for something - and found it a moment later. With a satisfied little sound, she grabbed a book and tugged it from the wall.

The whole shelf gave way with a creak, revealing a secret passage.

“Huh,” I said, impressed. “I thought those were only in the movies.”

“Torvald did
 live like a movie star,” Maria said with a shrug. “Right this way, sir.”

Behind the bookcase was a set of marble stairs, stretching downwards into the darkness. I wondered dimly just how much of my uncle’s mansion was actually located underground. It was all the same to Maria, though - she grabbed a flashlight from a holster on the side of the wall (nothing so cliche as a torch, I guess,
 I thought with a smirk) and made her way down into the black.

“So,” I asked after a minute or two, still watching Maria. “What exactly did you do for my uncle?”

Maria stopped, glancing at me over her shoulder. She regarded me coolly, as if all this were second-nature to her.

“I provided your uncle legal advice. I’m one of the world’s foremost experts in international law,” she said, without a hint of boasting.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s impressive. His letter made it sound like you were just his lawyer.”

“Torvald had many lawyers,” Maria said, still not taking her eyes off me. “A whole bloody fleet of them, honestly. But I was something more personal to him - something to keep at hand. A sort of legal secretary, a person he could bounce ideas and plots off of while examining what legal hurdles might keep him from getting what he wanted.”

Well. That sounded...almost plausible. “And that’s all you did for him,” I said. I felt almost disappointed.

Again, she cocked one flawless eyebrow. “You’re asking if he fucked me?”

She said it with such a complete absence of shame that I was momentarily taken aback. “I, uh...what?”

A smile spread across her face. “Of course he fucked me. My body was available for Torvald whenever he wanted it - as it is now, for you. Would you like to take me right here in this corridor?”

My head was spinning. The way Maria talked about fucking was like nothing I’d ever heard. She made it sound so casual
, as if she’d asked if I’d like chicken or steak for dinner or she was commenting on the weather. Even Caitlin and Riley didn’t act this way.

“No,” I finally said. “I mean - not right now. I want to have this project explained to me, first.”

“Of course,” she said, all business. She turned and continued walking down the stairs. But I found I couldn’t let it go. I was flat-out intrigued by this woman and her unashamed, businesslike attitude towards sexual servitude.

“I was just asking because...well, you don’t seem too much like Torvald’s other girls,” I said, pointing with my chin back up to the study. Caitlin and Riley were still up there, and since they’d been alone for five minutes I assumed they were probably playing with each others’ pussies. They’d be hoping to catch my attention when I came back upstairs, to get me to fuck them.

Maria slowed her step, hand to her chin. “Ah,” she finally purred, glancing back at me. “I see. You don’t understand my role,
 do you?”

I most certainly did not. “Role?”

She made a curt nod. “Like I said - I may look like a Victoria’s Secret model, but I’m one of the sharpest legal minds on Earth. It would be a waste of my talent to turn me into some vapid, brainless bimbo like those girls upstairs.”

“That makes sense,” I agreed. “But you don’t seem very submissive, 
either.”

“That’s because I’m not,” she said with a lopsided little smile. “I’m simply available
. You may use my body freely whenever you wish - whenever you feel the need to pump a load into me, you can just bend me over and do it. I could be in the middle of explaining some complicated legal matter, or corresponding over the phone with one of your rivals - all you have to do is fuck me. You don’t even have to ask.” Her smile curled upwards on one side. “Now do you understand what ‘free use’ means?”

I thought I did. And the idea that I could just bang Maria whenever I felt the urge - without having to ask, without foreplay, just using
 her like some kind of toy or receptacle to get myself off - that tickled a whole part of my brain I didn’t even know I had. I was looking forward to exploring this more, but just then our descent down the stairs ended.

The narrow corridor opened up into a chamber that looked...well, that looked more or less like the well-furnished study the pair of us had just come from. With one notable exception.

The study upstairs didn’t have a gigantic, glittering crystal skull in the center of the room.

I approached it slowly, part of me trying to figure out if this was real or I was hallucinating it. It was easily the size of a small car, roughly human-shaped but with bony protuberances like horns that suggested it was some distant ancestor of man instead of the real deal. Jewels studded every available surface, but underneath was solid white bone. I felt a pang shoot down my spine. If this thing was 
a real skull, than the creature it had belonged to had been a fucking giant…

“Impressive, isn’t it?” Maria asked.

“How…” I was nearly at a loss for words. “How the hell did Torvald get something this large down here
!?”

For the first time, I saw Maria smirk. “He didn’t,” she explained. “He found it here. This mansion was built to contain it.”

“You’re kidding.” I couldn’t tear my eyes off the skull - it was like it had some sort of mystic power over me. “All this was built just to house the skull?”

Maria crossed her arms beneath her breasts and raised an eyebrow. “This
,” she said, emphasizing the word like some kind of tour guide, “is no ordinary skull, Hunter. This is the Skull of Atropos.”

I could feel my brows furrowing. “I feel like I should know who that is,” I whispered blankly.

Both of Maria’s eyebrows shot to her hairline. “One of the three Fates? From Greek mythology?”

I shook my head. “Sorry.”

She scoffed. “What do
 they teach you at school on this side of the Pond? Well, do you want the long version or the short version?”

The skull demanded my attention - but now that we were alone, and I 
knew what I knew about Maria, all I could think about was her.


I can fuck her right now
, I thought, my cock swelling in my pants. I don’t even have to ask. I can just bend her over and ram my cock into her, and she won’t even miss a fucking beat…


My hands slid to my belt. “The long version,” I said, making my way behind her. “Tell me everything.”

As Maria began to pontificate about the interesting and varied history of Greek mythology, I bent her over a desk and hiked her skirt up above her ass. With a jolt of pleasure, I realized she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. Bad girl,
 I thought. Her mound was hairless, perfectly shaved, and as I worked my zipper down I couldn’t help but notice her slit shining with juice.

“You’re already wet,” I growled, bringing my hand down hard on her ass. “Already ready for me…”

Maria glanced over her shoulder with no more fuss than if I’d asked her for a cup of coffee. “I’m always
 ready for you,” she said smoothly. “I’m constantly wet, so that you can take me whenever you choose.”

Oh fuck that was hot. “I choose to take you right now, Maria,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of her hair. “Right fucking now.”

“Of course, sir,” she said, her cheek pressed against the top of the desk. “As I was saying, the skull was not
 the treasure Torvald was expecting to find when he dug into this mountain…”

I stopped paying attention. The head of my cock entered her folds, stretching her walls around it as I drove deep inside of her, and the heat and wet of her tight, feral pussy nearly made me explode right then and there. As Maria continued to explain the history of the skull, only the slight tightness of her voice betrayed the fact that I was fucking her brains out. She acted like there was absolutely nothing weird going on, like getting bent over her desk and fucked mid-sentence was a normal, everyday occurrence. Something about that drove me fucking wild.

I spanked her harder, grunting as I hammered her g-spot with the head of my cock. The hot, primal sounds of flesh-on-flesh filled the room as Maria talked, her words sliding easily into the rhythm of my balls slapping her ass with every thrust.

“But as you can see,” Maria gasped, her cheeks flushing red with heat, “the skull is not complete. Several shards are missing from the...the...forehead…”

I had finally managed to provoke some reaction from her. Maria closed her eyes and arched her back, her features becoming a mask of pleasure as she came. The walls of her cunt spasmed around me in time with her heartbeat, gripping me as tight as a glove as I kept thrusting deep inside of her. A thin whine of pure animal pleasure escaped her lips, then she was back in control.

“...the forehead,” she whimpered, the word heavy with release. “That caused Torvald no end of frustration - the whole thing needs to be brought together in order for the ritual to be complete…”

I could see what she meant. There was clearly a part of the skull that 
was missing - a triangle-shaped indent right between its hollow eyes. But I couldn’t focus on that - the pleasure was too intense. Maria’s orgasm had made everything hotter and tighter, and I could feel her womanly juices dribbling down my shaft and balls with every thrust inside of her. My balls ached for release, swollen with cum so hot it felt like liquid lava.

“Gonna cum,” I growled, bearing down on her like a tornado. I pinned her to the desk, holding her against my like a fuckdoll as my cock slammed
 into her, again and again with savage force. It was harder than I’d ever dared bang a girl before my powers, hard enough that I was sure Maria would have bruises tomorrow. I didn’t care - I wanted
 her to have bruises. I wanted to mark her, to make her mine at a deeper level than anything civilized society could understand.

One more hard, perfect thrust and it was all over. I roared
 with pleasure, drowning out whatever Maria was saying as the pleasure overtook me. My cock twitched and spurted inside of her, shooting thick ropes of cum deep into her womb as my world went white with pleasure. I held her hips hard, keeping myself buried as deeply inside of her as I could go until every drop of hot cum had drained from my balls, aimed right into the core of her womanhood.

When I was done, I pulled out in a daze. My cock jerked, shooting a thick rope of seed across Maria’s bare ass as it rested against her thigh. I stared at it for a few seconds as Maria finished her speech. It felt like I was fucking floating,
 like I was walking on clouds.

God damn that had been amazing.

Without a hint of ceremony, Maria grabbed her own ass and scooped up the cum I’d left there, then brought it to her mouth. She licked it clean, treating it no differently than if she were draining the last few drops of a cup of coffee. When she was done, she licked her lips and settled onto the edge of the desk, watching me with a pleased expression.

“Feel better, sir?” she asked, her gaze traveling to my still-hard cock.

I looked her up and down, unable to believe this woman. Something about the way she’d just made herself available,
 spread her legs for me like it was no different than any of her other duties made me absolutely mad with lust. With a snap of my fingers I could have had Caitlin and Riley down here, on their knees begging to worship me, but the fact that I could just take
 this girl whenever I wanted - like she was just a receptacle for my cock and cum - made me want to use her even more.

“A little bit.” It was clear from the way I was looking at her that I wasn’t done - not by a long shot - but there were things I needed to know, first. “I wasn’t really paying attention to that speech of yours. Care to give me the Cliff’s Notes?”

She nodded. “That’s the skull of an ancient Greek supernatural being called a Fate,” she said. “Fates had the ability to control life and death by spinning out the thread of someone’s fate - making it longer or snipping it short-”

“Speaking of which, I want the even shorter version,” I grunted, grabbing Maria’s hips and forcing her to her knees. I was already picturing her wet, compliant little mouth getting fucked. “Let’s see if 
you can keep your composure through this.”

“By repairing the skull, you...aggggh
...can perform an ancient ritual. The ritual...uuuungh
...extends your ‘thread’, making it impossible for the Fates to...hrrrngh
...cut!”

It was tough for Maria to explain things with my cock in her mouth, but she managed. Every few seconds I’d pull out, slapping her across the face with it or tugging her hair, and she’d keep right on as if nothing untoward had happened.

“Impossible to cut,” I said, looking down at her. “You mean...I’d be immortal?”

I was so surprised, I allowed Maria talk. My cock hung between my thighs, waiting for the moment.

“Yes, sir,” she said simply. “You and anyone else you chose. You could make everyone in the world immortal if you willed it.”

I let go of her hair. The possibility of life everlasting...particularly with a power like mine, it was a heady thought. If I completed Torvald’s ritual and succeed where he failed, I wouldn’t just be able to conquer the world - I’d be able to rule over it forever, like a God.

I could make every woman serve me just like Caitlin and Riley did. Or, an even hotter possibility occurred to me...I could make them all like Maria. Ready and willing to give themselves to me at a moment’s notice. I pictured myself walking down the street, casually ramming my cock into any woman who set off the ‘fuckable’ switch in my brain, and a fat bead of precum shot from the tip of my cock to 
dribble down my shaft.

“How?” I asked thickly. This is what Torvald wanted. For me to succeed where he failed. To change the world.
 “How do I fix the skull?”

Maria glanced over her shoulder at the glittering orb on the table. “Torvald research implied that the remaining portion of the skull had been cut into three shards,” she explained. “He had leads on each of these shards’ locations, just before he...left us.”

I wasn’t interested in hearing about Torvald’s failures. Maybe he’d gotten impatient and tried to complete the ritual without the Skull of Atropos fully repaired. Maybe he’d done some other fool thing that had gotten him killed. The point was, I was going to follow everything by the book.

I was going to live forever. And, I realized with a smirk, I was going to make my sluts live forever, too. Keep them young and beautiful, their bodies flawless and their pussies forever tight and wet.

“Do you want to serve me forever?” I asked. Before Maria could respond, I reached down and lifted
 her right off the floor, parking her ass on the edge of the desk. Wow. When had I gotten so strong?

“Of course, sir,” she answered without hesitation. “Any woman would be honored to sit at your side as you conquer the world. Most would crawl across broken glass just for the opportunity to worship you.”

Well, it didn’t need to go that far. With a smirk, I tore what remained 
of Maria’s miniskirt clean off, leaving her naked from the waist down. I tossed the flimsy fabric in a corner of the room and spread her legs.

“I want you to give yourself to me,” I growled, staring deep into her eyes. “Every single inch of you. If you do that - if you prove you can be a good girl for me - I’ll make you one of my forever slaves. When I complete my uncle’s ritual and gain immortality, I’ll give it to you.”

“That sounds wonderful, sir,” Maria said with a hint of a smile.

“You’ll stay just this sexy forever,” I grunted, my hands caressing her ass and the slope of her hairless, dripping mound. “Tight and fuckable. Available to me whenever I want…”

The head of my cock nestled against her folds, the tip grinding into her clit. Then I went lower, and deeper
, and watched with pleasure as Maria’s expression turned to one of alarm.

“Master!?” She gasped, writhing on the top of the desk. “What are you doing?”

“I said I wanted every inch of you,” I said savagely. The head of my cock was pressed up against the base of her tight, swollen little pucker, and considering it was covered in a mixture of my and Maria’s juices, it would have been nothing to ram it home to the base. “Is there some kind of problem?”

She met my eyes and shook her head, but there was concern in her gaze. “No, sir,” she whispered. “Of course not - I belong to you. It’s just…”

“It’s just what

?” I snapped. I hated playing these waiting games.

“I’ve never been fucked in the ass before,” she confessed, an embarrassed expression cutting through her serene calm. “Your uncle never…”

I was stunned. “You mean my uncle had a secretary with an ass like this, and he never claimed it?”

She shook her head.


She’s an anal virgin,
 I realized. There’s part of her that even my uncle never touched…


A part of her that would be mine - and only
 mine.

“That makes me so happy,” I told her, pulling her forward and kissing her hard. Another half-inch of my cock slid into her asshole, stretching it. She couldn’t hold back - she let out a squeal of mingled pain and pleasure as she felt me entering her most private channel.

“It does, sir?”

“Yes,” I grunted. “This ass belongs to me - and only
 me. I don’t have to share it with anyone - not even anyone who came before me.” I rocked my hips forward, gently stretching her inner walls around me. “You have no idea what a gift you’ve given me, slave.”

Her face went slack for a moment as she felt me push inside of her. “Th...thank you, sir,” she whimpered, groaning. “Thank you so much…”

With one smooth motion, I grabbed hold of her hips and rammed myself inside of her to the base. Maria let out a cry as her tight virgin asshole was fully entered for the first time...but there was more pleasure than pain in her voice as I slid home.

“I’m all the way in,” I told her with a smirk. My balls rested against her entrance, swollen with hot cum. “How does that feel?”

“It...it hurts a little,” she confessed, testing the base of my cock with a finger. “It feels so dirty...and so good
.” She blushed deeply, biting her lip. “May I...may I finger myself while you fuck me, sir?”

I shook my head. She looked crestfallen. Then I spoke.

“No, slut,” I grunted, thrusting hard inside of her. “I’ll
 finger you.”

The sounds of primal, sheet-clawing sex filled the room as I fucked Maria’s ass with total abandon. Her backdoor was even tighter than her cunt, smooth and silky where the interior of her womanhood was ridged and dripping. As I pummelled her with hard thrusts, I grabbed her by the pussy and rolled a thumb over her cunt, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her body.

“Thank you, sir!” she cried, slamming her asshole back down on my cock as hard as I was fucking her. “Oh fuck thank you so much! I...I can’t wait to be your immortal little slut…!”

I couldn’t take much more of this. I was coming apart at the seams, filled with more pleasure than I could handle. The head of my cock nestled deep in Maria’s bowels with every thrust, exploring unclaimed territory that was so tight I couldn’t fucking believe how 
good it felt.

“I’m going to cum,” I told her, boring holes straight into her soul with my eyes. “I’m going to cum inside of your ass, Maria. And I’m going to be the only
 man who ever does…!”

“Yes, sir!” she sighed happily, her cunt gushing as my thumb teased another orgasm out of her tight young body. “My ass belongs to you! My whole body belongs to you - it’s yours whenever you want it, no questions asked! Just bend me over and fuck my ass whenever you want to feel it stretched around that big, thick, beautiful cock…”

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I shot. The warmth of Maria’s ass was consumed by a greater warmth as burst after burst of liquid fire exploded inside of her virgin pucker. I shot hard, harder than I thought could be possible after so many consecutive orgasms. Maria rode me skillfully through my climax, bouncing on my cock and flexing her ass cheeks around my swollen, sensitive head as she milked my balls dry.

Halfway through my orgasm, I pulled out and let it fly. Thick streaks of cum fired from the tip of my dick, coating Maria in spunk. Her ass, her dripping cunt - even her cleavage and her blouse were covered in my potent, manly load. I surveyed the mess I’d made of her body and leaned back, utterly satisfied.

“That was...amazing,” I said, the room spinning gently around me. I felt like I was maybe halfway into my own body, part of me still floating around the room in a haze of pleasure. From the glazed expression on her face and the way she stared in awe at the thick load coating her body, Maria felt the same way.

“Thank you, sir,” she finally whispered, looking at me in a way that no woman ever had before. Like I was more
 than human. I liked it. Liked it a lot
. “I feel so honored that you’ve chosen me to serve you. I promise to be the most faithful slave you’ve ever seen…”

I could feel myself grinning from ear-to-ear. The sooner I complete this ritual, the better,
 I thought excitedly. I couldn’t fucking wait
 to have the kind of power the Skull of Atropos promised.

“Where’s the first shard?” I asked. I didn’t bother dressing or commanding Maria to dress - after all, having her naked it would make it even easier to fuck her whenever I felt the urge. “The first missing part of the skull? Tell me.”

Maria looked up at me, and when she did, the dispassionate woman I’d met just a few minutes ago was gone. In its place was a woman who understood exactly what my plans for dominating and controlling the world were...and loved them. She looked like just being in the same room with me made her uncontrollably wet and horny.

I loved it.

“London,” she said with a naughty smirk. “My hometown. It’s in a museum…”

“Then we’ll hit this museum up first,” I said, cutting her off. “Prepare my uncle’s plane. We’re taking a flight.”

Maria nodded. “Yes, sir.” How she managed to look so professional half-naked and covered in my cum, I’d never understand.

“Oh!” I called out, stopping her at the door. “And make sure Caitlin and Riley have everything they need. I want the four of us to have some fun while we’re crossing the Atlantic. I feel like you girls are going to get along famously…”

“We’re well-acquainted, Master,” Maria said with a giggle. “And I’m looking forward to it, too.”

I glanced back over at the skull, nervous energy coursing through me. Eternal life and the power to enslave women,
 I thought, staring into Atropos’ eye sockets. I can’t fucking wait!



Part Three: The Supervisor

When I first inherited my great-uncle Torvald’s supernatural ability to seduce and control women, I thought there was nothing better on Earth than two gorgeous supermodel-quality girls sucking my dick.

I was wrong. There was something better. Three
 of them doing it.

Torvald’s private plane was on the smaller side, but what it lacked in space it made up for in comfort. I looked out the window for a moment and watched the lights of Heathrow Airport flicker through the fog of London, then turned my attention back to the three beauties kneeling before me.

Caitlin and Riley were curled up on either side of me, flanking me like the submissive bimbos they were. My rock-hard cock was perched between their pouty lips, shared between them as they giggled and sighed and shot me their best ‘fuck me, master’ looks. Even with both of them naked and intimately connected, they were still competing for my affection - doing their best to moan harder, talk dirty, and strike sexier poses to make my blowjob as hot as humanly possible.

Despite all that, it was the woman between them who held the lion’s share of my attention. Maria Kain had been my uncle’s lawyer, secretary and right-hand girl before she met me - now she was something both greater and lesser than before. She was a beautiful, brilliant goddess with the mind of a genius and the body of a Instagram lingerie model, and as she pressed her face against my 
balls and inhaled their manly, musky scent I felt something give way inside of me. I leaned back into the seat, my pleasure going right into the stratosphere, my cock twitching and throbbing between my bimbo worshippers’ mouths.

“God, you smell so good, sir,” Maria moaned, her naughty little tongue adding to the pleasure. “Thank you so
 much for letting the three of us serve you…”

For a moment, all three of them looked up at me with identical expressions of love and adoration, watching for my reaction like puppies waiting to see if they’d get a treat.


Well,
 I thought, they certainly deserve it
.

“Good girls,” I growled, grabbing a handful of Riley’s hair. She cried out in pleasure, her face flushing as my compliment sent her over the edge into orgasm - along with both of her friends. The pleasure did nothing to satisfy their hunger for my cock, however - if anything, they got even more desperate for me to come, stroking and sucking me even harder.


How many times have I shot just during this flight
? I asked myself. I’d lost count. Once we were in the air, it had pretty much been a non-stop fuck fest. It had helped that everyone from the stewardesses to the pilots were familiar with Torvald’s power. Walking into the cabin to see me banging Caitlin up the ass or face-fucking Maria while Riley ate her pussy was just another day to these people, so I felt no shame as I used my three gorgeous hypnosluts all the way across the Atlantic.

“Pleeeease

, Master,” Riley whined. She was the neediest of the three, the best at affecting that pouty little ‘teenager with a hot older daddy’ voice. “I need your cum so
 bad. Please shoot for us, Master?”

“Bathe us in your spunk,” Caitlin added with a smile. “Then watch us lick it off each others’ faces…”


What red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that?
 I thought, coming right up to my peak. The world swam around me as I sailed over the edge, roaring with pure bliss as my cock spurted and twitched. I felt higher than the fucking altitude as I shot all over my girls’ faces, erupting with thick ropes of hot, sticky-sweet come.

As I came down from my peak I was treated to the hot as fuck sight of my three bimbos doing exactly what Caitlin said they would - licking and sucking my seed off of each others’ bodies. They treated it like a treasure, like their reward for being such good girls: even after getting me off, the competitive spirit didn’t stop with these three. They were fighting each other to get more of it, to be the one who got to latch their pouty lips around the still-swollen head of my cock and clean it with their tongue. I leaned back into my seat, gazing out the window at London as they took care of my manhood.

“Huh,” I said, prompting all three girls to pause. “I guess we’ll have to book a hotel for tonight…”

It was Maria who broke the silence that followed, cocking her head and furrowing her brows in confusion. “Why is that, sir?”

I gestured out the window. “The sun is going down. Wherever it is you’re taking us to get this skull shard, it’s certainly going to be 
closed long before we get there. Hell, probably before we even leave the airport.” I paused, thinking it over. “But I’m sure you anticipated that already and got us a room somewhere nice.”

The corner of Maria’s mouth turned up in a smirk. “You drastically underestimate your power, sir.”


Hard to do that,
 I thought, watching the three beautiful women at my feet clean my cock and balls with their mouths. But I knew better than to argue, even with one of my bimbo slaves.

“How so?”

Maria stood up, grimacing slightly at the pain in her knees. She left Caitlin and Riley to share my balls, and they quickly divided the work between them - Cait deepthroating me, desperately trying to suck the last few spurts of cum from my balls, while Riley pulled each of those balls gently into her mouth and sucked them until they were clean.

“The London Museum of Fine Arts is indeed closing within the hour,” Maria purred. “But when I told them that the heir of Torvald Von Brennenburg was flying across the pond to see one of their exhibits, they were more than happy to schedule a private, after-hours viewing.”

“Excellent!” I grinned at Maria, and the combination of my look and the compliment nearly made her come her brains out on the spot. “So we’ll be led around by some venerable, ancient tour guide - someone the girls can distract with a little cleavage while I swipe the shard.”

To my surprise, Maria tossed back her head and laughed. “Of course not,” she said, nibbling on her bottom lip. “I made sure they got you the youngest, most attractive piece of eye-candy on the payroll, sir. Only the best for you.”

“Oooh, are you going to make her one of us, Master?” Riley looked up from my balls, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “I’d loooove
 to have another hot girl to fool around with! I bet we could get you so hot and bothered by fooling around, and then I could watch while you pump a hot load deep into her wet little kitty…”

That sounded wonderful. More
 than wonderful, actually. Something deep inside of me thrummed
 at the idea, like a tuning fork hit with just the right frequency. Suddenly I was looking forward to meeting this new girl just as much as I was having the shard of Atropos in my hands…”

“I don’t know, Master.”

Caitlin’s face was etched with concern. She also looked like she very much regretted speaking out of turn, but realized it was too late to back out now. She swallowed hard as I locked eyes with her, boring right into her soul with my gaze.

“What’s wrong?” I said flatly.

“It’s just…” Caitlin realized that everyone on the plane was staring at her and blushed. “How far can we trust this girl?”


Don’t trust Caitlin
. My uncle’s warning flashed in my head. How strange that she
 of all people would be the one to bring up trust.

Maria seemed like she was thinking the same thing. “Her trustworthiness won’t matter once Hunter claims her as one of his servants,” she said, in the tone of someone explaining something to a very small child. “What’s gotten into you, Caitlin?”

It looked like Caitlin didn’t know herself. Her mouth moved soundlessly, her eyes spinning in her head. I got the strangest impression: like she didn’t want to say anything else, but felt almost compelled
 to do so.

“I just mean that...that…” she sputtered, struggling. Then she said something in a completely different tone of voice, like a totally different Caitlin:

“Every little cunt we add to this menagerie is another set of lips that could spill our secret
!”

She clapped her hands to her mouth, but it was too late. Both Riley and Maria were staring at her like she’d grown a second head.

“You think we’re cunts?” Riley said, offended. “Well, I mean I am
 Master’s little cunt, but what the fuck?”

“Sir, I think Caitlin should remain with the plane,” Maria said flatly. Her eyes narrowed with suspicion. “There’s obviously something going on with her - something she doesn’t fully understand. To tell the truth, I don’t understand what’s gotten into her, either - but for the moment, I think it would be safer to have her stay here.”

Caitlin had recovered from her shock and now glared at Maria. “Don’t talk about me like I’m not here,” she spat, turning to me in 
appeal. “I just meant that soon you’ll be able to turn any woman you want into your slave, Master - forever
. Do you really want to jeopardize the mission just to add one more notch to your bedpost?”

I couldn’t see myself, but I was pretty sure that even I was staring at Caitlin in disbelief now. Do not trust her
. Now I understood why my uncle had urged such caution.

“Caitlin,” I said, my voice hard, “come here.”

She crawled up into my lap obediently, practically whimpering with fear. She obviously thought I was going to punish her, that she’d been a ‘bad girl’. I couldn’t deny that her fear turned me on just a little bit. It made me want to bend her over and spank her raw, then take my frustrations out on all of her holes. My cock swelled against my thigh, in clear view of all three of my girls.

“Relax,” I commanded her, stroking the side of her face. She calmed down instantly, her internal frustration showing in her eyes as she wriggled in my lap. “I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but I’m not upset. You’re a good little slave, Caitlin - but I think it’s best that you stay here until I return.”

Her eyes widened. “Master, please-”

“Shh,” I said, a little harsher than I’d intended. She stiffened up - and the motion made her aware of the hard-on pressing against one of her smooth thighs. Her face lit up as she realized she’d turned me on.

“You will obey me,” I said firmly. “I want you to stay on this plane and make yourself ready for me. When I cross the concourse and 
enter this cabin, I want to see you on your knees in your sexiest outfit, begging to please me. You understand?”

She didn’t like it - that was plain to see - but she nodded in understanding. “Yes, sir,” she said in a small, chastened voice.

“Good.” I stood up from the chair, casting my gaze around the cabin for my pants. Caitlin was dismissed. “Call the car, Maria. I want this shard in my hand by midnight.”

And I wanted this new slave in my hands even sooner than that...

xXx

“Welcome to the London Museum of Fine Arts,” the supervisor said as the three of us entered the vestibule. “My name is Tessa. You must be Mr. Brennenberg?”

Technically I didn’t share my uncle’s last name, but there was no reason for her to know that. “Charmed,” I said, taking the girl’s hand and planting a kiss on it. “Thank you so much for allowing us to enter you after-hours.”

She tittered, as if she thought I didn’t realize how ‘enter you’ could be taken. “Of course. Was there a particular exhibit you were interested in viewing?”

“Voices of Mesopotamia
,” Maria said before I could open my mouth. “We’re very
 interested in getting a closer look at some of the artifacts in that collection.”

Tessa gave Maria a curt little nod. “Of course. Right this way…”

I let out a little cough. “One second?”

She glanced at me over her shoulder, a trifle wary. “Yes?”

“I, uh...I need to use your facilities first,” I said. “Where might they be?”

Tessa’s eyes lit up with understanding. “Oh,
 of course,” she said, nodding. “Right over there.”

I followed her finger to the men’s room, leaving my girls behind. There I walked to a urinal, unzipped my pants, and pulled out my throbbing, rock-hard cock. I leaned back and closed my eyes as I started to stroke.

Why was I jerking off? It didn’t make any sense - not even to me. Tessa was a gorgeous woman, sure: even hotter than I had expected coming off the plane. She was a curvy, dark-haired goddess with creamy mocha skin, ample cleavage, and thighs I could imagine straddling my cock as I drove deep inside of her - but that wasn’t it. Even if seeing her had made me uncontrollably horny, I had two women with me who were practically my sex slaves - either of them would have been ecstatic to follow me into the bathroom and drop to their knees.

I couldn’t explain it, other than that it was some kind of compulsion. My hand worked furiously at the base of my cock, sliding the foreskin over my swollen, dripping head over and over again as I grunted and groaned. As I pumped, images filled my mind: each 
hotter and dirtier than the last. Tessa on her knees, worshipping my manhood with her mouth. Tessa spreading wide for me, letting me fuck her pussy and ass until both were filled with thick ropes of my seed.

Then the images took a darker turn. Tessa using drugs at my command - smoking and snorting and finally injecting herself until she was as enslaved to her addiction as she was to me. Tessa on a street corner dressed in nothing but a corset, panties and stockings, whoring herself out to any stranger who wanted to use her for pleasure. Tessa crawling to me on her hands and knees, the bills she’d earned that day clenched between her teeth.

And then, suddenly, it wasn’t just Tessa - it was all of them. Every girl I owned, degrading and debasing themselves for me. The entire female half of the human race turning themselves into disgusting whores, ruining their families and their relationships at my command.

Crying out my name as they did it.

Tears of joy running down their faces as they pushed the needle into their vein, as they divorced their husbands, as they ruined themselves for no reason at all…

I exploded like an atom bomb, thick ropes of come splashing against the urinal. Burst after burst of sweet, sinful pleasure coursed through my body, searing my brain - and, I realized slowly, changing things.

I was pretty sure I’d been so loud that everyone waiting in the lobby knew exactly what I’d been doing. I no longer cared.

I had plans for my girls, starting with Tessa. She was going to learn an entirely new way to serve her master before I left this museum…

xXx

“Is everything alright?”

All three girls stared at me as I came out of the bathroom, refreshed and feeling in charge. I could see in their eyes that they knew exactly what I’d been doing in there: Tessa was shocked, Maria bemused, and Riley upset that she hadn’t been allowed to please me.

I shot them each the same knowing, unashamed smile. “Perfect. Sorry for the interruption.”

For a moment, I was sure Tessa was going to say something - then she cleared her throat loudly and turned around. I could feel her distress radiating off her skin like body heat - then realized with a start that I really could
 feel it. It was like a weight in my mind; a physical thing that I could reach out and touch. When the hell did I start seeing things?

 



It happened after I jerked off,
 I thought, a pang shooting down my spine. I...I did this to myself, somehow. I gave myself the ability.
 Was this some kind of weird self-hypnosis? Or another aspect of my inherited power finally making itself known?

Either way, I should have been totally freaked out - but I wasn’t. It was glorious to feel the sensations coming from the women around me - Tessa’s unease, Maria’s calm, and Riley’s intense longing to worship me. I was eager to see what kind of boundaries there were to 
this new power - could I alter these women’s mental state just by overriding their will?

Tessa stopped so suddenly I nearly walked right into her. While I’d been in the weeds, thinking about my new powers, she’d led us through the museum to the exhibit Maria had asked to see. It was very impressive.

“Voices of Mesopotamia,
” Tessa pronounced, showing off some of the diction that made her an extremely effective guide to the museum. “What you’re seeing in these glass cases are some of the oldest artifacts known to man. Even when mankind was still in the cradle of civilization, the urge to create and to grow spurred us to create wonders…”

I stopped listening as her spiel continued, and scanned the wall for what I was looking for. There it was, all the way on the left - between a warrior’s shield and a statue of a fertility goddess. A perfect crystalline shard, shaped like a shaving of a diamond. It wasn’t very big, but I could tell at a glance that it would fit over half the empty space on the Skull of Atropos.

I had to have it.

Almost as I thought that, though, my attention was caught by a different jewel entirely: the one on Tessa’s finger. She pointed at some display case mid-sentence and it caught the light, shining like it belonged in the museum. It made me realize Tessa had a man - and when I prodded her mind gently with my new power, more than that spilled out.

Tessa had a whole family - one she was neglecting because of my special request to be here after-hours.

Normally, I would have felt mortified. I would’ve told whoever Tessa’s boss was to give her an entire month off as payment, with a sizable raise. But with those degrading hypnotic thoughts coursing through my head, all I could think was how naughty, how wild, how downright evil
 it would be to ruin Tessa’s life as I made her my latest harem girl.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, gesturing towards the shard. At the same time, I pushed
 into Tessa’s head, taking hold of her perceptions as easily as grabbing the railing on a stairwell. “I’d like to get a closer look, if you don’t mind. Could you remove that one from the case and hand it to me?”

Normally this would have set warning bells off in Tessa’s mind. It probably would have ended our tour prematurely, with security called if we were particularly unlucky. Instead, my new power dampened her reaction. A confused look flickered over her face, as if she weren’t sure why she wasn’t upset, then she shrugged.

“Of course,” she said after a moment. “It’ll take me just a few seconds to deactivate the alarm-”

Tessa did something with a key connected to her belt, and the flashing red light behind the display case went dark. She opened a hidden latch on the back of the case and reached inside, grabbing the priceless treasure like a convenience-store soda and tossing it to me.

“Catch,” she said. I did.

It was hard to believe something so powerful could be so simple. I turned the jeweled fragment this way and that, letting it sparkle in the light. Behind me, Maria and Riley grinned with triumph.

“Beautiful,” I murmured, running a thumb over the jeweled studs. “Such craftsmanship. So elegant. So warm and inviting. These curves…”

I wasn’t talking about the shard anymore. And as I ran my thumb over the nubs, gently stroking them, I sent the sensation into Tessa’s mind. She felt my touch on her nipples, between her thighs - whether she wanted to or not, her body reacted the only way it knew how.

“Um…” Tessa’s eyes went glassy with pleasure. Her mouth worked soundlessly for a few moments, trying to take back control. “We need to...to put that back…”

Smirking, I shook my head. “I want to thank you for being such a wonderful host, Tessa. I know it’s a heavy burden to ignore your family - especially right around the holiday.”

For a moment, her face showed alarm - how did he know about my family!?
 - then I smoothed it away.

“It’s quite alright,” she said, blinking rapidly. It was so cute watching her try to figure out what was happening. “We’re more than happy to open the museum for special clients-”

“They’re the most important things in your life, aren’t they?” I asked, cutting her off. “Your husband, and your...son? Daughter?”

“Daughter,” she said, slipping deeper into a trance. Now Maria and Riley looked like the ones who didn’t know what I was doing. It was alright - I’d explain later.

“Mmh, very nice,” I said, sending mental tendrils into Tessa’s core. “Only I’m going to suggest that they’re not
 what’s most important to you, beautiful.”

“They’re not?” Tessa’s eyebrows shot up to her hairline. “What are you talking about?”

“Exactly what I said. They’re not so important to you. At least, not as important as the guy in front of you.”

I watched as her face slowly changed. My power was inside her, changing her to my whim - and not only could she feel it but Riley and Maria could as well. Both of them were next to me in an instant, watching me work. Fuck, it felt amazing.

“They...you…” Tessa’s face flushed with heat as I found her arousal center and pushed down on it, hard
. In an instant the poor tour guide was wetter and hornier than she had ever been in her young life - more turned on than she would ever be again, unless I willed it.

“That’s right, Tessa,” I growled, close enough to her to feel the heat rolling off of her thighs. “You’re just a dumb little animal, aren’t you? A dumb little bimbo slut who wants to feel good, nothing on Earth matters as much as feeling this good…”

It was like I’d hit her with the world’s strongest, most addictive drug. Tessa’s pupils dilated as her mouth dropped open in a perfect little 
‘o’ of pleasure. Then those eyes rolled back in her head until only the whites were showing; her lithe back arched like a bow as a torrent of pleasure cascaded through her at my command. It rewired her brain, rewriting
 it in a way that was intimately familiar to me.

After all, it was what I’d been doing to myself only a few minutes before.

“Unnngh
,” Tessa groaned, coming down from her peak. When she looked at me, it was clear she was a changed woman. Gone was the love for her family, the dedication to her job - every thing that had made her an independent, successful woman. One look in those eyes and you could tell there was only one thing in her world that mattered: me. Her Master. Her King.

Her fucking God
.

“Please,” she whispered, and the sound was hotter than anything I’d ever heard. “Please let me worship you, Master.”

My hands went to my belt, and the sound of my belt bucking unlatching made Tessa fucking drool
 with anticipation.

“You may,” I said thickly, removing my cock from my pants. “Get on your knees, slave.”

With a little whimper of relief, Tessa landed on her knees before me. She stared up at me with a hunger unlike anything I’d ever seen as she took my cock in her fist, stroking it gently. There was still a thin covering of cum along the head from my personal time in the bathroom, and her smile grew even wider as she felt it slicken her 
palm.

“You have such a perfect cock, Master,” Tessa whispered, teasing the tip with her fingers. “It’s so big and thick. Fuck, you’re harder than granite right now…”

I had her worshipping me. But I wanted more than that. I wanted to hear the truth from her lips - the new
 truth I had placed inside her.

“What is the most important thing in the world to you?” I growled, boring into her soul with my gaze. She met my eyes for several seconds, tiny emotions flickering across her face. It was like I could see the old Tessa deep inside of her, struggling to break free. My cock grew even harder as I watched her fight.

“My...my hu...my huuu
…”

Her eyes rolled back in her head as the old Tessa did everything she could to reassert herself. It wasn’t enough. Strength ebbed out of her like the tide rolling out - when her spasm passed, there was no hesitation in the way she looked up at me.

“My holy cock
,” she whispered, licking the underside of my swollen head. “Your thick hard god-cock is the most important thing in the world to me, Master. And these big, swollen balls!”

She rolled them around her palm as she tasted the precum from my cock. A little whimper of need escaped from her lips as a drop of my salty seed coated her tongue. She was mine now; she belonged to me. She’d do anything I wanted - even, I realized with a start, abstain herself.

“Take your mouth off me,” I growled, harsher than I’d intended. She snapped back, her eyes wide with fear.

“Master?”

“Stroke me,” I commanded. “Stroke me hard
, Tessa. I want to cum all over your pretty face.”

It was clear she wasn’t quite sure what I was going for, but she obeyed. Her hand gripped my shaft tighter, slick with precum as she stroked me faster and faster. She watched my face as she worked, attentive for every little flicker of pleasure that passed through my expression. It was the one thing that never got old when you had hypnotic power: the way the other person was totally
 focused on nothing but your pleasure.

Before long, my cock was twitching in Tessa’s hands. “Yes,” I groaned, my balls tightening as I went right up to the edge. “Take it all over your face, you beautiful bitch! Bathe in your God’s cum!”

Tessa opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue just as I erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum painted her face as I pumped burst after burst from my swollen balls, draining all over her like a fucking cock volcano. I roared
 with pleasure as I watched my thick white load paint her mocha skin, then roared in triumph as she began to tremble and weep. Whatever I’d done to her with my mind, my semen was able to do as well - only ten times faster and more powerful. A flood of juice dribbled down her thighs as her cunt clenched over and over again, sending waves
 of multiple orgasms through her transformed body.

“Thank you, God!”
 
she moaned ecstatically as she rubbed my load into her skin. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! I love you so much, SO FUCKING MUCH…!”


Before I knew what was happening, I had all three girls lined up before me, bent over with their round asses and fertile pussies in the air. I thrust deep into Tessa’s cunt, savoring the way she clenched around me as an instant orgasm ripped through her body at being filled with my heavenly cock. Then I pulled out, slapped her ass, and drove myself hilt-deep into Riley. She climaxed instantly, screaming my name, then I moved onto Maria.

It went on like this for some time. Before long I was cumming, too, harder and harder with each stroke. I’d ram into each girl harder than I’d ever dreamed of doing, shoot a thick rope of cum directly into their womb as they shuddered and came all over my cock, then moved onto the next. I’d lost control of myself - I had no idea how long I kept going, pumping and slamming and shooting ropes.

By the time I pulled out, exhausted, each of the three women had thick trails of cum running down their thighs. Their pussies had been filled and overfilled, pumped so full that even their swollen lips couldn’t hold it all in.

As I looked down, admiring my accomplishment, the three beauties turned around. Still on their hands and knees, they looked up at me with identical expressions of devotion - smiling upwards like they were gazing upon their King.

“Thank you, Master,” all three of them said as one.


Holy shit,
 
I thought, coming down from my peak. Slowly, the haze that had filled my mind started to dissolve. Whatever weird, dominant power that took control of me in that bathroom was finally letting go - and I could see with clear eyes what I’d just done to Tessa.

I’m a monster.

“Get dressed,” I commanded them. All three of them rose to their feet, shooting me confused glances all the while.

“Master?” It was Tessa who spoke first. “Is something wrong? Did we...did we not please you?”


Her husband,
 I thought, the words burning through me. Her daughter. I just ruined her life...


There was no way to turn her back. Or was there? Maybe if I studied my uncle’s notes, I could find some way to restore the old Tessa. Or, even better, maybe all of this would go back to normal once I completed Torvald’s ritual.

I looked down at the shard in my hand. I’d forgotten it in my erotic fury.

“We need to find the other shard,” I told her, not meeting her eye. “As soon as possible. The ritual needs to be completed - now
.”


I’ll find some way to fix this,
 I thought, ashamed. Somehow
.

But underneath my shame was something even darker. The thought 
that, the next time this power took hold of me, I might do something even worse...


Part Four: The Cops


Why am I doing this?
 I wondered, my cock pulsing as I buried it deeper inside of Tessa’s warm, wet throat. This is so wrong. I’m a monster!


Her eyes locked on me, Tessa’s head bobbed up and down like a cork, her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft. From where I sat on top of the toilet, I could see she’d worked her panties down and was furiously pumping her fingers in and out of her cunt, juices dribbling down her thighs. She was so energetic, the walls of the stall practically vibrated as she blew me.

We were back in Heathrow Airport, waiting for my uncle’s private plane - mine now - to be inspected and cleared for an international flight. Tessa had used the delay to promptly lead me into the men’s room, shove me into a stall, then drop to her knees and start giving me a blowjob, deepthroating my cock like there wasn’t a single other thought in her pretty young head.

That was the problem. There were supposed
 to be thoughts in that head: thoughts about her family and her husband, her job and her life outside of the museum where she’d worked until about an hour ago.

Before she’d met me, the two most important things in Tessa’s life were her husband and her daughter. Now they were my balls. She pulled one, then the other into her mouth as she stroked me, sucking 
greedily at the precum that had dripped down my shaft. Her eyes shined with a feverish intensity as she pleasured me, not just sucking me off but absolutely worshipping
 my cock. She handled it like one of the holy relics she used to show tourists, her entire attention focused on making me feel as good as humanly possible. I loved it so much - and at the same time, it made me hate myself.

“Thank you for choosing me to serve you, Master,” Tessa whispered as she pulled off me, grinning from ear-to-ear. “The other girls will be so jealous, waiting in the lounge knowing I’m in here sucking your dick. You’ll have to reassure the rest of the harem of their place once we’re in the air. I can’t wait to watch you impale that little slut Riley on your massive god-cock…”

The harem.
 Is that what I had now? Images of each of my girls flashed through my mind, like pages in a men’s magazine: Caitlin, the sultry brunette I’d met at my uncle’s funeral. Riley, the bubbly bleach-blonde airhead who liked to call me ‘Daddy.’ Maria, the whip-smart secretary who was into ‘free use’ sex where I just bent her over mid-sentence and fucked her without warning. And Tessa, the beautiful museum supervisor I’d added to my collection after some dark urge took hold of me and convinced me it would be fun to steal her away from her life and corrupt her morality. The old Tessa would never have sucked off someone she just met, would never have gotten on her knees in an airport bathroom to worship a cock with her mouth. But that’s just what she was doing now, because she belonged to me.

“Master?”

I looked down, shaken out of my reverie. Tessa had slid my cock out 
of her mouth and was stroking it, using a mixture of my precum and her saliva to make everything slick and awesome. She waited patiently for me to notice her, like a pet begging for her master’s attention.

A naughty smile spread across Tessa’s face. “Will you make me immortal, Master?”

I just stared at her. She took hold of my balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, watching my face for any reaction.

“Caitlin told me about the ritual,” she whispered, the corner of her mouth curling up. “I know you have the skull of an ancient Greek fate underneath your new mansion. And that once you get all the shards and finish the ritual...you’re going to become immortal.”

Her face showed me exactly what she thought of that: that it was the greatest thing she’d ever heard. She looked ecstatic at the prospect of me becoming all-powerful - invincible and unstoppable.

“It makes me so wet to think about it,” she purred, spreading her folds with her free hand to show me the pink interior of her cunt. “You ruling all of us, not just for the rest of our lives, but forever
.” A blush rose to her cheeks, as if she was giving herself a fever just thinking about it. “Will you make us immortal, too, Master? I know I want so badly to keep serving you just like this forever…”

Before I could say anything, she made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and took me all the way to the hilt. My cock disappeared between her lips as she swallowed me, deepthroating the whole thing like she’d never even heard
 of the words ‘gag reflex’. A single tear rolled 
down her cheek as she relaxed her throat, opening wider.


Fuck, she can practically fit my balls in her mouth, too,
 I thought, groaning with pleasure. I wonder if she ever did this for her husband…


That sent a pang of guilt through my head - but only for a moment. It was hard to be too upset about anything I’d done with a gorgeous babe like Tessa sucking my dick.

“I was thinking,” she whimpered, pulling off me right before I reached my peak. “You shouldn’t make all
 of us immortal, you know? Only the girls who really
 deserve it.” That naughty smile was back, and her hands worked harder than ever at my cock, making it twitch and throb.

“You just became my slave,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of her thick hair, “and you already want to tell me how I should behave?”

“Of course not, Master!” Her eyes were so wide that I almost believed she was actually shocked. I need to watch myself with this girl,
 I thought. She’s ambitious
.

“Then what?”

“I only meant, sir, that being granted the privilege of serving you forever
 is...well, it’s an honor. To be this young and beautiful for generations, to keep these banging tits and this tight little pussy - I’d do anything
 for that, Master. But if we stay with you for thousands of years, for ever -
 you stay with us, too. Maybe you want to think about which girls you really
 want to spend hundreds of years 
fucking?”

“You...you have a point,” I conceded, my grip loosening on her long, lustrous locks. “You just got here - you can see things from an outsider’s perspective. Who stays? Which girls get to be my young, fuckable servants forever?”

Her face lit up at being asked for her opinion. It was clear she got off on this, no differently from the way Riley would cum if I complimented her hair or Maria would orgasm over and over again (but silently) while I casually fucked her. All my girls had their kinks, and being useful was apparently Tessa’s. It made sense, considering where I’d gotten her from.

“Well, I would be one of them, I hope,” she purred, shooting me a demure little glance.

“Of course.”

“Also,” she whispered, running her tongue along the underside of my cock, “Maria seems like a very useful woman to have around. Very intelligent, very...skilled.”

My cock pulsed across the top of her tongue. “Fuck, Tessa,” I grunted. “You have no fucking idea how skilled she is.”

She pulled back a bit, her eyebrows knitting together. “I’m less sure about Caitlin and Riley,” she said, moving from using her mouth to her hands for a moment. “They’re gorgeous enough girls, to be sure, but they don’t have much else going for them. They’re just a pair of bimbos.”

“I like
 
bimbos,” I growled, so forcefully that Tessa looked a bit alarmed. I couldn’t help it - one thing I decidedly didn’t
 like was the turn this conversation was taking.

“Of course, Master,” she said soothingly, stroking me at my base. “Vapid, brainless little bimbos are a lot of fun - and exactly what you deserve. But these girls aren’t just bimbos - they’re Torvald’s
 bimbos, aren’t they?”

Now that touched a deep, primal part of my mind. The part of me that, despite the angels of my better nature, attached qualities like ownership
 to the women around me.

“Think about it,” she said, a mocking edge sliding into her voice. “They both belonged to Torvald before you. They were his whores. Do you really think girls who spent years serving his every whim before they jumped ship to you really deserve to be your immortal fuck-worshippers?”

She had a point. I hated to admit it, because it shouldn’t have made any difference - but it did. She’d planted a seed of doubt in my mind - put an asterix there next to Caitlin and Riley’s names. No matter how hard I tried to pretend it wasn’t true, the fact was that the two of them had belonged to Torvald for years before they’d met me - maybe even decades. Who knew how long they’d stay young and sexy thanks to his powers, even without the bounty of immortality.

And of course, there was that infuriating little postscript in the letter Torvald had left me: do not trust Caitlin
. But trust her how? And with what? Why would Torvald warn me about one of his own bimbo servants?

My frustration must have shown on my face. Tessa pulled back a bit, then smiled indulgently. “But this is all stuff you can worry about later,” she said, smiling up at me. “Right now, I think it would be much more fun to come in my throat.”

Then she swallowed me - all
 the way down. She wrapped her lips around the throbbing, swollen head of my cock and slid to the base, until my entire manhood lay buried in her soft, welcoming throat. I was already on the edge, and it was way too much for me to take - even as I grabbed the back of Tessa’s head as leverage to thrust as deep as I dared, I was sailing over the edge into bliss.

There was no way to hold back. I roared with pleasure as the first bursts of cum shot from my cock, splashing against Tessa’s throat. Her fingers became a blur between her thighs, and then she was coming, moaning and writhing even as she drank down shot after shot of my hot, sticky seed. She kept on bobbing, swirling her tongue around my sensitive head like she wanted to milk every drop of semen from my balls. I was more than willing to give it to her. The bathroom stall swam in my vision as I unloaded in Tessa’s mouth, pumping in time with my rapid heartbeat. Every burst sent a wave of pleasure through my brain, bringing relief so sweet and perfect that I never wanted it to end.

Tessa clearly was in no hurry, either. She bathed my cock with her tongue, sucking the tip hard as the flood of cum slowed. As the last dribbles of seed rolled down my shaft she planted a kiss on the underside of my head, then giggled.

“You’re still hard,” she purred, stroking me gently.

I nodded. “You’re damn right I am. I still need to fuck that tight little 
cunt, Tess.”

She rose up like I’d lit a fire underneath of her. “Of course, Master,” she whimpered, parting her thighs. This close, I could smell
 the need rolling off of her, a feral, animal scent that made my cock throb with anticipation. “My tight little cunt needs a load of your hot cum deep inside it. That’s where all Master’s sweet, godly cum belongs…”

Before Tessa could get the head of my cock into her folds, there was a knock at the stall door.

“Busy,” I growled, frustration filling me. “Get lost, pal.”

The last thing I needed was some asshole who’d heard me banging Tessa ruining my fun. I gave it even odds that he was either some goody-two-shoes who’d already called security, or he was some horny dude who wanted to jerk off while he watched Tessa get fucked. Either way, I wasn’t into it.

But I was wrong. It wasn’t some guy at all.

“Master?” Maria Kain’s voice echoed in the confined bathroom.

My stomach dropped. There was only one reason my secretary and right-hand woman would interrupt me in the middle of banging one of my harem girls. We were in some kind of trouble, and she needed me to get us out of it.

Tessa sighed and rolled her eyes. Half an inch of my cock still nestled inside of her, just barely stretching her entrance around the tip. It felt fucking glorious, and all I wanted to do was bury myself so deep 
in her cunt that I rearranged her insides. Instead, I pulled out with a grunt and started to fiddle with my belt.

“Raincheck?” Tessa whispered. It was obvious from the look on her face that she was even more frustrated than I was. She had the look of a girl who’d just been cheated of a good, hard fuck, and every inch of her screamed I need to cum
.

“You bet,” I whispered back. Then, on impulse, I grabbed her and kissed her hard. Just having her half-naked body against mine felt amazing, and for a second I marveled at how quickly my life had changed since gaining Torvald’s power. There was a time in my life when just making out with a girl in a bathroom stall would have been the most exciting thing that happened to me all year.

“Coming, Maria,” I grunted, opening the door. Maria stood with her ass parked against the row of sinks, not a single hair out of place. God damn, that girl was unflappable.

“We have a problem, Master,” she said, although her tone was just as calm as ever. “Come with me.”

“On my way,” I said, with a backwards glance at Tessa. Soon,
 I thought. I had to remember to give her a little one-on-one time before the harem’s next worship session. “I’m sure whatever it is, it can be fixed with a little magic.”

xXx

It was worse than I thought. Way worse.

From the window of the airport lounge, Torvald’s plane out on the tarmac looked like a kid’s toy. Ant-sized figures surrounded it, swarming the thing like it had been abandoned at a picnic. Except the ants had guns, and badges, and were putting down barriers where the plane would normally take off. That was really, really
 not good.

“Shit,” I growled, watching the police work. “We’re not going anywhere.”

The tension in the room was palpable. Caitlin and Riley were hugging each other on one of the VIP couches, staring out the window with identical ‘watching a horror movie’ looks on their faces. Even Maria wasn’t her usual calm self - she still looked perfectly put together, but there was an undercurrent of anxiety beneath the surface that only someone who knew her intimately would notice.

As soon as I emerged, she rounded on me. Outside, I could see a policeman on his cellphone, probably calling for backup.

“Our flight has been cancelled, Master.” I don’t think I’d ever seen Maria look so worried before. “They must have had cameras in the London Museum. They know we stole the Shard of Atropos - and that Tessa helped us…”

An image of it flashed through my mind: Tessa on her knees, pleasuring me with her gorgeous mouth while she handed me the shard from the museum’s most high-security exhibit. It had felt so good to rip her away from her life - to remove everything she cared 
about and replace it with devotion to me. It was so wrong, and so good...

“I’ve called for the car - it should be pulling up to the rear entrance any moment now. We need to get out of here…”

I staggered. What the fuck!?


For a moment, my vision swam. A feeling of weightlessness rolled through my body, and suddenly I could feel something
 inside of me. Something new. I shook my head, clearing it, and stepped forward.

“Do they think we’re in there?” I asked, cutting Maria off. “I guess they must - otherwise they’d be in here looking for us.”

Maria nodded. “We’re lucky they haven’t surrounded the building. And they will
, if we don’t get out of here right now…Master? Master!?
”

I wasn’t listening. My hand was against my forehead, the world swimming into a kaleidoscope of colors. That feeling was back again, tugging at the most primal part of me, and the harder I struggled to resist it the deeper it became.

“No,” I grunted - though whether I was responding to the feeling or Maria, I didn’t know. My cock throbbed in my pants, suddenly hard enough to cut fucking diamond. I could smell
 Maria right in front of me, could feel the heat pouring off of her body and the constant horniness that lay just beneath her worry and surface concerns.

And just like that - my worries vanished. I stood up straight, all my anxiety gone. I’ve got this,
 
I thought, a wicked smile spreading across my face.

“Sir?” Maria stared at me like she didn’t know what to think. “Are you feeling alright?”

I was feeling better
 than alright. I was completely in control. Whatever dark power I’d felt back at the museum - the ability that compelled me to jerk off in a bathroom then abuse and destroy Tessa’s life - it was back, and it felt better than ever. Some tiny part of me knew I was going to feel guilty as fuck when it finally let go of me, but for the moment, I was on cloud nine.

“Don’t worry about a thing,” I told her with a smirk. “I’m just going to go down there and have a chat with the police. We’ll get this all sorted out.”

Maria’s eyes went as large as saucers.  “Master!?”


“Woah woah woah!” Tessa’s hand grabbed my shoulder, trying to hold me back. “Sir, you’re going to get arrested if you go down there. They’ll have you in cuffs faster than you can say ‘please don’t put me in those handcuffs, I just want to talk!’”

I smiled. “Relax,” I commanded her, putting a fingertip to Tessa’s forehead. Just like that, she went down in a heap. Her pert ass hit the floor, and a low, throaty moan escaped her lips as she started to writhe.

It was like I’d grown a second head. Everyone in the lounge was staring at me.

“Master?” I’d never seen Maria look so shocked. “What did you just do?”

But I was already walking. “Grab her and come on,” I commanded, tossing the words back over my shoulder. “We need to get on that plane.”

I didn’t have a plan, or any kind of strategy. But I had my special power. And somehow, I knew that when the moment came, I’d know just what to say.

xXx

The sound of engines echoed across the tarmac. Wind from the stalled airplane blew back my hair as I strode across the concrete runway, as calm and collected as if I were going to a meeting. As I approached, a guard saw me and did a double-take, then pulled a pistol from his waistband.

“Freeze!” he yelled. “Don’t come any closer!”

“Hi,” I said, leaning forward. Despite having a gun pointed at my face, he was shaking like a leaf. Poor guy. “You can call off your guards. I’m the guy everyone is looking for.”

He weighed my words for a moment, the gun held in both his hands. “You?”

I scoffed. “I don’t have time for this,” I told him, resuming my walk. “Where’s the person in charge here?”

By now, everyone had noticed me. They were either staring dumbly at me or fumbling for their weapons, or their walkie-talkies if they didn’t have
 weapons. A quick glance over my shoulder confirmed my girls weren’t too far behind me. Maria took the lead, leaving Caitlin and Riley to carry Tessa between them. I felt a little bit bad about that. I’ll have to make it up to Tessa once we’re in the air,
 I thought.

They had one of those stairwells on wheels pulled up to the side of the plane, leading to the inner hatch. As I mounted the first step, I saw two pairs of eyes staring down at me from the entrance. Two police detectives were looking at me like they couldn’t believe their luck.

“Hello!” I raised a hand in greetings, as if we were friends. “Mind telling these people to put down their guns?”

The two cops shared a look, then one of them leaned out of the plane. To my surprise, the detective was much younger than I expected - and prettier. She was a sultry-looking Latina with dark hair and darker lips, and the cheap department-provided uniform she wore couldn’t hide her curves. Even from the front, I could tell she had the kind of ass that probably made every man she came into contact with’s mouth water.

“Who the fuck are you?” she spat, looking at the rest of the squad as if asking why haven’t you brought this guy down yet?


“I’m the owner of this plane,” I said, ascending the steps. “My entourage and I really need to be in the air - we’ve got an appointment to keep.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You’re not going anywhere-”

“I’ll be happy to answer any questions you might have inside,” I said, cutting her off. I broke into a jog, taking the remaining steps two at a time, and was rewarded with a shocked look that knocked her off-balance. “If you still want to arrest me, I obviously won’t have anywhere to run, right?”

She glanced back at her partner as if weighing the truth of this. The other cop - also a woman - shot her a curt nod.

“Get in here,” she said, withdrawing into the plane. “Everyone stay calm. Keep the perimeter clear.”

This was going even better than I had hoped. I was going to be alone with just two policewomen - and at least one of them was a fucking stunner. Raw power pulsed behind my eyes; just the urge to bend this new girl over and fuck her into submission was nearly too strong for me to resist.

“Much better,” I said, stepping inside. Everything was more or less where it was supposed to be - it was obvious they’d just started searching the plane for any contraband or hidden compartments. “Can I get either of you two something to drink, officers…?”

The Latina shook her head - and pulled out a set of handcuffs. “Don’t fucking move,” she growled, nodding at her partner to draw a weapon. “You’re under arrest…”

“I most certainly am not,
” I said with a smirk. The words crackled with arcane power, echoing through the plane - and to the policewoman’s shock, she dropped the handcuffs to the carpet.

“The fuck?” She grabbed them and took a step back, reaching for her pistol. “Connie, there’s something weird about this guy-”

“So you’re Connie,” I said, turning to her partner. As I did, I reached
 out with my power. It was an unconscious movement, something I didn’t even have to think about: like flexing a muscle. I watched her eyes go wide as it hit her. God, how was this so easy?

“Yeah,” she gasped. Connie was probably a good decade older than her younger, sexier partner, but she still had one banging-ass body - she must have gotten plenty of exercise in her line of work. She was toned where her partner was curvy - a lithe, pale little MILF compared to the voluptuous Latina next to her.


They’ll complement each other perfectly in threesomes,
 the dark part of my brain whispered. She can be the tight little pussy, and her friend is the eye candy.


“Who’s your friend?” I asked, motioning at her partner. Now that my power was inside of her, I had her complete attention.

Connie looked like she didn’t know why she wasn’t slapping me in cuffs. “That...that’s Angela,” she said, nodding at her partner. “We’ve worked together for years.”

“What the fuck
 are you doing!?” There was an edge of fear in Angela’s voice now. “Take his ass down, Connie!”

But Connie was doing no such thing. In fact, as I pushed more of my dark, corrupting power into her mind, a smile spread across her face that was nearly twin to my own.

“Why would I do that?” Connie asked innocently. “Hell, I might 
go down
, Angela. This guy’s so fucking...sexy…”

It was like someone cracked a whip inside of Angela’s brain. Her eyes flickered towards the exit door for the briefest instant, and even though she tried to hide it I knew exactly what her intentions were. Her muscles went taut as she ran - sprinting like a cheetah, making the decision to bail on her friend and partner from a dark, primal calculus of survival.

Unfortunately for her, I was fast, too - or at least, my power was.

“Stop,” I roared, holding up a hand.

Angela paused at the door of the plane, her fingers gripping the handle. I could see the struggle on her face - the battle between her internal willpower and my dark, dominating power. She grimaced as she tried unsuccessfully to escape, to resist the urges I was putting inside of her.

“You don’t want to leave,” I said with a smirk, watching the words dig into her soul. “In fact, it feels so good to stay…”

Angela’s expression slackened. Her eyes went glassy, glazing over as pleasure coursed through her body. I could see that she didn’t want it - and that beneath that, she really did, and she hated it. She bit her lip, as if a little pain could break the spell.

“Unnngh,” she groaned, only the whites of her eyes showing. “Oh fuck
…”

“Master,” Maria said, standing at my shoulder, “I have no idea what you’re doing. But I’m more turned on than I’ve ever been in my fucking life right now watching you work…”

I laughed. “Come here, Connie,” I growled, pointing back at the gorgeous redhead. “Show your friend how amazing it feels to serve me. Let everyone know exactly how you’re feeling inside, every time you look at me.”

It was so evil. But it felt so good - especially as I watched Connie come trembling across the plane, sinking to her knees with a whimper of relief as she fully gave in to my power. Angela’s eyes widened in shock as she watched the lithe little redhead unhook my belt, licking her lips like a whore as my cock sprang free.

I looked down into Connie’s eyes, seeing only a flicker of the confident, independent woman she’d been just a few minutes ago. She gazed up at me with a kind of awe, as if she were still trying to understand how quickly her entire life had changed.

“What are you?” I growled, sliding my fingers around her neck.

“I…” Her voice was cut off as my grip tightened, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of shock. “I’m yours,” she purred, despair and lust warring in her eyes. “I’m all yours…”

With a grin, I slapped her. I didn’t even know I was going to do it - it just felt right. The power inside me churned like a maelstrom, filling me with alpha male glee. A little gasp of shock left Angela’s lips as she watched me abuse her friend, but I didn’t need my power to know her pussy was gushing with need as she watched the show.

“You’re a whore,” I whispered, pressing Connie’s cheeks together. “A wet, brainless little bimbo whore. Isn’t that right?”

She tried to mount a final resistance. It was almost cute. “I...I…”

“If you’re not, then get up and walk out of this plane,” I said, glancing up at the door. “Go get your friends and put me under arrest. Or,
 you can stay here and suck my cock like a good little bimbo whore. The choice is yours.”

As I finished my sentence, I let go of her. Connie nearly hit the floor, looking back from the door to me like a madwoman.

“Run,” Angela hissed, fighting to keep herself from cumming again. “Get help, Connie!”

A thin, animal whine left Connie’s throat. I felt
 the last bits of her resistance collapse, like a house whose foundations had been eaten away by termites. As it did, she wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and began to pump. She stared at the throbbing, spurting head with pure lust, and when she brought her warm, wet mouth to it and took me all the way down, there was nothing left of her but a submissive, subservient shell.

“No…” Angela whimpered, shaking her head back and forth. “This isn’t real. This is...this is a dream…”

“This is a dream,” I said with a chuckle. “A sexy fucking dream you’re never going to wake up from, slut. Take off your clothes.”

Tears rolled down Angela’s cheeks, but there was nothing she could 
do to stop herself.

“Slowly,” I panted, my other hand tangled in Connie’s red hair as she blew me. “Put on a show for me, dream girl. Tease
 me.”

In the background, one of my girls flipped a switch. Music poured from the speakers hidden throughout the plane - some dance song with a driving, ass-shaking beat. Angela could no more resist it than she could the voices now inside her head, the ones that told her being sexy is good
 and Master is so hot and perfect
 and wouldn’t it be fun to be a bad, wicked little bimbo just for him?


As Connie took me deep, tonguing my balls as her lips reached the base of my shaft, Angela started to dance.

She started off slow and hesitant, fumbling with her uniform. But as the memories of sorority nights clubbing and music videos unfurled in her head, she found her rhythm and started to show off her assets. By the time she was down to just her bra and panties, I was throbbing between Connie’s lips. Angela was so hot, so fuckable, that just thinking about being inside her was enough to bring me right up to the edge.

“Touch yourself,” I grunted, thrusting my hips forward to fill Connie’s mouth. “Rub that hot little slit for me, whore. Get that cunt hot and wet for my cock before I stretch your fucking walls around me…”

In an instant, Angela’s hand was a blur between her thighs. She frigged her cunt mercilessly as she danced, her face taut with pleasure. I couldn’t hold back anymore; I sailed right over the edge 
and started to spurt inside of Connie’s throat. My voice dropped into a low, primal growl as I unloaded deep in her mouth, shooting rope after rope of hot, sticky cum as I watched Angela rub her perfect, dripping cunt.

Then I was pulling out, leaving a streak of seed across Connie’s face, and I was on her. Angela squealed as I lifted her off the ground, twisted her and slammed
 her ass into one of the couches on the plane. She screamed
 in pure pleasure as my cock speared her, sinking hilt-deep into her primed, tight womanhood. It was an instant orgasm - as the head of my cock rammed her back walls to graze her core, I felt her cunt clench and spasm around me as she started to cum. Everything got wetter and tighter as I pumped in her like a piston, savaging her body with thrust after primal thrust. The fact that I’d just shot inside of Connie’s mouth didn’t mean a damn thing - I was more rock hard than if I’d abstained from fucking for a month.

“Oh shit!” Angela’s face went beet red as pleasure infiltrated her body. She was riding high on my power, barely able to think about anything beyond the level of pure animal. “Oh fuck, you’re fucking me so
 fucking hard!”

As my cock pulsed deep inside of her, I grabbed Angela by the chin and turned her face to mine. In front of that masculine, all-powerful gaze, she could do nothing but wither. I watched as the last few brain cells inside of her devoted to resisting me burned out, sizzling with pleasure.

“You belong to me,” I growled, hammering her g-spot with thrust after thrust. “You’re mine
.”

“I’m yours, Sir,” she whimpered, shivering with delight as she rode my cock. “I’m all yours, Master - I belong to you…”


Both of them are mine,
 I thought with pride. Officers of the law sworn to serve and protect ME. They’ll look so fucking great pregnant your heirs…


The dark power surged within me, and I sailed right over the edge. My hips slammed into Angela’s slit hard enough to leave bruises as I buried myself as deeply inside of her as I could go. Then sweet release flooded me, and the world exploded.

I bathed Angela’s walls in spunk, roaring
 with pleasure. Burst after hot burst of come filled her womb, dripping from her swollen slit as she came over and over again around my girth. Neither of us were in our right minds anymore - we were moving on a level deeper than instinct, primal
 in the purest sense of the word. Every inch of my body was focused on breeding her, and every molecule of her womanhood was bent to the purpose of making herself as fertile and fuckable as possible. I don’t know how many times I lost myself inside of her as I thrust; I just knew that when I came down from my peak, several minutes had gone by without me knowing it.

And at some point, both Angela and Connie had dropped to their knees.

“Thank you, Master,” Angela whispered, her voice tinged with an almost religious awe. “Thank you so much for opening my eyes. Thank you for fucking me - for putting your seed inside of me. Please, please
 tell me how else I can serve you…”

“Tell both of us,” Connie pleaded. “Please, Master, we love you so much…”

I sat up, raising myself on my elbows from the carpet. I was literally surrounded by my harem - five girls who would do anything I asked without question, would fulfill any sexual desire I had with a crook of my finger. They were my property, at my beck and call whenever I wanted.

The dark power inside of me began to ebb, then fade entirely. I felt a little bit ashamed of myself - but only a little. Shame and I were becoming more distant every time I exercised my new alpha male prerogative.

“Start the engines,” I said, pulling Connie to me. Her tits were perfect, perky handfuls in my palms, just the way I wanted. “Let’s get out of here.”

“Um, Master?” Caitlin cast a furtive glance out the window. “There’s still a lot of cops out there…”

“Fuck ‘em,” I grunted, prompting Connie to laugh. “I mean, I already fucked two of them. What are they going to do?”

As it turned out, the answer wasn’t much. At my signal, the plane began takeoff, blowing right through the police’s flimsy makeshift barricade. A few officers drew their pistols and fired on us as we took off into to the dusk, but there was nothing they could really do.

“I guess we’re international fugitives now,” I said with a smirk, looking out over the approaching Atlantic Ocean.

A stern voice caught my attention. “Master.”

Of all my girls, only Caitlin looked upset with me. Don’t trust her.
 The words flashed through my brain, from the end of Torvald’s letter.

“Yes?”

She shook her head. “Master, I...I love you. I worship
 you. But you have to see...what you’re becoming, what you’re doing...it’s not right.”

I felt my eyebrows furrow together. “Who gives a fuck what’s right
? I’m going to become a God once I complete Torvald’s ritual - then I’ll be the one who decides right from wrong.”

Tears sprang to Caitlin’s eyes. “You don’t know what you’re saying,” she whimpered, nearly breaking down right in front of everyone. “It’s just like what happened to Torvald…”


Wait.
 What?

“What happened to Torvald?” I asked. My stomach did a flip - and after a moment, I realized it had nothing to do with my emotions. We weren’t ascending anymore.

Outside the window, the sky and the ocean had switched places.

The door to the pilot’s cabin swung open, and a harried-looking man ran out, gesturing wildly. “We’re losing fuel!” he screamed. “One of those bullets must have punctured the tank!”

As it turned out, even Gods weren’t immune from plane crashes. We were going down.


Part Five: The Harem

“Alright,” the policeman said, cracking his knuckles menacingly. “It’s about time you talked.”

I stared down at the cold steel table in front of me, blankly watching its surface. A drop of water landed on the metal, then another right after. I was dripping wet, fresh from the Thames, and a small puddle had formed underneath of my chair.

As it turned out, getting arrested in the United Kingdom wasn’t any more fun than it was in America. There was just more weird accents and phony politeness.

“Caught you fleeing the country with stolen property,” the cop said with a shrug. “That’s a hefty prison sentence - and we have everything on video. Hell, it’s all over the news right now. If you were trying to be a star with your uncle’s money, I’d say you made a right hash of it!”

Images flashed through my head, making me cringe. I only vaguely remembered the crash itself - it was what came after that seared my brain. The police fished me out of the river, along with their wayward police detectives and my harem girls, and arrested all of us in front of the press. There must have been a thousand cameras clicking as they put the cuffs around me. What a fucking shit-show.

Everyone else had gone to the hospital - they were all banged up, 
except for me. Must have been Torvald’s power protecting me. I didn’t care: I needed
 my girls. I needed to know that they were safe, that they were healthy, and not a single person in this fucking police department would tell me a goddamn thing about what had happened to them. I needed to get out of here.

Which meant I also needed a plan to deal with this smirking asshole.

I glanced up from the tabletop, looking the cop right in the eye. For a moment he shrank back, as if something primal in his brain recognized me as a superior man - then his authority reasserted itself.

“There,” he said with satisfaction, crossing his arms. “You’re lucky I’ve got you in here, you know. Half the department wants to beat the hell out of you for hurting Angie and Connie.”

Angela and Connie. The two police detectives I’d added to my harem. He talked about them like he knew
 them, like they belonged to him
 more than they did to me. It made my blood boil.

“I didn’t hurt anyone,” I said with a smirk. “You did. You guys are so fucked
.”

The cop cuffed me in the face - and I saw red. I tried to rise, but that’s hard to do when you’re handcuffed to the table like an animal. The chain creaked with strain as my strength worked on it, but it held.

“You’re the one who’s fucked, mate,” the cop said. Now he was smiling. “You’re an international criminal, you are.”

“Criminal?” I shook my head to clear it. “Tell me this, dumbass - what did I do?”

He stared at me for a moment, his brows knitting in confusion. “I already told you. You stole-”

“Transferred
,” I said, hitting the table with a fist. I didn’t have the slightest idea what I was doing - I was moving on pure instinct, letting Torvald’s power guide me. Somehow I knew whatever I did would be right.

“Excuse me?”

“I was traveling with the Director
 of the Museum,” I said in a perfect ‘I can’t believe I even have to talk to you’
 rich-guy snarl. It was a little scary how good I was at it. “We were moving the artifact to a secure location - which she would have told
 you if you’d bothered to ask her!”

For a moment, he looked taken aback - then his eyes narrowed. “Bullshit.”

“I explained all of this to your agents,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Your precious ‘Connie and Angie’. You did
 talk to them, right?”

His face fell. “They still in treatment,” he spat. “But they’ll tell the truth when they wake up.”


They’ll tell you whatever I command them to,
 I thought angrily. “You shot down my plane,” I said through clenched teeth. “You dunked the nephew of a billionaire - the heir to one of the most 
powerful companies on the planet - into the fucking river and arrested me in front of the entire world. All because you couldn’t do your fucking job
.” I slammed my hands on the table again. “My lawyers are going to ruin
 you, asshole.”

He held himself impressively well, considering. Still, there was clearly panic in his eyes.

“You’re lying,” he said, sounding more like he was talking to himself than to me. “We saw
 the tape. We saw you take that artifact out of its case, and then we saw what you did to the Director-”

“Tessa
 took the artifact. It’s under her charge.” My smile widened. “And yes, she and I are involved
. I’m a twenty-three-year-old billionaire - I’m involved
 with a lot of women. Like your friend Angie-”

He hit me again. This time it was uncontrolled; a strike from a frightened animal. I wasn’t even mad.

“You shut the fuck up!” he roared, rising to his feet. The chair slammed to the concrete behind him. “Angie never would have done anything like that! She hated rich little shits like you!”

I hated them, too. Children of the wealthy who used their unearned power and privilege to bully people were some of the lowest of the low. But I figured the ends justified the means in this case - after all, I was being bullied, myself.

“Oh, did you have a crush on her?” I chuckled, spitting blood. “How’s that feel, pal? To pine after your hot little Latina coworker for years, 
then I show up and not five minutes later she’s peeling those skin-tight pants off to mount my dick-”

“Shut up!”
 He hit me again, then again - and again. “Shut! The! Fuck! Up!”

It hurt like hell - but every flash of pain sent dark, primal energy surging through me. The pressure built behind my eyes, like an overfilled balloon about to explode.


No more,
 I thought, watching his fist come in slow motion towards my face. Now!


I stood up, tugging the handcuffs - and they came free like tissue paper. Bits of chain shot across the room as I grabbed the cop’s fist in mid-air, deflecting it downwards to the table. A shocked expression filled his face, just before I grabbed him by the throat.

“I fucked Angela,” I hissed in his face. “Fucked Connie, too. Both of them gave me their sweet, tight, pussies, right after they sucked me off. And they’ll never, ever
 do anything like that for a guy like you.”

A look of pure rage entered his eyes. I realized I might have pushed this further than I’d intended, right as he reached for his sidearm…

Just then, the door slammed open.

“What are you doing!?
” It was a woman’s voice, high and clear. I recognized it instantly.

“Maria!” I dropped the cop, his shoulders hitting the table. His hand 
shot away from his gun like it was red-hot - like he wanted me to forget how close he’d been to taking a shot at me. Fucker
.

Maria looked like she hadn’t stopped moving since the plane crash. Her normally perfect hair was disheveled and out of place, her suit covered in tears and smudges. One of her arms was in a sling.

“They were keeping me from you,” Maria said, stepping forward. “Wrapping me up in as much legal paperwork as they could.”

It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered, except that Maria was in my arms and I had one of my girls again. Her body fit perfectly against mine, her curves against my muscles, and as I held her tight I forgot for a moment that we were in the middle of a damn police department. If it weren’t for her injuries, I could have thrown her on the table and fucked her brains out right then and there.

“Where are the girls?” I asked, breaking the hug. “Are they hurt? No one’s told me anything-”

“Everyone is fine,” Maria said quickly. “Banged up some, to be sure, but fine.” She held up her own injured arm, glaring at it like it had personally offended her. “What’s with the cop?”

“Oh, him?” I glanced down at the officer. He still looked like he wanted to blow my brains out. “I was just explaining some things to him.” Briefly, I gave Maria an overview of the story I’d come up with. As I finished, her eyes lit up.

“That’s brilliant,
” she whispered. “A-and totally true! All the girls will corroborate your story.”

I shook my head. I didn’t much care if they corroborated anything - I just wanted all of us to be back together. I aimed a swift kick at the officer on the floor, watching him yelp.

“Leave us for a minute,” I growled.

He looked like he wanted to protest, but a sharp look from me sent him scampering away like a wounded animal. The door slammed behind him with a hollow metal sound, and Maria and I were alone.

“I’m really starting to like these powers,” I mused. “Guys I used to be afraid of run away like babies.”

“You’re wonderful.” Maria looked up at me, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “I’m so glad you’re alright. We were all so worried about you…”

“Listen,” I said, cutting her off. “We don’t have a lot of time. Can you get me out of here?”

Instantly, she was all business. “Of course,” she said briskly. “Your story makes it even easier. Eventually they’ll figure out it’s all bullshit, but we’ll be out of the country by then - and they’ll never go to the effort of extraditing a billionaire over a non-violent crime.”

“Good,” I grunted. “Are all the girls at the hospital? Are they ready to travel?”

She thought for a moment. “Yes to the first,” Maria said. “No to the second. Besides you, I was the luckiest.”

I swallowed hard, fearing the worst. “How are they?”

“Caitlin needed surgery,” she said, too afraid to meet my eyes. “She’s still out cold, but the doctors say she’ll recover.”

The edges of my vision went red. “Nothing is going to happen to any of my girls,” I grunted, my voice more savage than a man’s. “They’re mine
. From now on, none of you leave my sight. I’m protecting all of you.”

Maria nodded. “Yes, Master. It...it makes me feel good to know you care so much about us.” She trailed off for a moment, then her face cleared. “Riley can travel, although she probably won’t stop complaining for weeks - she got cut up by shrapnel from the ship’s fuselage as she was dragged out of the water. Both the police detectives suffered head injuries in the crash: they’re dazed and won’t be telling any stories for a day or two, but they’ll be fine.”

“They all come with us,” I growled. I had almost left the room when I remembered. “Wait. What about Tessa?”

Maria’s cheeks flushed as red as a stoplight. A look like that on a girl like her only meant one thing: trouble.

“There’s...a problem with Tessa,” Maria said slowly.

I had no time for games. “Spit it out.”

She sighed. “Tessa is resting at the hospital. With her husband.”

“Oh. Oh
.”

Maria licked her lips. “Yes. And apparently he’s, ah...seen the video. From our heist.”

I felt my eyes widen. That meant he’d watched his wife, the woman he cared for most in the world, drop to her knees and suck me off. He’d watched her ruin her life, destroy her job by committing theft for a man she’d never met before. He’d seen her spread her legs for me, ride my cock with more enthusiasm than she’d probably ever shown for him in his whole life, watched her cum
…

“Shit,” I said. “He probably wants to kill me.”

“If you show up at the hospital,” Maria said dryly, “I’m sure he’ll try.”

“That doesn’t matter.” Whatever Tessa’s husband threw at me, I was more than capable of handling it. Although the thought of dealing with that guilt, of having to look the man whose wife I’d stolen right in the eye – that was something I wasn’t looking forward to. Not one bit.

But I could worry about that later. Right then, I needed to get my girls back into shape – and that started with Maria.

“Come here,” I said, taking hold of her shoulders. “Relax, and look into my eyes.”

I held her gaze for a long moment. She searched my eyes, a confused look cutting through the love and devotion that was normally there.

“Master?” Maria asked, sounding unsure of herself. “What are you 
doing?”

Until that very moment, I wasn’t sure myself. But as she said it, a wave of pure energy began to grow deep inside of my core. My fingers practically hummed where they met Maria’s skin, sizzling like static electricity.

“Listen to me,” I said in a voice that wasn’t entirely my own. “Listen and obey
.”

Maria’s expression glazed over. Her eyes widened, and her mouth dropped open in a slack posture of obedience. A slow, dumb smile spread across her face as my gaze bored a hole into her soul.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered dreamily. “I live to serve...”

“You,” I grunted, my fingers tightening on her shoulders, “are fine. Do you understand me, Maria? Your body is fine
 – there is nothing wrong with it. You are in perfect health
. You are not injured in the slightest...”

Her face worked in confusion – and then the force of my command hit her like a fucking freight train. Maria arched her back, crying out as her cells rearranged themselves in order to obey me. As a look of pure ecstasy passed over her face, the full import of what I was doing hit me and I nearly staggered. It wasn’t just Maria’s mind that I controlled. Her body was also my plaything, something I could shape to my will. All I had to do was tell it to fix itself, and it did.

The possibilities left me heady with delight. How much damage could I heal? Was this something I could do with any woman I controlled? 
And could I do it just for fun – change my girls’ hair color, breast size, even their appearance? All questions I couldn’t wait to find out the answer to.

But before I did, I had to get them all back together.

As her spasm passed, an expression of pure shock settled on Maria’s face. She slid her hand out of the sling, staring at it as if it was the first time she’d ever seen her own arm before. She turned the hand one way, then the other, handling it like it might break at any moment.

“It...it doesn’t hurt,” she murmured, disbelieving. “Holy shit how did you do this...”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t really know the answer – and I hadn’t known it was something I could do until I needed to do it. The power I’d inherited was capable of more surprised than I knew.

When Maria finally met my gaze, she was awestruck. “You really are
 God,” she said, smiling up at me. “Thank you so much...”

“I am not God
,” I growled, even as a dark little voice in the back of my head whispered of course you are
. “I’m just...very, very powerful. Don’t say that about me – it’s wrong.”

Maria shrugged. “Well, you’re my
 God.” She continued staring at her hand like she’d just won the lottery. I couldn’t blame her, under the circumstances – but I needed her head in the game.

“Listen, Maria.” I held her newly-healed hand and bathed in her expression of approval. “I know I just said the girls were never 
leaving my sight, but I need to make an exception. I need you to do something very important for me. Can I rely on you?”

The change in her was immediate. Maria’s eyes cleared, and the cool, knowing expression I associated with my personal secretary reasserted itself. She nodded, and when she finally spoke her voice was as calm and collected as ever.

“Of course, Sir. Command me – I’m an extension of your will.”

That was...a little extra, but I didn’t really care.

“Where is the shard?” I asked, focusing her attention. “Is it in the evidence locker here?”

Maria winced, then shook her head. “No, Sir,” she admitted. “They took it back to the London Museum. The police, that is.”

I nodded. I’d expected this. “I need you to get it back,” I told her. “I wouldn’t trust anyone but you with this task. They’ll be expecting me to try and reclaim what I took – but not you.”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Then,” I said in a tone that let her know I wasn’t finished, “I need you to secure us a way out of the country. A new plane, a cruise ship, a sealed train – I don’t give a shit. We need to get back to the mansion.”

“Very prudent, Sir.” Maria sounded like she thought that was a very good idea. “I’ll be happy to. I’ll contact you as soon as it’s done.”

“Good,” I glanced past her to the door, already in the process of mentally sketching out my plans. “I’m going to the hospital to get the rest of the girls. I’ll do to them what I did to you, and then we’ll meet up and get out of here before the police start questioning our story.”

“Absolutely.” Maria nodded curtly. “I live to serve, Sir.”

“And Maria,” I growled, my voice suddenly thick with emotion. “I wasn’t kidding. Once the whole harem is back together, I’m never letting any of you out of my sight again. Not for anything. You belong to me.”

Maria met my gaze and smiled. “Of course, Sir,” she purred in the most pleased tone I’d ever heard from her. Then she blushed – actually blushed. “I’m sure you’re going to want all of us helping each other out really soon...”

I didn’t understand what she meant by that. I should have, but I was too much of a dumb alpha male sometimes to put two and two together.

“What do you mean?” I grunted.

Maria’s blush deepened. It was actually kind of scary to see her showing this much emotion.

“I only mean,” she whispered, “that we’re all going to be pregnant with your heirs, if we aren’t already. And that...that...”

Seeing Maria actually struggle to say something set off alarm bells in my brain. Suddenly my hands were back at her shoulders, gripping 
her tight. “What?”

“...that I already am,” Maria finished, glancing away. “Pregnant, I mean.”

The bottom dropped out of my world. I stared at Maria in utter shock, my mouth pretty much on the floor.

“See, this is why I didn’t want to tell you,” Maria said quickly, stifling a sob. “You’ve got to concentrate on the mission, on getting the other girls-”

I didn’t let her get out another word. I grabbed her and held her to me, kissing her harder than I ever had before. I lifted her off her feet, grabbing a nice handful of her ass as I made out with the woman who was now carrying my child.

She melted into me. Her ankles locked behind my ass as she spread her legs. I could feel the heat between her thighs, the softness there that ground against the hard-on I was already sporting.

“No kidding?” I asked, breaking the kiss. “You’re sure!?”

Tears collected in the corners of Maria’s eyes. “One hundred percent,” she whispered, her bottom lip trembling. “I...I did it, Master. Am I a good girl for you?”

Maria was pregnant. Carrying a baby – my baby. In that instant, nothing else in the world mattered.

“You’re the best girl,” I growled, stroking her hair. “You’re my girl. 
This is the greatest gift you could have ever given me, Maria...”

“I didn’t think it would be me,” she blurted, holding back tears. “After all, Torvald and I never...and it was years. I certainly didn’t expect you to knock me up on the very first try...”

Holy shit. I’d gotten Maria pregnant the very first time I’d cum inside of her. If I was that virile, then there was every reason to believe I’d done the same to the other girls, as well.

Any thought of leaving behind girls left my head. Even if I was still unsure whether or not Caitlin and Riley deserved immortality – they had my heirs inside of them. They were coming with me.

“You did well,” I grunted. Without even realizing it, my hands were at Maria’s waist, hiking up her skirt. “You did such a good job for me, Maria...”

She groaned with pleasure as I tugged her panties to the side, then cast a glance at the door. “Do...do we have time for this?” she asked, in a tone that made it sound like the words were being dragged out of her. I knew she wanted me more than anything, that only her role as my right hand forced her to bring up that we were low on time. “We need to-”

“We always
 have time for this,” I said in a low growl, undoing my belt. Then I kissed her again.

My hands went to her jacket, tearing it open with a savage, needy strength. The bra she had on underneath opened in the front – I undid it in a single motion and buried my face in her cleavage, 
hungrily devouring her. She let out a low, throaty moan and ground her hips against me, begging for my cock.

“I’m carrying your heir,” Maria whimpered. Her nails dug into the back of my head as I pulled one of her hard nipples into my mouth and sucked it. “I’m going to be all swollen soon, Master – then every man who looks at me will know exactly what you did to me...”

Damn right. I couldn’t fucking wait.

My hands slid down to her ass, grabbing it hard and pulling it to me. The head of my cock nestled in her folds, driving into her walls as I slid hilt-deep into her sopping wet cunt.

“Shhh, go slow.” The look Maria shot me was equal parts ravenous and loving. “Please, Master – don’t hurt anything. Just...fuck me slow. Please?”


She wants me to fuck her slow?
 I thought, grinning. Fine. Let’s make her regret that…


I complied eagerly, sliding all the way out of Maria’s cunt and oh-so-slowly driving hilt-deep inside of her. On every thrust I lifted my hips, grinding the swollen head of my cock against her clit. Before long she was panting and moaning, her nails digging deep enough in my skin to draw blood as the frustration set in. But no matter how hard she tried, how much she arched her back and slammed down her hips, I kept on with those long, slow strokes. I didn’t break my stride, and before long she was half-mad with need.

“Oh fuck,” Maria whined, her fingers digging into my back. “Please, 
I’m so close to coming, please fuck me harder! Make me cum, Master, make everything wet and tight for you, please...”

I just shook my head. “This is what you asked for,” I said mockingly, my balls slapping gently against her ass as I buried myself in her cunt one more time. “Aren’t I going nice and slow? Don’t you wish I’d just never pick up the pace?”

Tears – honest to god tears were streaming down Maria’s face. “I’m sorry, Master,” she babbled, trying desperately to get me deeper inside of her. “I should have never tried to tell you how to fuck me. You can fuck me however you want, as hard as you want, always – just please, please pound my tight little kitty with your god-cock and don’t stop...”

I rode out two or three slow, agonizing strokes, savoring all the little flickers of frustration that flitted across Maria’s face. Then I decided she’d suffered enough.

It was like flipping a switch. In an instant, I went full beast-mode, pummelling Maria’s g-spot with driving, porn star quality thrusts. A moment later I felt her cunt clench around me, going as tight as a glove, and a strangled sob erupted from Maria’s throat.

“Fuck yes Master thank you...”

A flood of wetness rolled over my shaft as Maria came. She hadn’t been wrong – everything between her legs was even wetter and tighter as she orgasmed around me, shuddering and sobbing with relief as she rode my prick. The already heavenly sensation of driving deep into her soft tightness got even stronger, her walls snug 
enough to throw sparks between us.

“Can’t hold back any longer,” I grunted, losing myself inside of her. “Gonna fill you up. I’m gonna pump that already-bred pussy full of my hot cum…”

Maria’s gaze fixed on mine, her look feverish as she stared into my eyes. “Do it,” she begged, her gorgeous face still flushed from her own orgasm. “Shoot inside me, Master. Leave me dripping with your load…”

I don’t think I could have stopped if I’d wanted to. Not that I wanted to, of course. Maria’s cunt was amazing, treating my cock exactly the way it deserved, and losing my load inside of her was exactly what I needed to celebrate my freedom.

My hand tangled in her hair, grabbing a handful for leverage. I pulled her towards me, adding pain to her pleasure as my hips sent one final, hard thrust reverberating through her lithe body. Everything was skin-on-skin, until I wasn’t sure where she ended and I began. My pleasure surged, hips losing their rhythm as I sailed right past the point of no return. Maria looked at me and smiled, a perfect heavenly smile that said I’ve been a good girl and now I’m going to get the reward I deserve.


“Mine
,” I growled, holding her face an inch away from my own as my cock began to spurt. “You’re my
 woman. Mine forever…”

I went right over the edge, crashing into a hard, mind-melting orgasm. The first shot of my cum splashed against the back wall of Maria’s cunt, and instantly I felt her climax along with me. Her walls 
pulled me in, greedy for even more of my seed, throbbing around me so that it felt like she was milking me dry.

“I’m yours, Master,” Maria whimpered. She pressed her face against my chest, as if a sudden burst of shyness had overcome her. “Oh fuck,” she murmured, her face still hidden. “Fuck, you came so much…”

It was definitely true. I hadn’t even realized I could shoot that
 much when there wasn’t a biological imperative to do so. Even without that knowledge in the dark, primal part of my brain that I was going to breed
 the girl I was fucking, I still pumped enough cum into Maria that it dripped down my shaft and between her thighs. She was a sloppy, sweaty, mess - a sloppy, sweaty, pregnant
 mess - and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

As I came down from my peak, a little noise caught my attention. There was a scraping, shuffling sound from just out in the hall - almost as if someone had been spying on us. Whoever it was, they’d obviously taken off as soon as we were finished. They didn’t want to get caught peeping.

Maria heard it, too. “Master. Do you think that was…?”

A smirk spread across my face. “Definitely.” It could only have been one person - the policeman I’d humiliated before kicking out of my own interrogation chamber. I wondered what had gone through his brain between leaving the room and coming back to find me balls-deep in Maria. Had he paced back and forth in the bathroom, working up his courage to come and confront me? When he opened the door a crack and saw me, banging Maria over the table like a 
drum, had he shriveled up - or had the sight of a superior man taking what was his gotten him hard? Dimly, I wondered if the little worm had actually jerked off to the sight of us fucking - after all, he’d obviously been there for a while.

Maybe I was wrong. I could have been completely off-base: it could have been an intern who saw us, another employee or even a janitor. But somehow, deep down, I got the impression that I’d just broken that guy’s brain a second time.

I smiled from ear to ear. It was good to be the alpha.

After I was done hooking my belt, I watched Maria dress. It was still far too early for me to notice any change in her body, but that didn’t stop me from staring at her taut little belly as she tried her best to regain her professional appearance. I couldn’t stop thinking about it - how soon, no matter how calm and “businesslike” she tried to be, her swollen belly and breasts would undercut any pretense of seriousness she tried to inhabit. She was bred, and she was going to have my baby, and nothing was ever going to be the same.

Shit. Not just Maria - probably all my girls were pregnant already. Even Tessa…

That snapped me out of my reverie. By the time Maria was done, I was ready to jump right back into my work. She could see it in my face as she smiled at me.

“I’ll come right to the hospital when I’m done,” she told me hurriedly between kisses. “I can’t wait to get out of this fucking place and back to the Mansion, Master. Once we’re all safe behind those 
walls, we’re all going to share that big bed together and blow your fucking mind…”

I knew they were. I couldn’t wait. But first, I had one last thing to take care of.

I had to get Tessa back. Even if I had to pull her right out of her husband’s arms...


Part Six: The Wife

“I’m sorry, Sir.” The receptionist scanned the computer screen a second time, as if double-checking just how out of luck I was. “Only close family members are allowed to see the patient at this time. If you’d like to take a seat over there, I’ll be happy to get back to you when the situation changes.”

I was standing in the lobby of St. Ormond’s Hospital, just after sundown. I’d come here right after leaving the police department, without waiting to change my clothes or take a shower. I’m not sure which I smelled more like: the Thames river or the raw, primal sex I’d just finished having with Maria. Either way, the look the head receptionist gave me the moment I walked in should have clued me in that I wasn’t exactly welcome here.


I hate hospitals,
 I thought with a sigh. They held bad memories for me - probably the same as most people, now that I thought about it. They were places you went when you were injured or sick, or someone you loved and cared about was hurt. Both had been true in my life, and in my experience, situations like that rarely had a happy ending. Maybe it was different for other people. After all, the crowds I’d passed on the way in didn’t seem distraught or upset - not one bit.

Regardless, this was a hospital in a whole other country, so I was an invader here twice over. It was true that the patient I was here to see wasn’t part of my family. She was a member of something much closer, and darker: my harem.

“Look,” I protested, “this is really important.” A surprised glance 
from the receptionist made me realize I’d slammed my fists down on the counter. Passerby were starting to stare. With an effort, I reigned myself in and lowered my voice. “Tessa and I aren’t technically family, yes, but we’re...involved
.” I made the proper motions with my eyebrows to illustrate to the receptionist exactly what that involvement meant.

“I...I understand, sir,” the receptionist said, lowering her own voice. “But I’m not allowed to give you that information. Medical regulations forbid from releasing patient info to anyone who isn’t immediate family.”

“Gotcha,” I said through gritted teeth.


Fuck this,
 whispered a little voice in the back of my head. Quit playing around and take this bitch
.

My head snapped back so fast that the receptionist stared. I blinked rapidly, regaining my composure, and when I spoke to her my voice sounded almost back under control.

“Thank you for your time,” I said, stepping away from the desk. Before I did something I would regret.

That little voice in the back of my head wasn’t so little anymore. Every time I used the power that I’d inherited from my great-uncle Torvald - the ability to seduce, dominate and even transform
 any woman I came into contact with - it grew louder and stronger, threatening to overwhelm me completely. It had taken control of me multiple times, starting with the museum where I’d stolen the Shard of Atropos and then stolen its keeper, the museum supervisor Tessa, 
away from her old life. It had been happening more and more frequently lately, and if I didn’t get a handle on it I was afraid there’d come a time when my dark power took hold of me and just never
 let go.


Steady,
 I thought, settling into one of the chairs in the hospital’s richly-apportioned waiting room. All I have to do is complete the ritual. Then all my problems will be over.


The ritual was what my great-uncle had been working on just before his death. It was an ancient, occult rite involving the skull of a supernatural alien being, hidden beneath the sub-basement of Torvald’s extravagant mountaintop mansion. Finishing the ritual would make me immortal, a sort of demigod - and give me complete mastery over the dark powers that had allowed me to build my harem.


The problem,
 I thought, looking up at the ceiling, is that I haven’t been focusing on the ritual. Instead I’ve been chasing pussy like it’s about to go extinct. I can have ANY woman I want once Torvald’s power is mine - why do I give the slightest shit about Tessa?


It was hard to reconcile my ability to make any woman my submissive, drooling slave with the deep feelings I held for many of the women in my bimbo harem. In a way it represented a constant conflict between the old Hunter and the new - the ordinary guy who respected women and wanted to make them happy versus the archmage who used and broke them like objects. The dominant, alpha male asshole side of me had knocked up a half-dozen girls and ruined the lives they used to have as independent, self-sufficient women: while the emotional, caring guy at my core had offered to 
share my eventual immortality with them. Sooner or later, something had to give.

The sound of my phone buzzing in my pocket shook me out of my reverie. A quick glance at the screen confirmed it was the call I’d been waiting for: my secretary, Maria Kain.

“Go,” I said, holding the phone to my ear.

“It’s done, Sir.” Maria’s voice purred on the other end of the line, filled with longing and promise. “The shard is in my hands. I’ve just left the museum and I’m making my way to you now.”

A smile stretched across my face. “Good girl,” I growled, leaning back in my seat. At least one thing was taken care of. “And transportation out of the country?”

“Already arranged. We’ll be back at Torvald’s mansion before you know it.” There was a giggle on the other end of the line, as if Maria were already picturing the party I was going to throw once all my girls were under the same roof. “How’s things with Tessa?”

“I’ve hit a roadblock,” I said, frowning. “She’s in this building somewhere, but God only knows which floor - or which room.”

There was a pause on the other side of the line. I could almost hear the wheels turning in Maria’s head.

“Not just
 God,” Maria said, her voice rich with the tone of someone who just came up with a very naughty idea. “Her husband, too. He’s there, watching over her.”

That was true. I hadn’t thought about it, because thinking about it made me intensely uncomfortable. Alone of the six women I’d turned into my achingly-hot sexual servants, Tessa didn’t just have a life before she met me - she also had a partner. A husband and a young daughter, both of whom had probably been worried sick since she’d disappeared from the London Museum of Art. I tried not to think about the fact that her husband had seen the security tape of my break in  - had watched me mesmerize the woman he’d sworn to love and cherish for the rest of his life, had seen her drop to her knees and give me a more enthusiastic blowjob than she’d ever given to him.

“I want to leave the husband out of it, if I can,” I said, shaking my head. “Let’s not create even more misery in this situation, Maria.”

“He wants to kill you.” I could almost hear Maria’s smirk through the phone. “At the very least, to beat the hell out of you. All it would take is one phone call to get him down there - then you could force him to lead you to his dirty little wifey…”

“No
,” I growled, much louder than I’d intended. “That is not
 who I am.”

“Suit yourself.” There was more than a hint of mirth behind Maria’s words. “I’m not judging, Master. I think it’s hot as hell that you’re grabbing sexy curvy little piece of ass right out of her husband’s hands. I just don’t know why you won’t fully commit to being the bad guy. After all, you’re ruining this guy’s life either way…”

Damn it. She was right. No matter what I did, I was going to ruin Tessa’s life. An idea solidified in the back of my mind. Every impulse 
in my body resisted it - fought against it like the tide. But my will was stronger.

“Then we leave her,” I hissed through clenched teeth.

“Master
!?” Now Maria sounded genuinely shocked. “You can’t be serious!”

“My powers will wear off eventually,” I muttered, dragging each word from my throat with painful precision. “At least, I hope it will. Once I complete the ritual, every woman in the world will be my plaything. I can...I can let this one go.”

It was madness. Every cell in my body screamed that Tessa was mine
, my woman
. We were bound together at a level deeper than marriage, her very soul marked by the pleasure (not to mention the heir) that I’d put inside of her. But if I was going to fight Torvald’s power and hold onto my sanity, that meant I needed to fucking fight.
 I had to make the hard decisions, even if my alpha male pride smarted like it had been slapped.

“You...you make the decisions you need to, Master.” Maria sounded chastened. “Of course I’ll obey you - my will is yours to command.”

“Good,” I grunted. “We leave Tessa. For now. I’ll be waiting in the lobby for you.”

“Of course, Master.” There was a click as the connection cut.

I couldn’t believe what I’d just done. Giving up a member of my harem, it...it felt like sawing off one of my limbs. But it had to be 
done. I had to resist Torvald’s power until the ritual was completed. Once that was over, then
 I could start building the group of girls that would satisfy me for eternity.

Now that I’d made the decision, I almost felt lighter. I decided to head for the vending machines, and I was so busy patting myself on the back that I didn’t notice the two men in hoodies who followed me out of the waiting room, staying just far back enough not to draw attention.

I was in the middle of trying to decide which drink to get out of the machine when I heard someone cough behind me. I turned around to see two men blocking the exit, their hoods pulled up to hide from the camera. Their eyes narrowed as they looked at me. One cracked their knuckles loudly, letting out a menacing little growl.


Shit,
 I thought. I wasn’t worried about the two guys hurting me. But a fight like this could bring the wrong kind of attention, fast.

One guy was about six inches taller than the other - he stepped forward first. “You know Tessa?”

Both of them stared at me. No point in lying,
 I thought with a sigh.

“Yeah,” I said with a nod.

The second man nodded like he’d already known and I was just confirming it. “You Hunter?”

I put my hands up in front of me in a gesture for peace. “Look, I don’t want any trouble. I was just leaving, in fact. I’m just grabbing a snack 
while I wait for my car-”

“You’re not going anywhere,” the shorter man hissed.

Behind me, the soda machine decided I’d taken too long to figure out what selection I was going to make and spit out my dollar. It slid out of the slot and flitted across my peripheral vision, landing on the floor next to my foot. It was inches away from me, but there was no way I was going to be picking it up any time soon.

“We’re friends of Jaxon’s,” the taller man said. In addition to being taller, he had a much deeper voice than his friend. “You know who that is?”

When I didn’t respond, the shorter man spat: “Tessa’s husband
.”

“He asked us to hang out down here in case you showed up,” the taller man added. “And it looks like you couldn’t just stay away, could you?”

I’d heard enough. “Fine,” I said flatly, stepping forward. It caught both men off-guard - they reached for bulges in their pockets at the same time before catching themselves. Good to know
, I thought. I had no idea what they were hiding, but whatever it was, it definitely wouldn’t be fun to have used on me.

I looked from one man to the other, then pointed at my chin and tilted it up. “Come on, then. Whichever one of you wants to start, go for it. Hit me. It’s not like I don’t fucking deserve it, right?”

They shared an uneasy glance. They’re untrained,
 I realized. They 
really are just Jaxon’s friends, here to avenge him. They don’t know the first thing about an actual fight.


“Well...we’re going to let Jaxon dish that punishment out,” the taller man said in a huff. “You’re coming with us. Else we’re going to have to soften you up first.”

“Wait, what?” Panic coursed through me. “Guys, no. Look, hit me if you want - beat the shit out of me. But do not
 take me up to Tessa’s room-”

The shorter man stepped forward and socked me in the gut. It hurt a lot worse than I expected, and I doubled over with pain. Tears sprang to my eyes.

I’d almost forgotten what it felt like to be a normal guy.

In a flash, dark power surged behind my eyes. Tear their shit up!
 A voice screamed inside of me. Beat them ‘till they stop moving!


I fought it. Those two guys had no idea how lucky they were.

“We’re taking you to him,” the taller man said, hauling me to my feet. “Then you’re going to look him and his wife in the face when you apologize.”

“Then
 he’ll do a lot worse to you,” the shorter guy said.

I let them lead me, not wanting to make a scene. But I knew that if I ended up in the same room with Tessa, it wouldn’t matter how
 much I resisted my dark power.

She was going to end up mine again - whether I wanted to be a good person or not.

xXx

As it turned out, Tessa’s room was on the fifteenth floor. The trip up was the tensest elevator ride of my life; I spent the whole time staring at the bulges in my escorts’ hoodies, wondering if I could make a break for it.

But before I knew it, we were at the end of a patients’ hallway.

“Place has been cleaned out,” the taller man said with an air of wicked excitement. “So nobody’s going to hear you scream, you piece of shit.”

“You shouldn’t have done this,” I said, shaking my head. “This is going to end up bad for everyone-”

The shorter man shoved me just above the knee, and I half-fell, half-stumbled into the room.

It wasn’t very large - no bigger than the hospital rooms I was used to back in America - and crammed full of machinery. As I toppled, I brushed the half-open door hard enough with my elbow for it to hit the back wall with an audible thump. At the same moment, a young, very angry man rose from the room’s only chair to glare at me. There was a look of utter fury in his face, tempered with the kind of triumph that only comes from having the goal of a long, unsavory task finally in sight. I knew in an instant that this had to be Tessa’s husband, Jaxon.


Not a bad looking guy,
 
I thought, a twinge of sadness shooting through me. I bet they made a cute couple
. I could tell just from the look on this guy’s face that I’d turned his world upside-down in the last few days. Part of me wanted to apologize, to back out of the room with a sheepish grin and run as fast as I could.

But then I saw the figure on the bed, and any thoughts I had of leaving vanished.

“Master?” Tessa eyes went wide as saucers when she saw me. She tried to rise from her gurney, let out a little whimper of pain, and settled back down. Unlike me, Tessa had been cleaned up after our plane crash - although from the cables and cords streaming off her body, it was clear she wasn’t close to being out of the woods. That didn’t matter. I could heal her, and then we’d walk out of here together.

She looked beautiful - and the way her eyes filled with tears as she looked at me only made her even hotter. It was clear she’d been arguing with her husband, trying to leave - trying to get back to me. Now I was here, and the love and devotion she felt flooded her like an overfilled cup.

Jaxon’s head snapped back around to his wife. “Master
?” Then he turned to regard me, a savage look crossing his face. “This is the guy. You’re Hunter.”

Behind me, I heard the door to Tessa’s room slam shut. I winced, but not because I was scared. They don’t even realize,
 I thought. They haven’t trapped me in here with him. They’ve trapped him in here with me.


I didn’t respond to Jaxon - maybe I thought that by minimizing contact with him as much as possible, I could get this over with faster.

“Are you alright, Tessa?” I asked, ignoring the daggers her husband was staring into me. “Maria got the shard back - we’re all leaving this country for good.”

“Like hell you are.” Jaxon was trembling now. I didn’t realize a human being could hate another human being with such a depth of feeling until I saw the look in his eyes. “You aren’t going anywhere.”

Finally, I turned my gaze to Tessa’s husband. Surprisingly, he didn’t wilt. He must have been angry enough to shrug off my power.

“I didn’t want to come to see you,” I told him derisively. “I was going to let Tessa go. But your friends dragged me up here, so now this has to happen.”

He glanced past me to the door. “Yeah, they’re good friends,” he said, swallowing hard. Then he turned back to me. “Whatever you did to my wife, you fucking un-do it right now
.”

I shook my head. “It doesn’t work that way. I don’t have any ability to reverse the things I do to women. I couldn’t give you your wife back even if I wanted to - and I don’t want to. Tessa is mine.”

“She’s my wife
!” He sprang forward, trying to make me flinch. I held my ground. If I could just get close enough to touch Tessa,
 I thought, we could get out of here.


But wait. Did I even need to touch
 
Tessa to heal her?

“You son of a bitch!” Jaxon leveled an accusing finger at me. It trembled just a bit. “You don’t know the first thing about Tessa! We’ve been married for twelve years
! We have a daughter, a family, a LIFE, and you can’t just walk in here and take all that away…”

“It’s too late for that,” I said sadly. “I already have. Tessa.”

She straightened up in bed, shrugging off the pain. “Yes, Master?”

While Jaxon watched in disbelief, I did my magic. “You feel absolutely fine, Tessa. In fact, you’re not even injured. You are in perfect health. I command
 you to be in perfect health, do you understand?”

Tessa nodded. “Yes, Master. I-”

That was as far as she got.

Suddenly Tessa’s back bent backwards like a bow, her eyes rolling back in her head as my command hit her with force
. I could almost see her cells reconfiguring themselves, her body’s healing functions sent into overdrive as every inch of her body eagerly complied with my command.

“What did you do to her?” Jaxon ran to his wife, tried to hold her down. She bounced on the gurney several times, twitching like someone having a seizure. But this wasn’t hurting her - quite the opposite.

At last Tessa went still. A thin sheen of sweat stood out on her forehead. Slowly, she opened her eyes, gazing up into her husband’s face.

“Tessa? Baby, it’s me,” Jaxon said quickly. “Is it really you?”

Tessa rolled to the side, sliding out from under his grip. She rose up to her full height, monitors and cables dangling from her arms as she straightened up. She was wearing nothing but a thin cotton hospital robe, and it came undone in the front as she peeled the leads from her chest and shoulders. At the sight of her bared breasts and perfectly trimmed womanhood, I let out a grunt of pure need.

“Thank you, Master,” Tessa whispered. Tears rolled down her face. “Thank you for healing me. I know I can never pay you back for this, but I’ll do my best to try. I want to worship you forever…”

Jaxon grabbed Tessa by her shoulders and slapped her. Something dark and primal rose up inside me, filled with the desire to hurt anyone who laid a hand on my property.

“Have you lost your fucking mind!?” Jaxon looked positively unhinged. It was only now that he was standing that I noticed the bulge in his jacket - the twin of whatever his friends had been carrying. He either had a knife or a gun in there, and either was bad news. Not that I was worried about myself - but he could easily have turned his rage on Tessa.

Tessa glanced at him and his face fell. The look she shot her husband was the same one you’d give a cockroach you found sitting in the center of your bathtub if you went to take a shower.

“Of course not,” Tessa spat. “I can’t be with you anymore, Jaxon. You just don’t measure up to Master. I belong to him now - we’re bound together for eternity.” Her hand strayed to her taut little belly. “I’m carrying his child.”

Jaxon’s eyes went as big as saucers. “They told me,” he whispered. “They did the test when you came in, but...that child is ours
, Tess. Just like little Sasha. Our
 child, do you understand me?”

Tessa laughed, and it was so cruel that I instantly knew there was no way I was leaving this room without violence.

“Yours? We had to resort to in-vitro to make Sasha. You couldn’t impregnate me, even though we tried every day for months. And it was all your fault. You weren’t man enough for me - my body wouldn’t accept your seed.” She turned from glaring at him and it was like the sun coming out from behind a cloud when she looked at me. “Master knocked me up the very first time
 he fucked me, Jaxon. This baby is his - or I should say babies
. Because I’m pretty sure I’m carrying Hunter’s twins.”

“Tessa.” There was something in Jaxon’s voice strained to the breaking point. I could tell he was right on the edge, his sanity frayed so deeply that there was a single pathetic thread left. He grabbed it with both hands, playing the only card he could.

She glanced back at him as she made her way to me. “Yes?”

“Think about Sasha.” His tone was as cold as a stone. “Even if you don’t give a damn about me anymore, think about her and fight this.
 She’s your daughter
, for god’s sake. Do you really want her to grow 
up without a mother!?”

Tessa clucked her tongue, thinking it over. “She’s young,” she finally said, the corner of her mouth rising in a wicked smirk. “But once Sasha comes of legal age, I’d be the proudest mother in the world if she’d come worship Master along with me.”

Oh shit.

Something snapped inside of Jaxon. I could see it in his face - the way the look in his eyes went from manic to completely insane in a single moment. He reached into his jacket and pulled out something black and gleaming, nearly dropping it in his excitement. It was a gun.

“You ruined my life
!” He screamed in my face. I could see into the barrel of the gun, down into the darkness at the bottom of its cylinder. It opened up before me like a wide, cavernous pit.

“Don’t be stupid, Jaxon,” Tessa said without turning around. “You-”

The sound of a gunshot crackled through the room.

For a moment, my thoughts were only of Tessa - but I realized she was staring at me open-mouthed, completely unharmed. Then I looked down to see the blood staining my chest.

Jaxon let out a mad little laugh. “Die, you freak,” he growled, tossing the gun to the ground. “Die and give me back my wife.”

The world began to sway around me. A gray tint rolled over the 
edges of my vision, like a vignette filter from Instagram in real life. Warm, red blood spilled down my torso, unable to be contained by my hands.


He shot me,
 I thought numbly. He shot me. Now I’m going to die…


No.

A surge of dark power welled up inside of me, and I screamed. “No!”

It felt like I’d walked right into an open over. Heat and light poured over my skin, hot enough that the old me would have been seared to a crisp. I shut my eyes tight, fireworks going off behind them as something
 happened to me - I didn’t know what. I wasn’t even in control of my power anymore - I was acting on pure instinct, doing things I didn’t even know how to do.

When the wave passed, I heard a tinkly little sound and glanced down. The bullet that had been inside me clattered to the floor.

Jaxon stared at me in disbelief. The spot where he’d shot me was now a smooth expanse of unhurt skin - only the hole in my shirt gave any indication that I’d been shot at all.

“You...how did you…?” Jaxon sank to the floor, scooting backwards against the wall like I was some kind of hideous monster. Which I guess to him, I was.


Fine,
 I thought, looking over at Tessa. I’m a monster. Time to be fucking monstrous.


“You,” I growled, in a voice that was barely recognizable as my own, “look amazing, Tessa.”

She smiled and tossed off her hospital gown, exposing her flawless brown skin to the open air. It was insane to think a woman this hot, this fuckable had given birth to a kid - or that she was currently pregnant with my heir. Heirs? Who gave a fuck - I wasn’t thinking about that. There was only one thing I wanted from Tessa’s body, and she knew it.

Pleasure.

I wasted no time. I grabbed her and bent her over, her hands on the gurney and her big, sexy ass stuck up in the air like an open invitation. She spread her legs for me, and even from the back I could see the lips of her cunt swollen and dripping with juice. I knew that Tessa was more turned on for me than she’d ever been for her husband - and knowing that increased my need for her a hundredfold.

“Please, Master,” Tessa whimpered, rubbing her ass against my crotch. “Please fuck me. Please let me pleasure you with my cunt…”

That was exactly what I wanted.

With a roar, I grabbed Tessa’s hips and speared her in one smooth motion. She was so wet and ready for me that it was easy for me to go hilt-deep into her waiting, dripping cunt. The big, swollen head of my cock hammered her back walls like a bell, making her clench around me in surprise and pleasure.

I grabbed a handful of her hair and turned her face to her husband on the floor. “Tell him how I’m making you feel,” I growled into Tessa’s ear. “Describe it in detail.”

“You’re making me feel so good,” she panted, staring directly at Jaxon. “Your cock is much bigger and thicker than my husband’s - I can feel it stretching my walls with every thrust! I’m already so close to cumming, because you’re hitting it at angles he could never fucking reach…”

A low, despairing moan left her husband’s throat. I looked down to see tears streaming from Jaxon’s eyes.

“Tessa, please,” he whimpered, a totally broken man. “Please…”

But Tessa had no time for him. I tightened my grip on her hair, then brought my free hand down on her firm ass, smacking it hard. She let out a squeal of mingled pain and pleasure, her cunt suddenly glove-tight around my manhood. I didn’t need to be an expert to know she was right on the edge, ready to come all over my cock at any moment.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,
 Master!” Tessa’s voice was filled with malicious glee. “I’m gonna cum all over your big fucking cock! You’re going to make me cum so much harder than Jaxon ever has…!”

Tessa’s words turned into a scream
 of pleasure as an orgasm ripped through her body. Her cunt clenched around me, spasming in time with her heartbeat as wave after wave of pleasure seared her brain. She slammed down on me again and again, a flood of wetness 
dripping down my cock with every thrust as she rode me. I spanked her, hard, letting out a savage grunt as I used her flawless body.

“Fuck, thank you, Master!” Tessa’s tongue was completely loosened as she came down from her peak - and she’d turned it right on her sobbing, destroyed husband. “Thank you for using my tight little cunt the way it was intended! Fuck, I can feel you fucking me so fucking hard!”

I was. My cock drove inside of her like a pillar, hitting her g-spot so hard it was like I was trying to fuck her throat from the other side. She moved in perfect time with me, her wet ridges grinding against my cock, giving me so much pleasure I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

“You’re so much better than he is,” Tessa said over her shoulder, her eyes shining with submissive devotion. “You’re a God, Master - with a big, sexy god-cock. Fuck, you’re hard as granite right now - Jaxon never
 got this hard inside of me. Doesn’t my soft little kitty feel good wrapped around your dick, Master? Doesn’t it make you want to shoot your load? Blow all the fucking way inside of me, deep into my womb - all over the heirs you already put inside me…”

“God damn
 you’re dirty,” I growled, giving her ass another swat. I didn’t know which was making me hotter - her perfect cunt or her naughty little mouth. “I can’t hold back anymore, Tessa. I’m going to unload inside that gorgeous cunt…”

Tessa propped one leg up on the gurney, and suddenly I was going even deeper
 inside of her. Her warmth welcomed me all the way into her core, giving me the perfect angle to thrust as hard as I wanted all 
the way to the entrance of her womb. Grinning, I thrust even harder than before, losing my rhythm as I came right up to the edge.

“Stop! Stop, please stop!” That was Jaxon on the floor, who was literally begging
 me not to cum inside of Tessa. Too late
, I thought, grabbing Tessa’s ass with both hands and driving hard inside of her.

“Your woman is mine now,” I hissed, shocked at the way my voice sounded. “Consider it a privilege that I even let you watch such a gorgeous creature get the fucking she deserves.”

“That’s right, Master!” Tessa licked her lips as she stared into my eyes. She didn’t bother looking at her husband now - in every sense of the word except the legal one, she didn’t have
 a husband anymore. “Show me what a real man is. Give me the reward my bad little pussy deserves! Cum for me, Hunter, cum for me…
!”

I hit the point of no-return and pushed right through. One more hard thrust inside of Tessa’s tightness and I was fucking done
. I roared, every inch of my skin alive with pleasure as I came. The world shrank to that single, perfect point of contact between us, but the pleasure didn’t - instead, it radiated through my entire body. Relief flooded my veins as my cock twitched and spurted inside of Tessa’s cunt, bathing her walls in thick ropes of cum. It poured out with every heartbeat, my balls draining into her like a fucking firehose as I pumped out every drop of seed that I could. Then I felt her cunt grip me tight, pulling
 my load deep into her like her pussy was trying its best to milk me dry. That nearly made me cum again, buried hilt-deep inside of her as my hands mauled her tits and ass.

“Thank you,” Tessa whimpered, rocking back gently on me as I came 
down from my peak. “Thank you for letting me worship you, Master. I love you so much…”

When I came back to myself, I was lying on Tessa’s gurney. She was kneeling next to it, cleaning my cock with her thick, pouty lips. Without thinking about it I took a handful of her hair and pressed down, using it as leverage as I thrust upward. Tessa groaned with pleasure as I fucked her face, sucking and licking me greedily as I watched my cock slid into and out of her mouth like a piston.

The second orgasm hit me so unexpectedly that it was a shock when I saw white seed dripping from Tessa’s lips. Her eyes widened as I came again, shooting hard into the back of her throat as I grunted and slammed my hips upward. Any normal woman wouldn’t have been able to take it, but Tessa wasn’t a normal woman anymore.

She was mine
.

After I used her mouth, the surge of power behind my eyes finally began to ebb. Tessa’s sucking became slow and languid, focused on giving me as many aftershocks as possible. Eventually she was just wrapping her tongue around my half-cocked member, lapping up the last few streaks of my seed like they were ambrosia. Her fingers were buried in her cunt, and dimly I wondered how many times she’d brought herself off while she served me.

Her husband was nowhere to be found. That’s probably a good thing,
 I thought. In my current state, any resistance to getting what I wanted might have ended up with people dead. I was in the middle of searching for my pants when Tessa’s head appeared over the other side of the gurney.

“Master?” she asked, holding my cell phone. “It’s for you. It’s Maria.”

“Thanks,” I grunted, holding the phone to my ear. “I’m here.”

“Where have you been, Master?” Maria sounded worried. “Everything’s been taken care of. I’ve been down in the parking deck for a half-hour with the rest of the girls, and some of them need healing badly. I think the security guards are starting to suspect something…”

“Just taking care of a little business,” I assured her. “I have Tessa. We’ll be there shortly.” I glanced over at Tessa, who promptly rolled onto her stomach, stuck her asss in the air and winked. “By the way, I hope you brought some clothes for the girl.”

I could hear Maria swallow on the other line. “Clothes, Master?”

“She’s naked,” I said with a smirk. “In fact…”

My eyes rested on her glorious, heart-shaped ass. Now that I think about it,
 I wondered, I never have tried anal with Tessa
…

“Tess,” I grunted. “Did your husband ever fuck you in the ass?”

She grinned. “No, Master. I’m a total virgin back there. You’d be the first and only
 man to possess my ass.”

I nearly dropped the phone.

“We’ll be down in a bit,” I said quickly to Maria. “Make sure you get some clothes for Tessa.”

“But, Master-”

I hung up, tossed the phone down, and mounted Tessa. The rest of the world could wait. Taking my favorite harem girl’s anal virginity was much more important...


Part Seven: The Shower

“Happy Birthday, Master!”

I rolled over in bed, freeing the hand that had been pins-and-needles beneath the pillow.  The covers were nice and warm, and for a few moments it was a struggle not to close my eyes and sink back into sleep. Then the slant of the light coming from the windows triggered a thought in my brain: this wasn’t my apartment.

This was my great-uncle Torvald’s mansion - my
 mansion, now. This was my new home, and I was master here.

I heard a giggle and looked up to see a blurry, dark figure standing in the doorway to my room. Fumbling for my glasses, I slid them on my face and blinked rapidly, trying to make them out. When I realized who it was, I propped myself up onto my elbows and stared openly, taking them in.

My uncle’s secretary Maria Kain was mine
 now, one of my most devoted harem girls. During her time in my service I’d seen just about every side of her there was to see: from the ultra-professional, icy legal and criminal expert to the boiling hot sex kitten who confessed that she soaked her panties every minute she was around me. I thought there was nothing new she could show me.

But I’d never seen her in a skintight leather catsuit before.

“Good morning, Sir,” Maria purred, the sumptuous leather squeaking between her thighs as she strode like a model across my bedroom floor. When she reached the foot of my bed she crawled onto it, dropping to all fours and swaying her ass from side to side. Her outfit was black leather and clung to every inch of her flawless body like a second skin. Even though she was covered from head to toe, the catsuit left nothing to the imagination - every curve of her fabulous ass and ample tits were on display. Even the swell of her trimmed, dripping mound was plainly visible between her legs.

“Good morning,” I said, letting my eyes roam over every inch of Maria’s gorgeous body. “What’s the occasion? Did I do something especially nice to deserve you looking like this?”

“It’s your birthday,
 silly,” she said with a chuckle. “Don’t tell me you seriously forgot?”


Is it my birthday
? I had no idea what day it was. Hell, I wasn’t really too sure about the day of the week, to tell the truth. Ever since Torvald’s funeral, my life was a whirlwind of constant sex and globe-trotting adventure. I hadn’t bothered to bring a calendar with me on the trip. To tell the truth, the girls probably knew details like that better than I did these days.

“I actually did,” I said, leaning back against the pillows as Maria reached me. She pressed her body against mine over the covers, grinding her hips against me as she mounted me. Even after everything I’d been through, the feeling of a female body all over mine never failed to my pulse quicken and my cock throb. “Thanks for remembering.”

“You’re welcome, Master.” Maria’s hand strayed to my bulge and rubbed it in a slow little circle. She dropped her voice to a ditzy little whisper as she pressed her lips to my ear. “All the girls decided that since it’s your birthday, we should do something a little special. And now that we’re back at the Mansion, we have lots
 of clothes to choose from. We’re all dressing up for your special day.”

I let out a moan as Maria gave my cock a squeeze, gripping it through the covers. I wanted to grab her, kick the blankets off of my body and fuck her so hard the whole rest of the house would hear it. My gaze traveled from her tits to the warm, wet valley between her legs - and that’s when I saw it.

A shiny little zipper, placed strategically to give a man access to Maria’s most sensitive openings. The sight of it made me grin from ear to ear.

“Do I get to unwrap my present?” I asked, my hands sliding to her womanly hips. “Or will the rest of the girls get mad that you snuck in early?”

Maria bit her lip. She knew I’d caught her out - but from the look on her face, she didn’t care.

“I wanted to share the other part of your surprise,” she said, affecting a look of innocence - which is hard to do when you’re wearing nothing but a leather outfit that looks like it’s been painted on. “Before you start fucking your way through the harem.”

“Then start talking,” I growled, my thumb and pointer finger on her zipper, “because I’m about to start with you-”

“I found the last Shard of Atropos,” she said. It was practically a squeal.

My hand stopped. The zipper was halfway down, exposing a creamy expanse of Maria’s flawless skin. Another inch and the swell of her cunt would’ve been clearly visible.

The shard?

“No shit?” I asked, searching her eyes for any sign that she was joking. “If you’re yanking my chain-”

“Never, Master!” She shook her head, her eyes wide as if the thought of lying to me had never even occurred to her. Then when she saw I wasn’t upset, that sexy little smirk settled back on her face. “I’ve been vetting this seller for weeks, actually. I didn’t want to tell you until I was absolutely
 sure. We’re picking it up today, you and me - as soon as your birthday breakfast is over.”

The words birthday breakfast
 made my mouth water and my stomach rumble, but there were more important things than food right now. Even, I had to grudgingly admit, more important than the beautiful fucking woman in my arms.

“Today?” I could barely believe it. “We’re going to have the last piece of the Skull today
?”

She nodded eagerly.

The back of my head hit the pillow. I felt poleaxed. “Shit,” I grunted, staring up at the ceiling. “I could have the ritual done tonight. We 
could complete my uncle’s legacy…”

“And,” Maria whispered, pulling back the covers, “become immortal!” She grabbed the sides of my boxers and tugged downward, freeing my cock from its fabric prison. I let out a growl as the warm, wet sensation of her mouth closed around the head of my cock. Instantly I was hard as a rock, throbbing between her lips, and all thoughts left my head - even Torvald’s ritual. All that mattered was the blowjob, and the fucking amazing tight seal Maria was making with her lips as she sucked me.

I propped myself up on my elbows so I could watch. Maria stretched out on the bed as she took me deep, staring up into my eyes and flashing her naughtiest, most teasing expressions as she blew me. She tucked her legs up behind her, stretching them out, and only now I saw the six-inch fuck-me pumps she was wearing on each foot. They looked perfect perched above her heart-shaped ass, framing the cute little tail pinned to her costume.

I reached own and grabbed the ears on her outfit, using them as leverage to force myself hilt-deep into her throat. “Good kitty,” I growled, watching as her eyes rolled back into her head. She gagged gently, only the whites of her eyes showing as her throat spasmed around me.

“Thank you, Master,” she panted, pulling off me with a wet little pop
. In an instant, her hands were around my shaft, pumping it hard as she teased the head with her tongue. This is my favorite fucking way to wake up,
 I thought, shocks of pleasure shooting through me. From now on, this is going to be my alarm clock every day. I’ll have the girls take turns…


My hips shot upward of their own accord, filling Maria’s mouth with every thrust. Before I could stop myself, my thighs tightened on either side of her head and I started to fuck her face in earnest, grunting with pleasure. She gagged around my length as it went deep down her throat, filling her up in a way I’d never dared to do before. I held her like that, using
 her for a minute or two before relaxing and allowing her to worship me however she chose. Fuck, it felt amazing.

Now freed, Maria set herself to teasing me all the way over the edge. She pulled the head of my cock into her mouth, keeping the sensitive tip between her pouty lips as she sucked it like a lollipop. At the same time, her hands worked in opposite directions around my shaft, grinding it hard. It would have hurt if I hadn’t already been dripping from her warm, wet mouth and my own precum - instead, it felt like liquid fire coursing through my veins.

“Fuck, I can’t hold back,” I groaned, staring straight into her eyes. “I’m going to-!”

She let out a low, throaty giggle around my cock. Do it,
 those eyes seemed to beg. Give it to me. Please…


How could I possibly deny such a gorgeous creature the load she wanted so badly?

 


Waves of pleasure shot down my spine as I reached the point of no-return. Even if I’d wanted to stop, to pull away, it was clear that wasn’t going to happen - Maria had me in her hands, her mouth, and she wasn’t going to let go. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, then pressed right against that sensitive little spot on the underside. It was like pushing a button marked “CUM NOW.” In an 
instant my pleasure hit the stratosphere and I was shooting helplessly into her mouth.


Happy birthday,
 I thought as orgasm overtook me. Fuck, that’s amazing…


My ass came up off the bed, it felt so fucking great. Maria’s eyes widened as she felt me erupt on her tongue; her cheeks hollowed as she sucked down my load greedily. Release stole over me like a warm blanket as I shot over and over again, filling her mouth with thick, honey-warm seed. Some of the girls I’d been with before coming into my power had hated swallowing, had been disgusted by the idea of my cum in their mouths - but looking at Maria, it was impossible to imagine anything but utter rapture at receiving my load. The look of pleasure on her face and flushed cheeks made me think she enjoyed sucking me off almost as much as I enjoyed being sucked off.

“That’s it,” I murmured, stroking the back of her head like the pet she was dressed as. “Take it all. That’s a good kitty. You like drinking Master’s cream, don’t you?”


“Mmmh hmm,
” she purred, still working her mouth eagerly around the head of my dick. “Hank yu soooo mush…”


“That’s right,” I said, giving in completely to the fantasy. “Get every last drop of that milk. Be a good little kitty for Master.”

She gave my balls a gentle squeeze to drain the last of my load, then pulled off my shaft with a giggle. “I’m a good little kitty,” she said - then she bit her lip and laughed. “Fuck, that was so hot, Master…”

“Damn right it was,” I said. I was already in motion, scooting to the edge of the bed and kicking my boxers into a corner. “I can’t wait to get this ritual done. Godlike power by the end of the fucking day…”

There was a shocked little laugh from behind me. “Master?”

When I turned around, Maria was posing across the bed, her pert little ass stuck up in the air like an open invitation. From the look on her face, it was obvious she hadn’t expected me to leave so soon. To her credit, she would normally have been in the right: I usually didn’t leave my harem girls without making sure every one of their holes was stuffed full of my ‘cream’. Even if I tried to abstain, the weird power inside of me would just take control and ensure I fucked like a beast…

But that power
 was exactly why I was so excited to get this ritual done. Once I completed my uncle’s work, once I had power
 over the dark forces inside of me, they’d never rule me again. I could turn my ‘beast mode’ on and off like a lightswitch, and never lose control of myself again.

“I’m hopping in the shower,” I told Maria by way of apology. “Want to come join me?”

I heard her getting off of the bed to do just that as I made my way down the hall to the bathroom. A nice hot shower was exactly what I needed to freshen myself up and get ready for the day - and if Maria wanted to join me for a quick fuck, that’d be even better. A little part of my brain whispered that I was being a bastard for just bailing on her and expecting her to follow me in like some kind of pet, but then she was
 dressed like a slutty cat. She shouldn’t have been upset that 
I’d treat her like one.

I opened the door to the bathroom - and a wave of steam hit me in the face. Someone was already in here, in the middle of a nice luxurious soak - and I was pretty sure I knew who it was.

I tore off my shirt as I made my way across the tile. The door to the shower was glass, steamed up from the hot water, and I could see a silhouette of a flawless, curvy woman’s body behind it. She hummed to herself as she washed her hair, every inch of her smooth brown skin dripping with soap.


Tessa,
 I thought, grabbing the door handle. Exactly what I wanted as a chaser after Maria’s attentions.

The door swung open soundlessly, and it took a moment for the sudden drop in temperature to alert Tessa to the fact that she was no longer alone. Her face took on a worried look, but when she turned to see me she relaxed and smiled.

“Good morning, Master,” she said in a sultry voice as I stepped in and closed the door behind me. “Trying to save a little bit on the water bill?”

“Always,” I growled, encircling her waist with my hands. Tessa was a walking wet dream, a heavenly little slut I’d liberated from her job at the London Museum of Art. I loved everything about her, from her soft, thick lips and bubble butt to her glove-tight cunt and the accent that made my cock harder with every syllable. Just having her body against mine in the shower drove me crazy. I had to have her.

Tessa pulled a face and looked over my shoulder. “I’m not wearing my present,” she pouted, motioning with her head to the pile of clothes in a corner of the room. “I was going to get all dressed up for you…”

 


I shook my head. Really, this was a cute idea and all, but to be preoccupied with it right in front of your Master?

“Women don’t get dressed up for men,” I said, lifting Tessa off the ground and pinning her to the wall of the shower. “They get dressed up for themselves, and for other women. If you wanted to dress up for men, you’d just go around naked.”

That made Tessa smile. “It was a Supergirl costume that made my tits look amazing,” she said with a sigh, as if dismissing the whole notion.

“Your tits already look amazing,” I growled, nestling the head of my cock in her folds. “I’ll fuck them after we’re done, if you need some extra encouragement…”

The head of my cock pressed into Tessa’s womanhood, stretching her entrance around it as I prepared to drive hilt-deep inside of her. That was when I heard the shower door slam open behind me.

“Well, not so soundless when you do it like that
,” I said smugly, glancing over my shoulder. “Glad you finally joined us, Maria.”

I had no idea how Maria had managed to get out of that skintight leather outfit so fast, but she was here, and she was totally, gloriously
 naked. She shot me a gaze that was almost predatory in 
nature as she climbed into the shower behind me.

“Oh good,” she said, “you found Tessa.” Her eyes narrowed the slightest fraction as she met the other woman’s gaze. “I was hoping you would.”

 


Keeping my eyes firmly on Maria, I thrust my hips forward. Pleasure erupted through my body as my cock sank home, spearing Tessa’s cunt and hammering her g-spot like an anvil. Her walls spasmed around me, her back arching like a bow, and I knew my first thrust had sent her right over the edge. God it felt good to make a woman come like that.

“Why?” I asked, my voice tight with pleasure. “Was there something more important than this you wanted to discuss?”

Maria watched her sister-in-arms come all over my cock. Her eyes carried a jealous, feverish light as she watched Tessa’s shuddering sobs, the way pleasure cascaded through her body like a waterfall as she ground out an orgasm all over my prick. All I could think about was how cumming made Tessa even warmer and tighter, and heightened the sensations as I drove deep inside of her. Every gasp and groan spilling from her lips just made me hotter.

“Yes, actually,” Maria said stiffy. Though she kept her professional demeanor, even naked in the shower, the telltale blushes of heat on each of her cheeks showed how turned on she was watching me fuck Tessa. “While you were recovering from our last adventure, Tessa and I had a private conversation.”

 


“Talking behind your Master’s back? Bad girls.” I shot a smirk at 
Tessa and groaned as I thrust hard into her. The wet slap of her ass against the shower wall sounded so sweet I nearly laughed. “What’s so important, then?”

The two girls’ eyes met. “Tessa told me something interesting,” Maria said, looking at me sideways. It was almost like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar, so to speak. “About the way things will be after you fully come into your power.”

At that moment, I was more interested in fully coming into Tessa, but I tried to hear her out. “You’ll all be my immortal servants,” I told her, hammering Tessa’s ass into the wall like punctuation as I spoke. “And I’ll be invincible. We’ll rule the world. What’s there to be worried about?”

“Some
 of us will,” Maria corrected. The lithe blonde stepped forward, took a handful of Tessa’s hair in her hand, and kissed her, hard. Tessa melted against her, even as her body shook beneath my thrusts. The sight of two of my hottest girls pleasuring each other in front of me made me want to fuck Tessa even harder, to pound her cunt and bear down until I was shooting inside of her. Then both women turned and gazed up at me.

“Some of us won’t,” Maria finished.


Ah. So that’s what she’s worried about.
 “That was Tessa’s idea to begin with,” I said firmly.

“I know, Master,” Maria said hurriedly. “But from what I understand, her little idea has gotten stuck in your head. When you set up your Kingdom, it seems likely that not all
 of us are going to be there with 
you. Is that so?”

I looked from one of them to the other. I’d stopped thrusting, although my cock was still rock hard inside of Tessa’s walls and throbbing with the need for release.

“Neither of you have anything to worry about,” I said, looking down at them like a callous lord. “You both please me - greatly.”

“You’re sure about that?” Tessa drawled, looking up at me with longing.

“Christ, even with my cock inside of you,
 you have to ask that?” It must have come out harder than I’d intended, because both women flinched. Now I felt like an asshole - which was a hard thing to hold onto when there was so much dripping wet pussy wrapped around my cock.

“Sorry, Master,” Maria said smoothly. She knew exactly how to soothe me, that one. “Obviously we’ll submit to your will - we belong to you, body and soul. We just want some clarity on this issue.”

In response, I jackhammered Tessa’s cunt with several harsh, driving strokes. It felt amazing to burn off some frustration that way - much better than a stress ball. I could feel Tessa nearing a second orgasm beneath me, her cunt starting to throb and pull me inward like her already-fertilized womb was still hungry for more of my seed.

“I couldn’t do life without you, Maria,” I confessed, looking my gorgeous secretary up and down. “You run everything perfectly. My 
mansion, my empire - all of it. You absolutely make the cut. There’s no way
 I’m not making you one of my immortal worshippers.”

“And Tessa.” I turned to her, staring straight into her eyes as I continued to fuck her. “You are carrying my fucking child. You’re going to give birth to my heir, and I’m not even close
 to being done. Once you’re immortal, I’m going to pump you full of dozens of babies. Hundreds.
 You’ll be the most fertile woman in history…”



“That would make me so happy, Master,” she panted beneath me. “I...I love you so much, Hunter! I’m going to... I’m going to...oh my fucking gawwwwd…
”

Tessa bent backwards, the back of her head resting against the tiles as she came. Her eyes rolled into her head, body shaking like a leaf as wave after wave of pleasure shot through her cunt. I grabbed her hips with both hands, burying myself inside of her as far as I could go, and a few moments later I hit the edge and sailed right over. I came like a bolt of lightning, hot blasts of seed spraying directly into Tessa’s greedy cunt. She pulled me in, clenching around me in time with her rapid heartbeat, and the two of us were one.

As I came down from my peak, I pulled out of Tessa and grabbed hold of Maria. “On your knees,” I growled. “Both of you. Clean your Master’s cock.”

Both women hit the ground like they’d dropped million-dollar bills. They were on their knees in a flash, two sets of eyes staring up at me with four gorgeous, swaying breasts just beneath. Tessa smirked at Maria and took a handful of her blonde hair, guiding her mouth onto my cock.

“There you go,” Tessa purred, watching lustily as Maria took me deep. Steam billowed about both of the girls, framing them like we were in some kind of modeling shoot - only those generally didn’t involve two girls giving the same guy a blowjob.

“Did you see Maria’s outfit?” I asked. “She was a naughty little kitty-”

“Oh, I saw it,” Tessa growled, forcing
 Maria so hard on my cock that she gagged. “She wasn’t supposed to jump the gun on that. The other girls are going to be pissed.”

“Who cares,” I said, leaning back and enjoying the show. “Most of them won’t be here much longer, anyhow.”

Instantly both girls were at full attention. Tessa arched an eyebrow as she smirked up at me, that combination of good-girl and mean-girl that drove me so crazy on her face.

“Really?” She licked her lips suggestively, still pumping Maria’s head up and down on my dick like some kind of human sex toy. “So are we the only two to make the cut, Master?”

The look in their eyes was so wicked, I felt tempted to join them in being bad. “Well, there’s obviously some chaff we’ll have to cut,” I said with a smirk. “Fuck, Tessa why don’t you use your mouth on my balls and I’ll tell you more about it?”

With a nod, Tessa buried her face beneath my cock. She let out a groan of pleasure as she used her nose and tongue to stimulate my balls, rubbing her face in them like they were covered in an exotic, wonderful perfume. Which, to her, they might as well have been.

“Some of them are a little bit too much trouble to keep around,” I mused, watching both girls worship my cock. “Specifically Connie and Angela. There’s too much risk keeping cops in the harem, even if there’s no way they could possibly betray me. The last thing I want is a bunch of UK cops on my trail this close to completing the ritual. So we let them go.”

“Excellent, Master,” Tessa said, gazing up at me from my balls with a look of utter love and devotion. “Maria and I are much better - we’re totally unattached. Well, there was my former husband, but he means nothing to me now, Master. You are my world.”

 


“I know,” I grunted, stroking Tessa’s hair. Just the thought of how I’d taken Tessa away from her family, convinced her to forsake the years she’d spent building a relationship with the man she called her husband - it sent a spike of pure, wicked pleasure through me. Fucking his wife right in front of him, breaking his brain while Tessa babbled about how much she loved me and how proud she was to be carrying my
 child instead of his - no matter what else happened, that was always going to be one of my favorite sexual experiences.

“Hmm.” Maria pulled off of me with a grunt, stroking me hard. Water ran down my back, swirling down the drain as the two women knelt before me. “That means two are in, and two are out - and two left.”

“Caitlin and Riley,” Tessa said, with a look that might as well have said: those bitches
. “They came with the place, didn’t they? I mean, you certainly didn’t pick
 them, right?”

I understood what she was trying to do. Both her and Maria. They might have worshipped me utterly, glad to be at my beck and call 
whenever I wanted to fuck them - but they also wanted to be the queens. The leaders of my pack. And they didn’t want to deal with any competition once I took control of my powers.

“Think about it,” Tessa said as the moment stretched out. “There’s going to be two sides of your life, Master. Right now we’re in the before
: before you become immortal, before you take over the world and make every woman you see into your submissive little sex slave. The after will be forever
. Don’t you think the quality of the sluts you bring with you ought to matter?”

“We’re just thinking of you,” Maria added, running her tongue along the underside of my cockhead.

“Of course you are,” I said with a chuckle. “All those women: thousands of them, millions - the entire world. Whoever is my servant before I take control of them will be their superior. Their Queen
.”

“We’d be their Queens,” Tessa said quickly, “but you’ll be their God
. And we’ll all worship you
.”

To be honest, I liked the idea. Tessa and Maria were both competent, achingly hot women, and I could easily see them as the Priestesses of my new religion. The girls who took care of the business of ruling the planet while I jetted around the world, turning every celebrity, model and ex-girlfriend I could think of into my brainless bimbo whores. There was just one problem - something tickling the back of my mind like a bill I forgot to pay.


Do not trust Caitlin
. The words were like a switch flipping in my 
brain. Oh. Of course.

“So.” Tessa and Maria shared a look. “Those other two?”

There was a reason Torvald had warned me about one of his harem girls. I didn’t know what it was, but it was important enough to add to his will - in a secret place where no one but me would be able to read it. I don’t know why I cared so much about that stupid postscript. It should have been meaningless, a trifle left behind by my ancestor due to jealousy or some stupid fight the night before - but for some reason, I couldn’t get that warning out of my head. Why did Torvald want me to know his girls weren’t trustworthy that bad?

Either way, it meant that completing the ritual might not be as easy as it appeared - and that maybe I shouldn’t trust everything
 my harem girls said. I stared down at those identical looks, and a chill shot down my spine. Something was wrong.

Then Tessa wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and sucked, and my thoughts collapsed.

“We’re putting the cart before the horse,” Maria said just a bit too quickly. “We haven’t even completed the ritual yet.”

Huh? What were they babbling about? It was hard to think about anything with two stone-cold babes on their knees before me. “Yeah,” I agreed. “I’ll have to interview them - figure out how suitable they might be for the job…”

It kind of shocked me how little I knew about Caitlin and Riley, actually. That might have worried me if I didn’t have so much raw 
control over them and their lives. They were my possessions now, nothing else.

“Good,” Tessa said, rising to her feet. Before I could say a word, she did a little turn and put her leg up on the edge of the shower. “Let’s stop talking about boring shit. Why don’t you fuck me in the ass instead, Master?”

My mouth dropped open. There was no way I could resist an invitation like that.

“That’s a wonderful idea,” Maria agreed. “In fact…”

With a move I never thought my secretary was capable of, Maria did a twirl and raised her leg up like a dancer, arcing it over Tessa’s hip. It was the craziest thing I ever saw - like they were playing some kind of shower version of the game Twister - but the end result was undeniable. Both girls had their asses in the air, held up by the way they embraced each other, and I could easily slide into either of them - or both. My cock throbbed back to full mast in an instant, and any thoughts I’d had about the situation were clouded over by the need to fuck them both, now
.

I reached out and tested their asses with my palm. Tessa’s had more jiggle - I could have watched it bounce back and forth all day - but I could tell Maria’s was going to be tighter. Since I’d just pumped Tessa full of a load of cum, I positioned my cleaned-off cock at the entrance to Maria’s back door and oh-so-slowly pushed it in.

“Oh wow, I’m jealous,” Tessa said wickedly, hugging Maria tighter. “Tell me how that feels, Maria. What’s it like having Master’s cock in 
your ass?”

“It’s so
 big,” Maria gasped, and between the sound and her expression I knew there was no way she was faking. Fuck, she was tight! I had to slide into her an inch at a time, until finally I bottomed out inside of her. My balls rested against her cunt, the warmth unbelievable.

“He’s gonna fuck me in the ass,” Maria whimpered, “and then he’s gonna fuck you
 in the ass, Tessa-”

“Exactly,” Tessa said with relish as I let my inner beast out. Maria screamed
 in mingled pain and pleasure as I savaged her most sensitive entrance, using her even harder than I’d fucked Tessa’s cunt. As I worked I brought my other hand down on Tessa’s ass, spanking it mercilessly. Maria’s insides were silky smooth and so tight it felt crazy, and I knew I wasn’t going to last long. I wanted to make the most of it.

With a grunt, I suddenly pulled out of Maria and thrust into Tessa. I sank into her with one smooth motion, buried hilt-deep in her pucker. Tessa didn’t make a sound, but her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise - and a moment later, I felt her inner walls clench down on nothing, spasming wildly.

“Holy shit,” I said with a little laugh. “Did you just cum from being fucked in the ass, Tessa?”

When Tessa could speak, she looked over her shoulder at me and groaned with pleasure. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “I cum from however you want to fuck me, Master. Just knowing I have your 
baby inside of me makes me want to cum all the time…”

I went like that for some time, thrusting hard and pulling out without warning. I was inside of Tessa’s ass, then Maria’s, and by the time I’d switched two or three times each girl’s ass was red and stinging with handprints. They weren’t treated with respect, or even basic courtesy. I used them like whores, and the harder I fucked, choked and spanked them, the more they thanked me for it and begged for more. Begged for harder, deeper, yes thank you Master…


I was right at the edge. I wasn’t even fully sure who I was inside of, only that it felt amazing - a quick glance assured me it was Maria. I let out a roar
 of pleasure as I drove hilt-deep one last time and pulled out. My balls pulled tight against my taint as I prepared to unleash my load.

“Come for us,” both girls begged, sticking their asses even further in the air. “Coat us, Master. Anoint your chosen with your holy seed…”

I didn’t know about chosen
, but I definitely knew that in that moment there was no other pair of women on Earth I would have rather shot my load all over. I grabbed the base of my cock and made a fist as I exploded like a firehose. Even after two orgasms, it was like my dark power was converting raw energy into seed - I shot like I’d been saving my load for weeks. Burst after burst of hot, sticky seed splashed against both girls’ asses as they groaned and writhed with pleasure. They thanked me, begged for more, giggled together as my balls drained on the perfect expanse of their freshly-fucked asses. Then, as I came down from my peak, they turned around and without a hint of shame sucked me dry. The sensation of two warm, wet mouths cleaning my cock off sent me back over the edge, and a 
thin series of pulses dribbled down their cheeks as my balls unloaded the last few drops of my cum in a second aftershock of an orgasm.

When it was done, they set about cleaning me. It was a strange sensation to be bathed by my harem, but it was also extremely luxurious. It was definitely something I could get used to.


You will get used to it,
 I thought with a start. After all, you’re about to be the King of the world…


Was I? As I looked at the two girls entranced by my body, cleaning me like worshippers with an idol, it was hard to believe the pre-power part of my life had even been real. But there was danger lurking beneath the surface, and I couldn’t let my abilities get to my head.


Also,
 I told myself as Tessa rubbed conditioner through my beard, these two seem to think they’re my priestesses now. That I’ve chosen
 only them. They might not be too happy if that doesn’t turn out to be the case
…

But all those things could wait. After all, it was my birthday - and I wasn’t even close to being done with the fun.

“Come on,” I told both girls as they toweled me off. “Let’s head downstairs. I’m fucking ravenous.”

Also, I couldn’t wait to see what costumes Caitlin and Riley had picked out...


Part Eight: The Strip Club

A demon and a cheerleader were waiting for me as I came downstairs for breakfast.

Tessa and Maria Kain were still upstairs, recovering from the amazing threesome we’d had that morning in the shower. There was a spring in my step as I descended the stairs, a wonderful feeling in the back of my head that just wouldn’t go away. I felt stoned, buzzed - exactly the way sex with two gorgeous women will leave you first thing in the morning. So when I saw the costumes Caitlin and Riley had put on to celebrate my birthday, I couldn’t stop the big smirk stretching across my face. Both women had chosen outfits that suited their personalities perfectly.

“Good morning, Master!” Riley looked up from the kitchen island and beamed. Her flawless bimbo body was clad in nothing but a tight cheerleading outfit - no doubt the very same one she’d worn as a teenager as she’d shimmied and danced for her school’s football team, cheering them on. She’d filled out even more in years since. The fabric just barely kept her big, firm tits from popping out, and every motion of her hips revealed her creamy ass and thighs beneath the too-short skirt. Just the sight of her made me want to bend her over the counter and plow her senseless.

“Hi, girls.” My eyes widened a bit when I caught a whiff of what they were preparing. “Fuck, that smells amazing!”

Caitlin’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. “Thank you, Master!” she whimpered, as if the compliment had given her physical pleasure. “Riley, take over this bacon, will you? I need to give Master his birthday present…”

Before I could say a word, Caitlin was on her knees in front of me. She flashed a wide, naughty grin up at me as her fingers unlatched the front of my pants. Her outfit looked like it had even less effort put into it than Riley’s, but she made up for it with pure skin. She was topless, wearing nothing but a tight red miniskirt and thigh-high black boots, along with a pair of devil horns and a tail pasted to the small of her back. I wasn’t sure what she was going for, but there wasn’t much time to think about it - all I could do was stare down at her pretty face and perfect tits as she took my cock out and wrapped her lips around it.

I swelled inside of her warm, wet mouth. I should have been down for the count; hell, the old me wouldn’t have been able to get hard for a half a day after the wake-up blowjob Maria gave me. But it didn’t matter. Just the sight of her topless was enough to make me hard as a rock. The size of my sexual appetite had grown along with my harem of girls - it was a very good thing that I had them around to constantly satisfy me. I could never go back to my old life of only getting lucky with a girl once in a blue moon.


If I complete this ritual,
 I thought, groaning with pleasure as Caitlin sucked me, I’ll never have to worry about that again
. I’ll have the most gorgeous women on Earth lining up to fuck me…


Caitlin pulled off of my cock with a gasp, giggling as she ran her hands down the now-slick length. “Take over on breakfast,” she shot 
over her shoulder, causing Riley to snap to attention. “Master’s bacon and eggs need to be perfect. Isn’t that right, sir?”

Right then, I didn’t give a damn about breakfast - all that mattered was her. That and the fucking amazing way she was making me feel. Her mouth felt so goddamned good wrapped around my dick - but even as she worked me, I found my eyes straying to her bobbing, swaying tits. I wanted to lean down and squeeze them in my fists, use
 them like the hot little funbags they were…

It was like Caitlin was psychic. That or my powers had made my girls really
 good at anticipating my desires. She pulled off of me again - but this time, her hands went to her breasts, pressing them together in a way that made them look oh-so-fuckable.

“Is there something else
 you want from me, Sir?” Caitlin’s eyes flashed as she spoke. There was no way she didn’t know exactly what I was craving. “You can’t seem to keep your eyes off my titties. You want to fuck them, Master? You want to feel my soft, soft tits wrapped around your hard fucking cock-”

 


I didn’t answer her - because I didn’t ask for what I wanted from my girls. I took
. I grabbed Caitlin’s hips and rammed my cock in between her perfect tits, groaning with pleasure as my hard cock was engulfed in the warm, slick orbs. Caitlin moaned in disbelief as I filled the valley between her breasts completely, stretching her big sexy boobs around me. The head of my cock popped out of her cleavage, hammering the underside of her chin as my balls slapped against the underside of her breasts.

“Mine
,” I grunted. I wasn’t even really in control of my actions - not 
anymore. I was moving on pure instinct.

Caitlin nodded, her face feverish with pleasure. “All yours, Sir,” she whimpered, using one hand to wrap her tits tighter around my cock. “Fuck them! I want the other girls to see my titties all bruised up - I want to show them I got used by a real
 man…”

That was all I needed to hear. I took total control of Caitlin’s upper body, shaking her with thrust after powerful thrust. Every time the fat, swollen head of my cock shot out from between her breasts she pulled it into her mouth and sucked greedily, swirling her tongue around the sensitive tip. Liq              uid fire coursed through my veins as I used her, driving hard towards a sweet, crashing orgasm.

Something hard bumped into my calves, and suddenly I was sitting down. Riley had shoved one of the kitchen chairs against me, and her clever move had transformed me from fucking Caitlin’s tits standing up to doing it while she knelt beneath the breakfast table. In a flash, Riley had plates and glasses down on the tabletop, humming gently to herself as she served. It was like she had no idea her best friend was under the table, her tits bobbing up and down around my cock.

“Here you go, Sir,” Riley said with a smile, sliding a huge ration of bacon onto my plate. “How would you like your eggs?”

I opened my mouth, but all that came out was a groan of pleasure. Whatever combination of tongue and tits Caitlin was using beneath the table made everything around my dick tight, slick and honey-warm. I was going to bust, right then and there.

“Fuck,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair beneath the table. 
“Fuck! I’m gonna shoot!”

I heard laughter beneath the table as I started to cum. I couldn’t see myself unloading, but I could picture it in my mind’s eye - thick ropes of jizz streaking across Caitlin’s tits, her face, dripping down her collarbone. Pulse after pulse of thick seed shot from the tip, each one like a bolt of lightning down my spine. Riley kept on serving, pouring me a glass of orange juice like there was nothing strange going on.

As I finally came down from my peak, I felt Caitlin let go. There were giggles beneath the table, then my glass nearly fell over as something bumped the underside of the tabletop. I heard Caitlin swear.

“You okay down there, babe?” Riley asked, a lopsided grin on her face.

“Yeah - one second.” Caitlin climbed out from under the table and took a seat. She looked exactly the way I’d pictured. Her gorgeous face and swollen tits were coated with cum. It looked like she’d been gangbanged beneath the table while I was served - it was hard to believe all that hot, thick seed had cum only from my
 balls.

“Can you get me a towel?” she asked, her wicked grin matching her costume. “This naughty little succubus needs to get cleaned up…”


Oh,
 I thought. So that’s what she is.
 “No,” I grunted.

Both women turned to face me. Their expressions were perfect examples of submission. “No, Master?”

I shook my head. Now it was my
 
turn to have a wicked little smile. “You’ve been honored,” I said in a low growl. “I want you to wear that load for the rest of the morning, Cait. I want the whole harem to see how hard you’ve been used - and how well you served me.”

I didn’t think it was possible for Caitlin to look more proud of herself then she did in that moment. “Yes, Master,” she said, beaming like I’d just put a diamond ring on her finger. “I would love
 to be shown off like that!”

As if they’d just been waiting for their moment, the door opened behind me and Tessa and Maria entered. They took their seats, sparing only a quick glance at Caitlin’s glazed breasts, and turned their attention to me.

“Damn,” I said, my eyes traveling over both women’s bodies. “Both of you look so fresh, you’d almost think you slept in.” It was as if the wild sex we’d had in the shower just a few minutes ago had never even happened. Both women were dressed to the nines, their hair and makeup model-perfect. Flawless, as usual.


These two are acting like they already rule the roost,
 I thought, noting the imperious way they looked down at Caitlin and Riley. I might have to put them in their place a little later. Can’t have them getting ideas...


“We’d never be so lazy,” Tessa purred as she reached for her coffee. “It’s very important to get you off first thing in the morning, Hunter. Sets the tone for the whole damn day.”

I could drink to that - so I did. The orange juice felt cool and sweet 
going down my throat. Riley finished serving everyone their breakfast, then took a seat at the table and daintily nibbled at a piece of toast. We were almost like a family sitting down to a nice, communal breakfast - only three of the people at the table had their pussies pumped full of my cum and one of them was wearing it.

“So,” I said, glancing at Maria as I bit into my bacon. “Tell me about the final shard.”

There were confused looks around the table - except for Maria, who looked like a cat with an entire bowl of cream. She didn’t tell any of them,
 I realized. Bad girl
. I’d have to punish her for it later.

“Of course, Master.” Maria wiped her mouth with a napkin, took a sip of coffee and cleared her throat. “You other girls should take notes. While you’ve been slacking off around the mansion like lazy sluts, I’ve been tracking down Master’s final shard. It took weeks
 to navigate the dark web and locate the buyer-”

“Maria,” I said, politely but firmly. She froze, her eyes instantly on me. “A little less boasting, if you please.”

Her cheeks turned red enough to shame a stop sign. “Yes, Master,” she said in a tiny, meek voice. For a few seconds, every inch of the professional, in-control woman inside of her disappeared. Slowly, she righted herself, swallowed hard, and continued.

“The seller is a wealthy trader in the commodities industry,” she explained. “That’s unfortunately all I know about them. I don’t even have their full name. On the markets I browsed, they refer to themselves only as ‘G’.”

“G
,” I repeated flatly. “And you’re sure
 
this ‘G’ actually has a shard of the skull?”

She nodded eagerly. “I wouldn’t have brought this to you if I wasn’t absolutely sure,” she said in a fast voice. “Your time is too important for anything else.”

Very well than. Maria was
 an expert, after all. “Continue.”

She relaxed and took another sip of her coffee. “Not much to tell,” she said with a shrug. “We’re meeting the seller today - you and whoever you choose to bring. The price they’ve set for the shard is steep - it’ll tear a sizable chunk out of your inheritance from Torvald - but we can pay it. Besides, once the ritual is complete, you’ll never want for money again. Or anything else.” She licked her lips with pleasure, leaning back in her seat. “Isn’t that right, Master?”

There was no way it could be that simple. “Where are we meeting this ‘G’?” I asked, cutting into one of my eggs. It was overeasy, perfectly cooked, coating the tines of my fork with rich yolk.

Maria giggled. “You’re going to love this,” she confessed. “We’re going to a brothel
.”

That certainly caught the attention of the table. I looked up from my plate, my eyebrows touching my hairline. “Excuse me?”

“I thought
 you might like that,” Maria whispered, her eyes twinkling as if she were already picturing the fun we were going to have. “It’s called the House Azure - a mansion on a remote Caribbean island frequented by the powerful and the ultra-wealthy. It’s the only place 
‘G’ felt comfortable meeting. I got the impression that he - or she - are quite fond of the place.”

“I bet I can guess why,” I thought, leaning back in my seat. “What did you manage to find out about the place?”

Maria pulled a face. “Not much,” she admitted. I could tell this rankled her - the collapse of her normally superior investigative skills. “The guest list is kept under lock and key. I couldn’t hack my way into it.”

 


“So we won’t know what we’re walking into,” I mused. A spike of anxiety dissolved in my stomach like a shot of whiskey. “But no one else will know us, either.”

“We’ll fit right in,” Tessa said with a smirk. “You play the part of some rich oligarch looking to get his dick wet, and Maria and I will be your arm candy. And
 your eyes and ears.”

In an instant, it was like I’d drawn a line across the surface of the table. Maria and Tessa sat on one side, looking pleased and contented, while Caitlin and Riley did not. Their displeasure was written on their faces - it radiated from them. It was difficult for a woman to look pissed off with your seed covering her tits, but somehow Caitlin managed it.

“You two?” There was something wary in Riley’s tone. “You went with Master last time he went to get one of the shards, and look how that turned out.”

“It should be us,” Caitlin said in a tiny voice. Her gaze turned to me, 
and for a second I wanted to stand up from the table and assure her that of course
 she would go. She was definitely hot enough to fit right in among the world’s most exclusive whores. But then the words at the bottom of my uncle’s missive flashed through my brain, and I stopped.


Do not trust Caitlin
. She was staying here until I resolved the mystery of those words. The last thing I needed was someone interfering with the ritual. It was so important - literally everything depended on it.

“Prepare the plane,” I grunted, not meeting her eyes. “I want to be in the air in an hour - as soon as I’ve finished my breakfast.”

“It’s already done, Master,” Maria purred.

With my eyes on the plate, I heard but didn’t see Caitlin leave. First her chair slid back with a creak, then I heard her little hmmph
 of frustration as she stormed off. Riley sat as still as a statue as Tessa and Maria continued eating, as calm as if nothing out of the ordinary were happening.

“We’ll have to bring that one to heel sooner or later,” Tessa said with a smirk. “That is, if there will be
 a later for her. Right, Master?”

I heard Riley gasp, but the damage was done. Let them fight,
 I thought, shaking my head. Who gives a fuck. Once I have the shard, once the Skull of Atropos is completed, all this shit will be beneath me. I’ll control the entire world.


All I had to do was go to the most beautiful place on earth and buy 
the key.

xXx

Maria had warned me before I got on the plane to dress warmly - but I didn’t realize how right she was until we landed.

Warm island air greeted me as the door of the plane slid open, revealing one of the most gorgeous sunsets I’d ever seen. There was a scent of salt in the air, tinged with a fruity aroma, and even with my eyes closed I could have told you we’d landed somewhere in the Caribbean. There was just no other place on Earth quite like it.

I’d dressed up for the occasion, and my escorts had as well. Tessa strode down the runway first, walking to the car in a skintight cream-colored dress that set off the contrast with her rich, tawny skin. A pair of fuck-me heels and a pearl necklace completed the ensemble. Meanwhile Maria had opted for black, backless and skimpy in her gown - she looked like she belonged on the arm of some South American drug lord or Russian crime baron.

The three of us settled into the back seat of the car and we sped off into the approaching night. Palm trees and private estates dashed past the windows as we sped down the island’s only road, which steadily rose in elevation.

“This island is not very inhabited,” I said, gazing out the window.

Maria let out a satisfied little chuckle. “That’s right,” she said. “It’s 
ultra-exclusive - only the wealthiest people on Earth can afford to live here. And where we’re headed is most exclusive of all…”

The road wound upward into the hills, leaving even the tepid signs of civilization behind. The palm trees thinned out and were replaced by ocean on all sides as we reached the top of the mountain. Right at the apex, at the end of the road, was a mansion that put my inherited digs from Torvald to shame.

“Woah,” I said, leaning forward in my seat. “Now that
 is a base of operations.”

“It is nice,” Maria said breezily. “Although land here is definitely at a premium-”

“No,” I said, laughing and shaking my head. “Fuck Torvald’s mansion. A fucking island castle filled with gorgeous whores? This
 should be my new home.”

Maria looked taken aback - which provided the perfect opening for Tessa to show how much cooler she was.

She leaned forward, cocking one flawless eyebrow. “It’s exactly the sort of place you deserve, Sir,” she purred, looking the building up and down. Island parties, beautiful girls, the most powerful people from around the world - what could be better?”

What could be better indeed? The thought was in my mind as the driver pulled up front, where dozens of luxury cars sat waiting like I’d stepped into the world’s most expensive open-air showroom. I whistled with appreciation as we passed a brilliant red Maserati - my 
personal dream car.

“You like cars, Master?” Tessa said over her shoulder, looking a little surprised.

In response, I leaned forward and grabbed a handful of her ass. “I like anything beautiful and expensive that I can control,” I growled into her ear. Her face flushed crimson as she melted against me and groaned with pleasure. Sexual energy coiled inside of her like a spring, ready to be released at my command.


Bend her over,
 a dark little voice in the back of my head whispered. Fuck her right on top of the car. It’s just what you deserve…


I shook my head, trying to clear it. This was not
 the time for my dark power to take control. If I let my inner beast take over, allowed it to steer my actions and decisions, it could ruin everything. Somewhere inside of the House Azure was this mysterious ‘G’, and with him was the final shard I needed to complete my great-uncle’s ritual and gain immortality. Nothing could be more important than that.


Focus,
 I commanded myself. Maria looked at me a little askance, but was too busy verifying our IDs with the heavies at the door to interrogate me. They waved us in, and then we were inside.


Woah,
 I thought, stopping in my tracks. Sensory fucking overload…


The interior of the House Azure looked exactly the way I’d always pictured my harem would look once I fully came into my power. It was one part nightclub, one part strip club, and one part billionaire’s island retreat. Someone had done the whole place up in a neo-roman 
theme that instantly made me think of old vaporwave covers - but I only had a moment to admire the furnishings before my brain was overtaken by the women.


So
 many women. So many gorgeous
 fucking women.

They flitted around the room like mythical creatures, every one looking like they’d stepped right out of a wet dream. Every girl was model-perfect, dressed in anything from a fetish maid costume to gauzy, see-through dresses or jeweled getups that made them look like anime princesses. There were curvy girls, lithe girls, MILFs and girls who looked like they turned eighteen five minutes ago. All of them looked immensely happy to be there as they doted on the guests, served drinks, and climbed into laps with giggles or groans of pleasure.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered, turning in a full circle to see the whole room. “Oh, I am going to have so
 much fun here…”

“Master.” Maria’s tone held a note of caution. “Focus. We’re here to find ‘G’ and buy the shard.”

I knew that. I mean, I knew it in the abstract. But I was surrounded by flawless, willing women - a literal harem of babes. There was no way I could resist.

My gaze traveled up to the second floor, where there was a VIP area overlooking the debauchery. “G will just have to come to me,” I said, scanning the floor for some suitable sluts. “Until then, I’m going to have some fucking fun…”

My girls couldn’t stop me - after all, I ruled them. My eyes traveled over every piece of female flesh in the room, gauging each woman’s fuckability with the same sort of primal criteria guys have carried around in their head since we lived in caves. I couldn’t decide, was paralyzed by choice. But then, my decision was suddenly made for me.

Two women slid out of the crowd as if they’d just materialized, making their way briskly to where I was standing like lionesses honing in on new meat. They wore identical naughty, knowing grins, but that was about the only thing the pair had in common. The woman on the left was taller, and older, with ‘MILF’ written all over every inch of her curvy, seductive frame. Long dark hair trailed in ringlets down her back, and her cocktail dress was cut so low in the front that more of her creamy cleavage was exposed than hidden by the fabric. In contrast, the girl - and it was
 most definitely a girl - on the right looked like she’d turned legal less than a week ago. Her platinum blonde hair was done up in twin pigtails down her back, and the lace teddy clinging to her slender, coltish body screamed young and innocent
. I knew instantly that they came as a pair, that this was what they did - and goddamn, did I ever want them.

The taller woman bowed before me. “Hello, sir,” she said, speaking in a rich French accent. “We would like to serve you.”


Fuck yes
.

Then Maria tried to cockblock me. “We’re a little busy at the moment,” she said apologetically, reaching for my arm. “We’re looking for someone-”

“I’ve found exactly who I’m looking for,” I said. I shrugged off Maria’s hand and took both women by the arm. “Let’s go upstairs.”

There was a whine of frustration behind me. “Master…”

“Go find G,” I growled, harsher than I’d intended. “Once you locate the bastard, bring him up to me. I’m
 going to be having some fun.”

With Tessa and Maria still fuming behind me, I took both of my new toys by the arm and led them upstairs. There was no one upstairs keeping people in or out of the VIP area, and nearly all the couches were unoccupied. I picked one near the balcony with a view over the whole club and settled in, letting the two girls sidle onto either side of me.

The brunette leaned across me, sliding the silky fabric of her dress down so that her breasts were totally exposed. I wasted no time in burying my face in her cleavage, savoring her moans of pleasure. Her nipples were diamond hard, perfect for me to wrap my lips around and suck.

She smelled amazing: like perfume and raw, sheet-clawing sex. I was so into her that I barely noticed that the younger blonde had slid to her knees in front of me and was undoing my belt. She didn’t have my full attention until she opened her mouth and spoke:

“I’m so wet watching you, Daddy
.”

I looked down at her, raising my head from the brunette’s breast. The older woman leered at me knowingly, biting her lip as both of our gazes travelled to the barely legal blonde. She flashed a pouty, 
bratty little look and giggled.

“I love watching you and Mommy love each other. I listen to you in my room every night. I get so turned on that I…I touch myself…”

 


I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. But from the brunette’s reaction, this was exactly the script the two of them stuck to.

“It makes me feel so good, Daddy! I...I want you to make me
 feel good, just like you do with Mommy.  I want both of us to please you - to make you feel like a man!”

The brunette’s nails raked my chest gently as she leaned in. Her teeth nibbled my ear, driving me wild.

“I want to watch you fuck our daughter,” she purred, reaching down and grabbing hold of my cock. “I want you to be her first. Her only. Let us both serve you…”

“Oh fuck,
” I groaned. My brain was short-circuiting from what I was hearing. I was surprised there wasn’t steam shooting out of my ears. Sliding into my role, I stroked the side of the brunette’s hair like a cherished pet. “You’re such a good wife, darling. You know just how to treat me...”

“Of course I do,” she said with a giggle. “Will you show our daughter how to fuck?”

The lithe little blonde had already climbed up into my lap. My cock was out of my pants, hard and throbbing, and she was straddling it with a level of experience that put the lie to any idea that she was an innocent virgin. But if this was these two whores’ deal, I was happy 
to play along. Hell, it was just about the hottest fucking fantasy I’d ever been part of. 

“Come here, angel,” I panted, turning my attention to the blonde. My hand strayed to her hair, but before I reached it she grabbed hold of my wrist and slid my thumb between her lips. She sucked it greedily, swirling her tongue around it in an act that was half-childish, half-shameless. I nearly came apart right then and there - it was an effort not to pump my load all over her thighs without even sampling the sweet cunt between them.

“I love you, Daddy!” The blonde put a hand on my chest to steady herself and grabbed the base of my cock with the other. The fat, swollen head nestled in her folds, oh so close to being buried inside of her. “I love you so, so much…”

The brunette let out a little moan and ran her tongue along the inside of my ear. That had always been a big erogenous zone with me, and she was an expert at it - giving me almost pleasure as my cock inside the blonde. “Fuck her,” she begged, sounding exactly
 like a filthy, shameless wife whimpering for me to fuck her daughter. “Take her tight teen cunt!”

I couldn’t have stopped myself if I wanted. My hips thrust upward, meeting her in that one perfect point of contact. She was so wet that I slid all the way inside smoothly, hammering her back walls with the head of my cock as it went balls-deep into her. Holy fuck
 that was tight!

The blonde arched her back and howled
 with pleasure as I stretched her walls. I’d been with many women since my inherited power gave 
me the ability to seduce and control women - and a couple before that, as well. But I’d never felt anything like this girl’s pussy before - not ever. She was so
 tight, and so warm,
 and so incredibly fucking wet -
 even my hypnotized harem girls weren’t this ready for me between their legs, this dripping wet and turned on. I laid back, just watching the blonde go as she bounced up and down on my dick, squealing with pleasure.

“Let her ride you,” my fake wife whimpered. Looking over, I could see she had her hand between her legs and was fingering herself shamelessly as she watched. “Show her what a real man feels like. Breed our daughter, sir, fill her with your load!”

With a grunt, I grabbed the brunette by the hair and pulled her close. I smothered her mouth with my own, kissing her hard
 as she frigged herself and our “daughter” rode my dick. There was something hard and unyielding buried beneath her hair that nearly snapped me out of my haze - a headband or some jewelry or something - but a glance back at the blonde banished all those thoughts from my head. Her gaze was fixed on me, boring into my soul as I went hilt-deep into her womb again and again, and it was plain to see from the look on her face that she was getting off on the fantasy of being my daughter just as much as I was being her Daddy.


Hell, it doesn’t have to be a fantasy
, I realized - the voice of that darkness inside of me speaking up again. I could make these two bitches BELIEVE the words coming out of their mouths. This brunette with the big tits would honestly think she’s my wife, and this hot little blonde is our daughter - the daughter who joins us in bed every night for some wicked incestual fucking…


I was on the verge of doing it. The words that would bind them to me and reshape their minds were working their way up my throat. But before I could say them, I felt a tap on my shoulder - and realized with a start it was neither the brunette or
 the blonde doing it.

I glanced over my shoulder and saw an older man in a fancy suit. From the look on his face, I could tell he was enjoying the show. “Having fun?”


Perv
, I thought. Or a voyeur who gets off on watching the clients
. “Get your own, pal,” I growled, cutting off any potential claim to my dominance of these women. The power inside of me cared deeply about things like that. “I’m busy.”

Instead of fleeing, the man shook his head and grinned. “I can see that. But you and I have a prior appointment, yes?”

Understanding flashed through me. This man knew who I was and why I was here. That meant there was only one person he could be.

“G?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

His grin grew wider. “Are we doing this or what?”

My gaze traveled from him to the perfect blonde in my lap. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, her pussy glove-tight and treating my cock to sensations I’d never experienced before. I wanted more than anything to finish inside of this girl - to mark her soul and make her mine forever. Both of these women would make awesome fucking additions to my harem.

“Can you, uh,” I grunted, my voice thick with pleasure. “Maybe give me a minute?”

He chuckled knowingly, then nodded at a side hallway. “Room at the end of the hall. When you finish up, come see me.” Then he was gone.

The blonde looked at me warily, a spike of fear penetrating her arousal. “Who was that, Daddy?” she whispered in a breathy little voice.

In response, I wrapped my fingers around her throat. She yelped in fear - but her cunt drew even tighter and wetter than before as she rode me harder. The corner of my mouth turned up in a smirk. Women,
 I thought. They say they want to be treated with respect, but their bodies don’t lie even when their mouths do.
 Manhandling this girl had made her wetter than ever.

“Don’t you worry about that,” I growled in a husky tone. “You just keep riding Daddy’s cock. You’re Daddy’s good girl, right?”

“She’s so
 good,” the brunette purred. I could tell she was right on the edge, keeping herself there until we came - and I didn’t want to leave her waiting long.

“Yes, Daddy,” the blonde whimpered. “Fuck me harder! Use me the way I hear you using Mommy!”

My free hand grabbed her hips for leverage, and then I was jackhammering inside of her. My cock slammed into her g-spot over and over again, making her walls spasm around me tight enough to throw sparks. Her eyes rolled back in her head until only the whites 
showed, her mouth dropping open into a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as I fucked her harder and harder. She shook like a leaf in my arms, pinned and totally under my power.

“Gonna cum,” I growled into her ear. My balls slapped against her opening with every thrust, bringing me right to the edge. “Daddy’s gonna fill your little pussy up good, angel…”

She was too far gone for words of encouragement. All that left her lips was a primal, animal whine of pleasure as she crashed right into her own, dizzying climax. Her cunt clenched around me like a living animal, gripping me tight and squeezing as I drove as deep into her as I could - and then I was coming, the world tearing like cheap wallpaper as pure, sweet pleasure came in through the cracks.

All three of us climaxed in unison, our moans mixing with the thumping bass of the club music. Dimly, I wondered if anyone downstairs had been watching the show, but it didn’t really matter. I wouldn’t have minded if anyone wanted to watch - even if G had wanted to enjoy the show. I was the King, and I showed everyone else how it was done.

The blonde was still shaking with aftershocks as I pulled out of her and tucked my cock back into my pants. “You two stay here,” I commanded, relishing the post-coital authority I had over these girls. “I’ll come back for you in a bit. Then I want to introduce you to my other girls…”

There was a spring in my step as I made my way down the hall. Pleasure still coursed through my body in pleasant aftershocks, spilling a few errant drops of seed into my boxers. I’ll have to have those two French girls clean me up later

, I thought, grinning as I reached the door. I wonder if the mom will have any qualms about cleaning her daughter’s pussy off my dick…


I stepped into the darkened room. It didn’t look like it was occupied - I could just barely make out the shape of a bed in the dim light. This was probably one of the private rooms the girls downstairs took their “clients” up to once they’d hammered out a deal.

“G?” I took a cautious step inside. “You in here? Fuck, maybe he found another girl…”

The door slammed behind me. In an instant the room was pitch black.

“The person who ordered this wants me to tell you they’re sorry,” a voice said. G’s voice. “No hard feelings. This had to be done - for the good of the world.”

I grunted, working my cuffs up to my elbows. So he was an assassin, was he? He was about to get a lesson in fucking with someone consumed by alpha male powers. I let my inner beast slip the leash and a surge of pure energy filled my veins.

“Come at me, pal,” I said in a half-grunt. “I just got finished fucking, and I could use a good beatdown-”

I broke off. A lighter flicked on in the darkness, illuminating G’s face. That bland, bearded face so generic that no witness would be able to remember it. A long, wicked-looking knife gleamed in his hand.

But that wasn’t what made me stop in my tracks, or made fear bloom like a flower in my gut.

It was the other lighters flicking on around the room - four of them. Each framing that generically handsome face.

There were five
 G’s in the room with me, armed with god-only-knew what. And at least one of them was between me and the door.

There was no way out. Except to fight...


Part Nine: The Ritual

“The person who arranged this told me to tell you they were sorry,” the goon said. His four friends closed in around me tighter, knives gleaming in their hands. “This is for the good of the world. No hard feelings.”

I wasn’t listening. I couldn’t hear anything except the sound of blood pumping in my ears. My heart was going off like a fucking jackhammer, every muscle in my body tensed and ready. Ever since man first crawled out of caves and started hunting things bigger than himself, we’ve had a built-in, primal method for dealing with danger: fight or flight
. That impulse was flashing through my head like a fucking beacon, but outnumbered five-to-one with a blocked exit door flight
 was an impossibility.

That only left one option.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. The corner of my mouth turned up in a smirk. Not a trace of the maelstrom churning inside of me showed on my face. “I’m
 sorry.”

Then something inside of me unclenched, relaxing, and the darkness streamed in.

Instantly I felt better than I had in years. There was always a sort of out-of-body quality to giving in to my dark, inherited power - a sense of watching what I was doing as if it were playing out on a 
movie screen. Adrenaline flooded my veins, drowning out my fear and filling me with a sense that it was about to go down
. I’d been taken over by the abilities I’d inherited from my great-uncle before, but I’d never called on them to aid me before. I hadn’t realized how easy it was to give in - to let that sense of dominance fill me up and make me something more than a man.

The men surrounding me felt it as well. It was a subtle change in the air, a sliding of the expressions on their faces from confident to not-too-sure. I could hear the guy behind me’s heart thudding in his chest, skipping a beat as he lunged forward and aimed his knife at my kidneys.

It never got there.

Instead, I leaned back and grabbed hold of him, gripping his shoulders without looking. I lifted, expecting nothing to happen, but even I didn’t realize how fucking strong
 I’d just become. The thug flew off his feet, sailing over my head to slam into the two men in front of me, knocking them down like bowling pins.

I stared at what I’d done open-mouthed. “Holy shit,” I whispered.

The face of the man who’d been talking to me set hard, his expression severe. “Get him!”

Five-on-one was never a fair fight. But this wasn’t fair for them
. Every punch I threw was atomically-powered, slamming into chests and faces like a fucking brick wall. I shattered the lead goon’s teeth with a jab, then slammed him sideways into a wall like a ragdoll. You’re hurting them
, the little part of my brain that still resisted 
screamed, but I didn’t care. They’d come to hurt me, and it was time for a taste of their own medicine.

Someone got a knife into my shoulder as I kicked another goon in the chest - a spike of pain blossomed on my right side. I looked down, expecting the worst, but only the barest tip had pierced my skin. It was like they’d tried to stab a statue. The guy who’d done it fell backwards onto his ass, babbling like an idiot as he tried to process what he’d just seen. One hard punch across the face knocked him cold.

My blood was still up, but suddenly there was no one left to fight. Bodies surrounded me, whimpering and groaning in unconscious pain on the floor. I watched the door for a few moments, waiting for backup, but no one arrived. The pounding bass of the House Azure had hidden the fight, and whoever had ordered this hit didn’t have a second group of muscle standing by.

“So much for ‘G’,” I said, looking around the room. Power drained from me like an unstopped sink, flowing out of my body. My knees shook as the reality of what I’d just done hit me. Damn
. Could I tap into that whenever I wanted? If I could, that was pretty nuts. I’d be practically unstoppable…

Something was vibrating. I reached into my pocket for my phone, but it was cold against my fingers. The sound came from one of the thugs - the same one who’d told me he was sorry just a few moments before. His phone was going off in his jacket.


Great,
 I thought, reaching into the comatose man’s clothes and pulling out his iPhone. Maybe I’d get a lead on whoever had just 
tried to have me killed. Ten bucks said it was Tessa’s husband, still mad that I’d humiliated him and stolen his wife.

But the name on the screen wasn’t his. Instead, the single word at the top of the display made my blood run cold.

Caitlin.

It couldn’t be. There was no way it was the
 Caitlin. My
 Caitlin - my harem girl, my worshipful bimbo slut. Her face flickered through my mind, from back when she’d come to my great-uncle’s funeral and explained to me that she belonged to me now - along with all of my uncle’s power and privilege. Her and Riley were my first girls. They couldn’t possibly betray me.

I remembered the postscript on Torvald’s instructions to me: do not trust Caitlin.
 Now I thought I knew why it had been so important for the old man to write those words - and why he’d hidden them from his harem.

She wasn’t calling - instead, she was bombarding the phone with text messages. It seemed like every few seconds the phone would flash with a notification that there was a new one. The phone was locked, but a quick swipe from the unconscious goon’s hand got it open. There I saw the messages that confirmed my worst fears:

Aleph4: The target is en route. We have not been compromised.

Caitlin: Good - let me know when it’s done.

Caitlin: …

Caitlin: um, hello?

Caitlin: did you do it?

Caitlin: PLEASE tell me he’s gone

Caitlin: you didnt hurt any of the girls, right?

Caitin: none of this is their fault

Caitlin: PLEASE TEXT ME BACK ASAP

The phone shook in my hand. It was her. That...that bitch
. She’d fucking betrayed me. Had she been working against me from the beginning? Was this part of her plan, all the way back when she came sashaying into my uncle’s funeral in that skimpy black cocktail dress? Had she been carrying deception deep in her heart, even then?

I wanted to know. That was the only reason I didn’t throw the phone across the room and smash it to bits. Instead, I typed a message.

Aleph4: Sorry for the lateness. Target put up a hell of a fight. He’s down.

One of the guards next to me stirred, so I kicked him back into unconsciousness while I waited. It didn’t take long for Caitlin to respond.

Caitlin: OMG thank you

Caitlin: you have no idea how grateful I am

Caitlin: it’s sad, but it had to be done

Caitlin: i’m free


Free
, I thought ruefully. The screen nearly cracked from how hard it was being squeezed. Fucking free?

Caitlin: I just transferred the money into your account

Caitlin: it’s all there

I felt the bottom drop out of my world. This couldn’t be happening. Somehow I managed to force my nerveless fingers to type out a reply.

Aleph3: good

Aleph3: i’ve never seen someone fight like that before. What was this guy on?

I was fishing for information - for any context she might feed me about why she’d decided to do this. I thought making an oblique reference to my powers might open her up a bit, get her to confess something she’d been holding back in the rush of knowing that I was finally dead. The thought of it made my blood boil, but I held back. And as soon as she started typing again, I was rewarded - although not in the way I’d expected.

Caitlin: He was enchanted. Don’t worry, it’s just temporary.

Caitlin: No side effects.

I read the words twice, struggling to make sense of them. Enchanted? It could be argued that Torvald’s power was a kind of enchantment, sure. The guys I’d just got finished beating up would probably have called it some kind
 of magic. But ‘temporary’? ‘Side effects’? Maybe she was referring to the ritual, but even that didn’t really make sense.

“Well then,” I whispered, tossing the phone into the trash. “I’ll just have to ask you myself.”

I must have looked terrible as I made my way back into the occupied parts of the club. A middle-aged man and the girl half his age he had in his lap took one look at me and bolted, heading upstairs like their feet were on fire. My girls wouldn’t care - all they’d think when they saw me was that I’d gotten into trouble and it was probably in our best interest to leave before things got worse. Where the hell were they, anyway?

I rounded a corner and stopped dead in my tracks. The two women I’d taken to the VIP were standing in the hallway and looked like they’d been waiting for me to finish upstairs. The taller brunette had a glazed, glassy look on her face like she was still coming down from the sex we’d had a few minutes ago, while the short, barely legal blonde had a look on her face like she’d been kept waiting too long at a restaurant.

I rubbed my chin as I felt their eyes refocus on me. My fingers came back with dried blood smeared on the tips. “Can I help you?” I grunted.

It was the blonde who spoke. “Fucking finally
,” she said, rolling her eyes. It was either the world’s best impression of a bratty teenager or she wasn’t acting. “You done with your other
 party?”

I glanced from one of them to the other, trying to figure out what they wanted. It was tough to think - it felt kind of like I was working on a hangover, using too much of Torvald’s power too fast. I decided to take a stab in the dark.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered, reaching into my jacket. “Was I supposed to pay you?”

The blonde scoffed. “You’d better pay me well - for this.”

As if on cue, the brunette got down on one knee. For a second, I thought they were trying to go for another round - then the blonde reached into her hair and started to tug. Dimly, I remembered feeling something hard and sharp in the brunette’s hair while we were fucking - whatever it was was stuck in there fast.

“Dammit...here we go,” the blonde muttered to herself. The brunette let out a little yelp of pain as her hand came free, clutching a bit of hair and something shiny and oblong. As soon as the light caught it, I knew exactly what it was. A shard.

“It’s you,” I realized, feeling dumb. “You’re
 ‘G’, aren’t you?”

The blonde let out a disgusted little noise, as if to say duh, dude
. “Gwen Sinclair,” she said, extending the hand that wasn’t holding the shard. “And I believe you’re going to transfer me some money before you take this?”

I couldn’t believe it. This woman - a girl, really - was the person who’d requested that I meet her here. She had the shard, keeping it secret and tucked away inside the hairdo of her...lady servant? And she…

“So,” I said, setting up the funds transfer on my phone. “You do that mother-daughter act a lot around here?”

Gwen raised a flawless eyebrow. “I don’t judge you for your kinks,” she said in a haughty tone. “And I didn’t see you complaining when I was in your lap...Daddy
.”

That made my cock perk up in my boxers. “Fair enough,” I said with a grin. “Just curious, is all.”

“Curiosity will get you killed,” she said, cocking her head and examining my wounds. “Although it looks like someone tried that already.”

“Yeah,” I grunted, hitting ‘SEND’. “There, it’s done.”

“And I just became a few million dollars richer,” Gwen said with a smirk, glancing at the screen. “Pleasure doing business with you, Hunter. And it was a pleasure doing other things, as well. If you hadn’t made me cum like that, I never would have agreed to the deal.”

That drew me up short. “Wait, seriously?”

Her grin spread from ear to ear. “I never trust a man who can’t get me off,” she purred, stepping close to me. She gently traced my chest with a finger, the top of her head coming just up to my chin. “Any time you want to play house again,” she whispered, gripping my cock through my pants with her free hand, “give me a call. I love
 it when Mommy watches us fuck.”

“Yeah, me too,” I groaned. Fuck, I was so hard. I could have gone for another round with both of them right then and there, but as if knowing just how bad she’d teased me Gwen took that moment to let go of me and step away.

She made it a step or two down the hall, then glanced at me over her shoulder. “Point of advice,” she said, the sex kitten tone gone from 
her voice.

“Yeah?”

She frowned, and her eyebrows knit together. “I’d be very, very careful with that shard,” she said in a small voice. “There’s obviously someone out there who’s willing to kill for it.”

I knew that wasn’t what had happened, but it was good to hear her show concern. “Thanks,” I told her. “I appreciate it.”

“I appreciate the money,
” she said, turning away. “And the dick, if we’re being honest. And also honestly, seeing you makes me glad I sold that shard. I wouldn’t want me or Mommy to get beaten up like that. I feel bad for the other shard holders - they’re obviously next.”


There are no other shard holders,
 I thought. I’ve got them all
.

My head swam as I made my way back to the lounge. What a girl,
 I thought, shaking my head. I definitely want to see her again.
 I double-checked my phone to make sure I had her number and started looking for my group.

It looked like I’d just missed the rush. The bass was still pounding, but there was no one on the dance floor - and from the few languid, listless girls pouring drinks it was clear I was looking at the few who hadn’t managed to snag a rich customer and bring them upstairs. It would have been impossible to hide in such a room, but Tessa and Maria weren’t there.

A terrible thought occurred to me: what if Caitlin had targeted them, 
too? If she’d sent a squad after each of them and I hadn’t been there to protect them, I was going to rip every inch of skin off that girl’s body-

There was a gasp behind me. “Master!”

I turned around - and there they were, looking a little worse for wear. Tessa and Maria grabbed hold of me from either side, pressing their bodies against me like cats trying to curl up against their owner. I would have felt self-conscious about it if the place hadn’t been so empty.

“Are you alright?” Tessa’s expression collapsed as she saw the cuts and bruises on my face. “Master, what happened!?”

“It’s okay,” I assured her. “Most of the blood isn’t mine. But we should get out of here - now.”

Maria was beside herself with worry. “Oh God, Master - was it a trap? Did I lead you into a fucking trap!?”

I reached behind both women and grabbed twin handfuls of ass, startling them both into silence. “Act natural,” I commanded in a gruff whisper, and watched them obey, melting against me. I couldn’t lie: it felt really, really good to be holding two women’s asses at the same time.

“Everything is fine,” I told Maria, my voice hot against her ear. “There was trouble, but I solved it. And I got the shard.”

“You got it?” That was Tessa, who stiffened with excitement against me. “The final
 
shard?”

Both women shared a look across my shoulders. “That means…”

“Yes, yes,” I grunted, dispelling the visions of immortality and infinite power that were no doubt filling their heads at that very moment. “But right now, I really want to get out of here before the fucking cops arrive. Is the plane ready to go?”

In a flash, Maria was all business. “Of course, Master,” she purred, following me out into the night. “Ready to go at any time.”

“To the mansion,” Tessa said teasingly. “And the ritual
. Oh, I can’t wait!”

Neither could I - but the thought of returning home was like a searing weight in my chest. None of the girls knew what I knew about Caitlin. Her treachery was something I needed to deal with, and before
 the ritual. I needed to know everything she knew, and then I was going to show her exactly what a terrible, terrible mistake turning against me had been.


Then
 I could become a god. And not a moment before.

I kept my hand on Tessa’s ass all the way back to the plane, and from the looks she was giving me by the time we climbed aboard, she knew exactly what was on my mind. She pressed her heart-shaped rear hard against my hand as I mounted the steps, grinning at me.

“Is there something you’d like me to do for you, Master?” she said in a sultry whisper. “You know Maria and I are just desperate
 to please 
you. We want to be your number-one girls, Master - now and forever.”

I grinned, thinking of the fun Tessa and I were going to have in the air. She was just what I needed to get my mind off of Caitlin until it was time to deal with her…

xXx

“One more time,” I growled, scooting the chair across the concrete floor. “Explain it to me.”

Caitlin whimpered, straining against her shackles. She was dressed in nothing but her bra and panties, and the thin silk did little to shield her ass from the cold concrete. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but no words came out of her mouth. It had been nearly an hour since I’d commanded the rest of the harem to grab her, throw her in chains and toss her into this room beneath Torvald’s study, and I was getting nowhere. Despite all the power I held over her mind and body, the total submission she’d pledged to me, she wasn’t budging an inch. I still didn’t know why she’d turned against me, or what she was planning.

“When did you turn?” I asked, parking my ass in the chair and spreading my legs. “Was it before my uncle’s funeral? When did you decide to try and have me killed, Caitlin?”

Still nothing. She looked up at me, her face the absolute picture of misery, but I couldn’t get a word out of her. I really didn’t want to 
have to hurt her - but she wasn’t giving me much of a choice. I needed that information, and I was going to get it one way or the other.

“You told that man ‘now I’m free’,” I snarled, getting up in her face. “Free from what, exactly, Caitlin?”

Nothing. This was useless. I decided to try another tack.

“Maybe it wasn’t just me
 you turned against?” I crossed my arms over my chest, giving her the most mocking gesture I could muster. “Maybe you did this to Torvald, first. You and Riley. Killed the old man, so you could inherit everything - only for some asshole kid to show up and take everything for his own, including
 you. Am I getting warmer, Caitlin?”

Her head snapped upward. She gazed at me with a feverish intensity, her mouth working silently around unsaid syllables. She didn’t seem angry or upset, but the tears kept flowing and I could see her hands shaking in their shackles.


She’s afraid,
 I realized with a start. Fucking terrified
.

“No,” she finally spat, shaking her head. When the words came, it was like she was dictating them to the wall - like she was looking right through me. “Not Torvald. Never him...he held us tight. No leash at all.”

I leaned in close. My shadow fell over Caitlin, causing her pupils to dilate.

“Torvald told me not to trust you,” I said in a voice just above a whisper. “He wrote it at the bottom of his will, where he knew none of you would see it. He knew
 there was something different about you. So don’t feed me that crap about never turning on him-”

Caitlin’s gaze travelled to the floor. “I knew it was there.”

Huh? That didn’t make a lick of sense, and she knew that. “I find that hard to believe.”

She looked back up at me, something pleading in her eyes. “I...I…”

Her mouth worked soundlessly again, almost like she was choking. For a moment I watched her with my brow furrowed, trying to make sense of it - then intuition struck in a flash.

“You can’t tell me,” I realized, taking a step back. “You’re trying to tell me something, and you can’t.”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes filled with relief. Finally,
 those eyes seemed to say, you understand.


“What...what did Torvald do
 to you, Caitlin?”

She pulled a face. A look of strain passed over her, like she was trying very hard to resist whatever was inside of her and failing. “You can’t compete the ritual,” she finally said in a rush. That wasn’t what I’d asked her, but okay. I’d go with that.

“Why not?” I gripped her shoulders, suddenly convinced that the answer to this was the key to everything: to Torvald’s message, to 
the dark power growing inside of me, to controlling my harem. “What’s so goddamned important about the ritual that you tried to have me killed
 over it!?”

Her face contorted in a grimace. The effort to speak was becoming physically painful for her. All the more reason why what she was trying to say must have been very, very important.

“I command you to tell me,” I growled, boring a hole into her with my gaze. “Obey me!”

Fresh tears rolled down her cheeks. Despite everything, she shook her head and wept. “I can’t say it, Master,” she whimpered, her tits heaving in huge, shuddering sobs. “Not with my voice, anyway.”

I had no idea what she meant by that last part - until I felt her hand slide between my legs. When I looked down at her, there was lust written all over her face.

“Maybe I can tell you with my body,” she purred, the tears continuing to flow even as she deftly unhooked my belt buckle. Any response I had was banished as I felt her nimble fingers grip my cock, stroking it from half-mast to its full, throbbing hardness.

It was crazy. She was a traitor, she’d tried to have me killed
. The last thing I should have wanted was to fuck her. But there was something innocent in her eyes. Something in her expression that pleaded with me, that begged to explain and to make everything up to me. Despite everything that had happened, I still wanted Caitlin. I still loved the feeling of her gorgeous bimbo body against mine, the softness of her breasts and her lips and her inner walls as they welcomed me deep 
inside of her.

I held her close - then grabbed a handful of her hair and tugged. New tears sprang to her eyes as she cried out in pain.

“If you try anything,” I growled, my free hand sliding to her ass, “I will
 punish you. You understand me?”

“Yes, Master,” she mewled, nodding eagerly. “I want to be a good girl for you, honest. I love
 you. I wish I could explain to you why I did everything I did-”

“Shut up.” My tone was rough enough that her mouth snapped shut instantly. I didn’t want to think about what she’d done. That only made me mad. I wanted to experience her
. “Prove it. Prove you love me, bitch.”

With a grin, Caitlin put her hand on my chest and pushed me back. My shoulders hit the cold floor, sending a shock through my body, and then she was on top of me. There was nothing for her to take off, as she was practically naked, and her body felt amazing - soft and yielding against my hardness. My hand came down hard on her ass, adding pain to her groans of pleasure.

“I want you to breed me,” she whispered, her face flushing with the words as she unhooked her bra. “All the other girls are pregnant, Master. I want you to put one inside of me. Empty those big, swollen balls into my tight little girl-cunt. Please?”

As punctuation, she slid her panties to the side and brought her quivering, dripping cunt down on my cock. I slid into her easily, 
stretching her walls around me an inch at a time. The sensation of parting her interior was electric; as she spread her thighs like a cowgirl to mount me I drove deep, grunting with satisfaction as my shaft bottomed out inside of her.

“Fuck, you’re bad,” I grunted, not releasing my grip on her hair. “Ride me, slut. You want to tell me something, tell me with that perfect, wet little kitty.”

And tell me she did. I had thought that since coming into my power, I’d seen Caitlin in just about every conceivable configuration of sexual ecstasy. I couldn’t have been more wrong. She was like a wild animal in my arms, all biology and need. My hips jackhammered upwards, ringing her g-spot like a bell with every thrust, but to be honest it wasn’t even necessary. The way her hips slammed down on me was unreal - every hilt-deep thrust into her core sent a wave of pure, primal pleasure rolling down my spine.

“I love you,” she whimpered, looking right into my eyes. Was this what she was trying so hard to tell me? Only you, Master. Only you…
”

There was something she was trying to say, I knew it. But who cared? For the moment, all I could think about was how fucking amazing her walls felt wrapped around me, letting me sink deep into her womanhood over and over again. I grabbed her hips with both hands, turning her solo routine into a duet as I held her tight and rammed her cunt with savage, merciless strokes. I felt her cum, her walls clenching around me as pleasure infiltrated her body, and knew from the sound of my balls slapping against her entrance that I wouldn’t be far behind.

“Don’t do it, Master,” Caitlin whimpered. At first I just thought she didn’t want me to cum too early, then it hit me. “Don’t finish the ritual!”

I scoffed and shook my head. She was completely insane. Asking me to postpone finishing Torvald’s ritual? It was the culmination of everything - once it was over, I would be immortal and unstoppable. The dark power inside of me would never be able to take control again - instead, I would control it
. And this woman wanted me to give all that up?

Bullshit.

It was bullshit, and I couldn’t take any more of it. So I slapped her in the face.

Caitlin gasped, tossed her head back and instantly
 orgasmed a second time. A flood of wetness poured from her cunt, dripping down my shaft as it pumped like a piston inside of her. She couldn’t even pretend to be upset, as the response from her body was too powerful, too primal. She wanted to be used,
 and used well. Doing so sent her right over the edge.

“I’ll do what I want,” I rasped, pulling one of her hard nipples into my mouth and sucking it as I approached my peak. “I’ll do what I want forever
, you stupid little slut. You haven’t convinced me of shit - except that you need to be barefoot and pregnant for the rest of your stupid bimbo life!”

It was clear that my words were demeaning, insulting - and also that Caitlin got off on them. As hard as she tried to resist, she couldn’t 
deny the way her own body reacted to my alpha male power. She was still coming down from her second climax when I pulled her up to an Everest-sized one, tossed her over the edge and jumped off along with her. Pleasure crashed through me, making me roar with triumph as I shot over and over again inside her dripping, clenching walls. The relief flooding my balls as I emptied them inside of her was incredible - unbelievable.

As soon as I came down from my peak, I pulled out of Caitlin and left her on the floor. A thin trail of my seed dribbled from her swollen, freshly-fucked slit. Usually that would have been my cue to swirl it up with the head of my cock and put all that cum right back inside of her where it belonged, but with the haze of pleasure dropped from my mind I could barely look at her anymore.

She whimpered, covering her face, because she knew she’d lost. As I made my way to the door, she raised her head and let out in a pitiable whisper: “Master, please…”

“I’ll tell Maria to let you out after the ritual is over,” I said blandly. “It’ll be a treat for you to get to see some of your former sisters in their glory.”

She started to crawl toward me, and I shut the door in her face before she could reach the edge of the room. The sound of her sobs could still be heard through the concrete. With a shrug, I made my way back upstairs, more than ready to claim my immortality.

The study was packed. The rest of my harem was there, lounging or admiring the Skull of Atropos - but it was clear they were all impatient, eager for me to begin. Maria looked like she’d hadn’t 
stopped moving since I’d gone downstairs.

“Here you are,” she said, a huge grin spreading across her face. “How was the interrogation, Master?”

I looked around the room. All eyes were on me. Normally, that was exactly what I wanted, but for some reason it felt a little bit creepy. Maybe it was the giant skull we were all hanging out with.

“Inconclusive,” I said with a shrug. “I want to keep her here, at least for now. She’s probably carrying my heirs - and a woman as gorgeous as her shouldn’t be wasted.”

Something relaxed an infinitesimal fraction in Maria’s expression. Was it because we were keeping Caitlin? Or because she hadn’t convinced me to stop the ritual? Either way, it didn’t matter. None of this mattered. In a few minutes, I’d be immortal, master of the dark, primal power inside of me, and then every woman on Earth would line up to suck my cock. The thought of it put a smile on my face.

“Let’s finish this,” I said, stepping up to the skull.

After so much work, the ritual itself was almost an anticlimax. I fit the shards into the broken places on the skull, lit several thick, dripping tallow candles and started the incantation. At some point Maria cut the lights, bathing the room in candlelit darkness. The air in the room began to thicken with every syllable, until the smoke from the candles seemed to hover around them like haloes instead of dissipating.

“Omnum nim-ah-fee sum,” I whispered, reciting the words the way 
Maria and I had rehearsed them. “Sum! Sum!”

All the candles flickered as one and went out. Suddenly there was a pressure in the back of my head, an uncontestable feeling that someone else
 was in the room with me. Something I very much did not want to see in the light. I heard Tessa squeal with mingled fear and delight, the sound of someone falling from a couch to the floor and landing on their ass. None of it mattered - all I could think of were those invisible eyes watching me.

I was being weighed by something very old, very dark, and very evil. The ritual was a request; and this thing would decide whether or not it would be granted.

For a moment, I fought the urge to run. Caitlin’s words reappeared in my head: don’t finish the ritual, Master!
 I swallowed hard, knuckles going white around the book in my hand. I could feel it coming closer, closer - its claws and teeth flashing in the darkness…

Just as I was sure it was upon me, the lights came back on. Maria flicked them with a steady finger, smirking at me from across the room.

“Well done, Hunter,” she said in a lusty whisper. “You did it.”

“I was so worried,” Tessa added with a smile. “There were so many obstacles in front of you. But you got the job done. We thank you, Hunter.”

Something felt wrong. I didn’t feel the surge of energy I’d expected. I sure as shit didn’t feel like an immortal God. What had just 
happened?

 


“Did...did I do something wrong?” I asked, glancing from Maria to Tessa. They didn’t call me Master,
 I realized, something cold creeping up my throat. They called me Hunter. They always call me Master…


“No,” Maria said, her eyes flashing with mirth. “You performed perfectly. Did you not feel that presence in the room with us?”

“It’s here,” Tessa finished with a snicker. “Master is finally here.”

The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end. That thing
 I’d felt in the room with us, that I’d seen in my mind’s eye creep up just behind me - suddenly I was absolutely sure that it was still there. That it was standing just behind me, waiting for me to turn around. To see it in the light for the first time.

Before I could stop myself, I turned around.

And found myself face-to-face with my dead uncle Torvald.


Part Ten: The World...

“Hello, nephew,” Torvald said. His voice was surprisingly deep for a dead man. “It’s good to see you again.”

I stood frozen to the spot as I stared into my uncle’s eyes. He looked completely healthy, absolutely normal - as if he’d just walked over from the next room. Only that was impossible, because my uncle Torvald had died weeks ago.

“Uncle?” I pressed the word out through nerveless lips, blinking rapidly. “I...I thought you were dead!”

Torvald grinned and clapped me on the shoulder. “I was, m’boy,” he said, grinning. “I very much was.”

Before I could respond, there was a noise behind me: a rush of fabric and female cooing. All of the women in the room - Tessa, Maria, Riley - had just dropped to their knees. Torvald’s grin widened, as if he was in on the joke, and the hand on my shoulder tightened just the slightest bit.

“Master has returned,” Maria whispered. When I glanced over my shoulder, she had her forehead to the floor. Her long, dark hair lay splayed out around her in a halo, her body curled up in a posture of pure, unalloyed submission. “Praise Master!”

A finger of cold chill traveled down my spine. “I’m
 your Master,” I 
said, trying to make the words sound less uncertain than I felt. “What the fuck?”

“Relax, Hunter.” The corner of Torvald’s mouth curled up in a smirk. “You did well. Very, very well. You deserve to be rewarded.”

Reward. I should have been enjoying my reward right then and there! Hadn’t I completed the ritual? I was supposed to be immortal - an unstoppable force of pure alpha male fury. Yet I’d never felt less like a man. What the fuck did I do?

It was as if Torvald read my mind. “Come with me,” he explained, letting go of my shoulder. Before I could stop him, he wandered off in the direction of the stairs, not caring whether I followed or not. The air faintly vibrated with power as I made my way down the narrow corridor, opening up into the cells at the very bottom of the complex.

“First,” Torvald said, glancing over his shoulder to verify I was there, “I feel I must apologize. My letter was woefully inadequate to explain the nature of the task set before you.” He reached an alcove in the wall and reached inside, brows knitting together as he fumbled in the darkness. Finally he let out a little noise of triumph. Something went click
 inside the hollow, and a section of the wall that was previously solid slid open to reveal a hidden passageway. It had barely finished its motion when Torvald stepped inside, motioning for me to follow.

“I take it I’m not immortal right now,” I said, watching the back of his head as we descended down the passage. “Am I?”

Torvald shook his head. “Not yet. You see, nephew, the ritual is not truly complete. The effort you’ve put forth was merely the preamble. Keep up, please - we don’t have a lot of time.”

As he hurried me along, I became more and more convinced that the two of us were not alone. There was something
 in the cramped passage with us. In the silent gaps between Torvald’s sentences when there was no noise save our footfalls, I would have sworn I could hear something scratching its way down the stairs far behind us.

“You sense it, too?” Torvald glanced over his shoulder, yet again acting as if he had read my mind. “Yes, it’s real - you aren’t imagining it. We are being pursued, although our pursuer is content to stay at a distance for now. Have you noticed that the voice that was once inside you has gone silent as well, Hunter?”

He was right. I reached inside myself, grasping the alpha male power I’d come to rely on ever since gaining my inheritance - and it was gone
. I felt almost normal again - almost like the Hunter who’d attended the funeral of a man he barely knew, who lived a normal life and could only dream of having a stable of gorgeous women at his beck and call.

“What did you do to me?” I asked coldly. “My powers are gone!”

He cocked his head to one side and stared down the corridor into the black. “Not gone,” he said, flashing a jaunty little grin. One bony finger pointed in the direction we’d come. “They’re right up there.”

I didn’t understand - and then, sickeningly, I did.

“The thing,” I said, a cold chill settling in my stomach. “The thing that took control of me. When I seduced Tessa, when I bred her in front of her husband, when I made those cops on the tarmac serve me-”

“You thought it was part of you?” Torvald pulled a face and shrugged his shoulders, turning his back to me. “As did I, at first. I believed that those dark, depraved urges were merely my primal desires, unfettered by morality for the first time. It took me so long to realize those impulses were coming from outside of my mind - and by then, it was nearly too late.”

I stared up into the darkness. There was a faint sound of scratching, and if I squinted hard I thought I could almost see something up there, watching us.

“What is it?” I asked, my throat gone dry.

Torvald stopped mid-step, his foot hanging in the air. “Something very old,” he rasped, half-turning back to me. “Something as old as man. The living embodiment of our drive to dominate, to conquer, to be master of all we survey.” Satisfied by this response, Torvald’s foot dropped to the step and he continued on his way. “And it’s this thing that will grant us the power we seek.”

I followed, my mind churning over this new knowledge. This...this monster
 was going to make me immortal? The thought of being an all-powerful alpha male was still just as sweet as it had been before, but now it felt tainted, somehow. Was a harem of gorgeous women really worth making a deal with that kind of creature? What if this ‘ritual’ Torvald was so hellbent on completing let it out into the 
world in exchange for our power?

“Tell me about the ritual,” I said, quickening my pace to keep up. “What do we have to do to complete it? Did you know it was going to kill you?”

Torvald reached the bottom of the stairs and stopped so suddenly that I nearly crashed into him. “Oh yes,” he said without turning around. “I was well aware that the Skull of Atropos would destroy my body. You cannot become immortal without sacrifice, nephew.”

This was getting creepier by the minute. All I wanted to go was go back upstairs into the light, where Tessa and the other girls were waiting. The thought of my harem girl’s soft, pillowy lips wrapped around my shaft, bobbing up and down as I reclined on the couch made my cock stiffen in my boxers and press against the underside of my belt as it strained for relief. It was a wonderful fantasy - but there was something between her and I now. Something I very much did not want to see in the light.

“So you died?” I asked. Torvald was busy fiddling with some kind of contraption half-buried in the wall. “You just let this ritual kill you, and hoped that I’d come around and pick up the pieces?”

Torvald snickered. “Oh, I had no doubt you’d complete the ritual,” he said, his voice edged with strain as he worked. “Sex is a powerful motivator, Hunter. It’s what got our ancestors to leave the cave and face down the mammoth. It’s what drives men to great deeds and legendary battles. Put simply, I knew that once my nerdy nephew got himself some hot, submissive pussy that he’d do just about anything to keep it.”

As punctuation to his speech, the interior of the wall swung backwards into darkness. “Ah, here we are,” he said, brushing his hands off on his hips.

Something was tickling the back of my mind. “I have one other question,” I said.

“Ask it,” Torvald said in a voice that implied he was eager to hear what I had to say. As he spoke, he reached for a large stick just inside the alcove. A torch, perhaps? “Only one more, though. We’re very short on time.”



I nodded. “How did you know that I couldn’t trust Caitlin? Hell, even after you warned me I let her get close enough to nearly have me killed. Why would you let a woman that dangerous into your inner circle in the first place?”

Torvald froze like someone had dumped a pitcher of ice water on his head. “She tried to kill you?” he asked, turning to face me slowly. His eyes gleamed in the darkness.

“Yeah. She was almost successful-”

“How unfortunate,” he whispered in a voice unlike his own. Then in a breezy, businesslike tone, he added: “I warned you not to trust her because I’ve always had less of a hold on that girl than the others. I don’t know why she’s so much slippery than the rest of the harem, but my chief concern in leaving that message was making sure she didn’t throw a wrench into the entire plan.”


I guess I can understand that,
 I thought, you being dead and all.
 
“You were right. She tried to stop me from completing the ritual. She begged me not to, actually.” I laughed at the memory. “That was wild…”

“Good!” Torvald stood in the doorway, grinning at me. “I’m glad you didn’t let her save you.”

That brought me up short. “Save me? What the hell are you talking about-”

The torch came down on my head, and everything went black.

xXx

When I came to I was laying on something soft, but cold. My head felt like it had been split open and put back together in a hurry. I rolled onto my side and groaned, gingerly feeling along the side of my skull. There was a large swollen welt there, but it didn’t look like any serious damage had been done. It was going to hurt like a bitch for a while, though. How the hell had I gotten it?

Realization flooded me and I sat up, nearly bumping my head on the low ceiling. I was sitting on a narrow bed, in a cell flanked by dozens of other cells all up and down the corridor. From the chill in the air and the dim light, I was still underground - probably in that same chamber Torvald had been leading me towards. Until he’d hit me over the head and left me here.

I let out a growl as I swung my legs over the side of the cot. How had 
I been tricked so easily? Of course Torvald wasn’t on my side. He was an old man who wanted to live forever, to hold onto the power and privilege he’d acquired through a life lived in the upper-crust of society. The idea that he would give any of that up to the younger generation seemed almost funny as I contemplated the bars of my cell.

“Fucking idiot
,” I said, shaking my head. That brought a spike of pain that made me wince. “You’re such a fucking idiot, Hunter…”

“Who’s the fucking idiot?”

It was a woman’s voice, a smooth contralto that echoed down the hall and commanded my attention. Along with it, the sound of high heels on concrete. Despite everything that had happened, the sound of it made me straighten up a bit, pay more attention to my posture and appearance. Not that I could do much about either, mind you, but it was instinct.

A moment later Tessa came walking from the side, stopping in front of my cell. My eyes widened at the sight of her, and a bolt of pure lust exploded at the base of my spine. The gorgeous, dark-skinned brunette was topless, wearing nothing except a pair of panties and garters - along with a skintight leather collar around her neck. I stared at her openly, and she relished my reaction, spreading her legs across the bars and smirking at me like a cat playing with a mouse. A moment later, a more timid figure approached - Caitlin, dressed in the exact same outfit.

“Hello, Hunter,” Tessa purred, licking her lips.

My body wanted nothing more than to do whatever Tessa wanted - but my brain was smarter. I knew the game was up now - there was no point in pretending.

“What happened,” I said in a withering tone, looking from one woman to the other. “Torvald get half-finished unwrapping you and decide he didn’t want you after all?”

Tessa acted like she hadn’t heard me. She leaned forward with one of the cell’s bars between her breasts, turning her already mouth-watering tits into something out of a porn movie. Her nipples were hard little nubs in the chill air, standing straight up and aching for my touch.

“Torvald sent us down here,” Tessa said in her best I’ve been a naughty girl
 voice. “He decided that Caitlin and I need to be locked up along with you - we’ve been very, very bad.”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t believe that for a second,” I told her.

“We’re here for you,” Tessa said, pulling a face. “We’re here to make you feel good...Master
. To show you that Torvald means no hard feelings, and that he’s not such a bad guy after all.”

“If Torvald’s a good guy,” I said, growling, “then the best way to show me that would be to let me out of this damn cell. Or not put me there in the first place.”

Tessa shrugged. “All I know is, we’re here to serve you. To make you cum,
 however you want.”

When she said the word ´cum´, she parted her lips in a soft little 
o
 that left me picturing how my thick, throbbing cock would look with those lips wrapped around it. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, and she liked it.

I wanted her. I couldn’t deny that. But I trusted her and Caitlin about as far as I could throw them.

“I don’t get it,” I said. Tessa had turned and taken a silver key from Caitlin’s hands and was working on getting it into the lock. “Why would Torvald knock me out, then send women to fuck my brains out?”

Tessa shrugged. “Fuck if I know!” she said with a giggle. “I just listen and obey. Benefits of being a harem slave. Also the benefit of that big cock you’ve got hidden in those pants.” The key clicked in the lock and the door swung open an inch. “Come on, Master. I know
 you want my hot little pussy riding you. Me and
 Caitlin. We can make you feel so good…”

Before I could raise an objection, Tessa grabbed the slender bimbo, pulled her inside, and locked the door behind her. Caitlin barely had time to think before Tessa smothered her mouth with her own, her hands sliding down to the blonde’s fabulous ass. The two made out hot and heavy in front of me, inflaming my desire, making me need the release that only their soft, female bodies could provide.

Tessa broke the kiss with a laugh and spanked Caitlin right on the ass, making the blonde squeal with mingled pleasure and pain. Her gaze traveled to the bulge between my legs, and all of a sudden she got quiet. Her cheeks flushed with heat as she stared, biting her lip like 
she knew she was a bad girl but just couldn’t stop herself.

“I want to suck your dick,” Tessa whispered, sinking to her knees in the cell.

Her nails raked my legs, expressing her frustration before she tugged down my pants to free my cock. “My mouth was made to suck you off, sir. I love
 making you squirm and moan with just my soft, wet little mouth. I feel like such a boss-ass bitch when you lose control and fuck my face, like I’ve driven you mad and you won’t stop until you fuck my face and empty every drop of what’s in your balls deep down my throat…”

At that point, it didn’t matter whether or not Tessa and Caitlin truly belonged to me. I didn’t give a shit if they were there to kill me, convert me, or just turn the knife a little bit. No man with blood in his veins could resist a woman talking like that - especially one as gorgeous and fuckable as Tessa.

Her soft, pillowy lips closed around the head of my cock, and I was in heaven.

I grabbed a handful of her hair to coax her deeper, to guide her all the way down my shaft - but then Caitlin was next to me, and my hands had better things to hold onto. I mauled her gorgeous bimbo body, manhandling her tits and ass like they belonged to me. She was so soft, so sexy, so utterly fucking feminine
. I held her close, burying my face between her breasts as Tessa bobbed up and down on my shaft, taking me hilt-deep in her throat.

I grabbed Caitlin by the hair and tugged gently, forcing her to look 
up at me. “I love that hot little ass of yours,” I growled, squeezing it hard enough to bruise. “And those tits. You’ve got tits to make a man weep, Cait.”

She blushed at my compliment - and when my hand slid between her thighs, that blush got deeper. “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, riding my palm as I slid two fingers deep into her dripping, quivering womanhood.

“I just want you to know,” I said, voice thick with lust, “that I never would have let a hot little piece of ass like you go. There’s no way in hell I would’ve kicked you out of my harem, no matter what. You’re just too fucking good at making me hard.”

Caitlin’s tits moved in shuddering sobs as she rode my fingers, losing herself in the pumping rhythm. As I sped up between her legs, Tessa took it as a challenge and picked up the pace, her talented little mouth gripping my shaft tight and sliding up and down fast enough to throw sparks. I wasn’t going to last much longer. Normally, I wouldn’t have bothered - in fact, this would have been my cue to order both girls onto their knees and unload all over their faces and breasts - but I had no idea what came after this. I wanted this moment to last as long as possible, to heighten the pleasure when I finally went over the edge.

The only noises in the chamber were Caitlin’s whimpers of pleasure and the sound of Tessa gagging around my cock as she deepthroated it. I reached out and grabbed the side of Tessa’s head, thrusting my hips upward to fill her throat as the blowjob went from her in control to me taking charge. Her eyes rolled back in her head for a moment, only the whites showing as she took me even deeper than before. 
When she stared back up at me, those eyes shined with love and devotion.

“You should see how fucking hot you look with my cock in your mouth,” I growled, stroking her hair. “Keep going. I want to see that pretty face of yours as you suck me…”

She did
 look fucking hot. The only problem was, it was getting hard to see her. The bulbs in the ceiling were all still working - instead, it felt as if something was sucking the light right out of the room. The world around me began to dim, and that’s when I heard it.

The sound of something scratching and scribbling its way down the corridor.

I stiffened, and not in the good way. The corridor continued to darken, so that I couldn’t see what was coming, but I could hear it. It was the thing I’d heard on the stairs while Torvald brought me into his inner sanctum, the entity
 that would grant my uncle eternal life when he completed its ritual. Now I understood why I’d been locked up down here, and why two of my favorite harem girls had been sent to give me one final hot threesome.

I was the sacrifice.

I tried to stand up, but with Tessa in my lap and my cock down her throat, it was impossible. Neither woman even seemed to notice anything wrong was occurring - it was likely that whatever effect that thing was having on the room was something only I could see. They’d probably keep sucking me off and riding my fingers right up until the moment that thing tore into my cell and ripped my face off.

It was just outside the cell. I couldn’t see it, but I could sense it - standing just in front of the bars. It was watching
 me - watching me be worshipped by two submissive, ditzy bimbos. What would happen when we were done?

When the voice came, it wasn’t anything like I’d expected. Something as horrible as the thing that watched me should have sounded like nails on a chalkboard, or at least like a Norwegian black metal vocalist. But the words I heard inside my head were completely without inflection, almost toneless:

Hmmm. How interesting.

I stared into the darkness, both wanting and fearing that I might squint hard enough to see what was standing there. Between my legs, Tessa pulled off me with a wet little pop
 and started to stroke me, running her tongue along that sensitive spot on the underside of my head.

“Are you…are you going to kill me?” I blurted through the pleasure. To my surprise, neither woman in the cell with me reacted at all - it was as though I hadn’t said a single word. Tessa kept right on sucking, while Caitlin was now holding my wrist and bouncing up and down on my fingers like they were a thick, hard cock.


I am supposed to
, the voice rasped. The old man is upstairs, completing the ritual. At its climax, I am to consume you - and then grant the old man the power he seeks.


I was pretty sure I had a good idea of what that climax
 could be. Suddenly I knew exactly what Torvald was doing upstairs with the 
rest of my harem.

“I don’t suppose there’s anything I could say to get you to reconsider?” I asked. The pleasure was so sweet and intense that it was getting hard to speak. Everything inside my primal hindbrain wanted me to shut up, grab Tessa’s head and fuck her throat savagely until I unloaded inside of her with sweet relief - but I knew that if I did that now, the thing would murder me. I had to hold on.


It is curious
, the voice said. It didn’t sound curious. It didn’t sound like anything at all. You have no difficulty satisfying these women
.

I nodded. That much, at least, was undeniable.


Both of them have been bred by your seed as well,
 the voice continued. You are most potent.


I was starting to understand what the thing was getting at. There was a chance here. A small one, to be sure, and I was still probably going to be ripped apart by this thing’s unimaginable claws. Yet hope flared like a beacon in my chest, matching the pleasure I felt as Tessa kept stroking me.

“I am,” I said. “And Torvald isn’t.”


The old man,
 the voice said in a tone that was almost wistful. He has never been able to impregnate a single member of his harem. And he sometimes requires...pills...in order to perform.


“I don’t need pills,” I said, trying not to sound too eager. “I get hard at the drop of a hat, believe me. Even faster with all these hot babes 
around…”

The thing paused for a long moment - so long that I was starting to think it might have left entirely. Then I heard its voice inside my head, stronger this time:

I would CHOOSE you.

My heart jumped into my throat. “Yes,” I said, a tear rolling down my cheek. “Thank you-”

We will become one, Hunter. You will be an extension of my will - and I will become an extension of yours. Do you understand?

For a moment, I didn’t. Then I remembered. Every time that dark power inside of me had taken control: in the museum, on the tarmac, in the hospital while I fucked Tessa cum in front of her husband - that
 was what it meant. My life would be that, all the time. I had always thought of it as something outside of myself, something trying to assert control. But the truth was, it was me. Once I accepted this thing’s offer, I’d never fall under the spell of my most primal desires again - because I would be
 those desires, made flesh. I’d be alpha male virility incarnate.

Which didn’t sound like such a bad deal - at least not when the alternative is a very painful death.

“I understand,” I growled, thrusting my hips harder against Tessa’s face. Part of my mind - a very small part - reacted to my own words with horror, but the primal part of my brain was already getting off on the thought of turning the tables on Torvald. Of getting to finish inside of Tessa and Caitlin, and all the other girls, and owning
 
them forever the way I’d soon own every woman on Earth.

In that moment, there was nothing more natural in the world. “I accept,” I grunted.


Very well,
 the thing said. And then the darkness swept into the room, and everything changed.

I thought I knew what it was like. I’d played host to that power, after all - felt it course through my veins like a drug, making me disregard my morals and take every woman in front of me. But riding it and being
 it were as different as a cup of coffee and a hit of pure crystal meth.

It was still dark, but I could see perfectly fine. Because now I was
 the darkness.

I looked down at the woman sucking me off, and in an instant every kind feeling I had for her dissolved. I’d cared about Tessa more than any other girl in my harem - I might even have said I loved her. Love was foreign concept to me now. My mouth twisted in a cruel smirk as I watched her serve me, this woman who thought she could manipulate me with feelings.

“Enough,” I growled, pulling Tessa off my cock with a grunt. She stared up at me in shock, her mouth still in a perfect little cocksucking ‘o’. “I want that cunt. Now.”

She covered her surprise well - it was only a moment before she had a knowing, lusty look plastered on her face. “Of course, Master,” she 
purred, moving to mount me. “I love riding your big, thick cock-”


Oh no,
 I thought with a grin. You’re not in control, slut. I am
.

I smiled at her. Then I slapped her right across the face, hard.

Tessa’s mouth dropped open as her head snapped back. Tears sprang to her eyes, the skin of her cheek reddening beneath the pain. Her vision went glassy for a moment, then cleared.

“Master?” It had been so long since I’d seen her unsure of herself that hearing it in her voice sent a thrill of domination through me. “Did...did I do something wrong, Master?”

My hand slipped around her neck. Her words were cut off as I lifted her to her feet, holding her like a ragdoll. I could almost see the rage simmering behind her eyes. How dare you treat me this way,
 those eyes seemed to be saying to me.

She had no idea.

It was so easy to cut off her air now. I was so strong that my grip tightened almost without thinking. “From now on,” I growled, getting right up in her face, “you don’t speak unless spoken to. Understand me, slut?”

My fingers relaxed. There was fear in Tessa’s eyes now. That fear made me harder than I’d ever been in my life.

“Y-yes, Master,” she whimpered, trying to regain some semblance of control. “I understand-”

She let out a yelp as my fingers choked her tighter. With my free hand, I slapped her across her other cheek.

“From now on,” I growled, repeating the words slowly, “you do not talk
. Unless I command it. Understand?”

I let go - and this time, Tessa didn’t say a damn word.

“Better,” I grunted. Then, without asking permission, I grabbed her by the hips, picked her up off the ground, and slammed her ass onto the bed. Caitlin jumped up in a state of shock, just barely keeping herself from sliding onto the floor.

She rounded on me, taking my attention away from Tessa’s cunt. That wouldn’t do at all.

“Master?” Now Caitlin was up in my
 face. It was clear she knew something was wrong, and she wanted to put a stop to it. “Oh no, you didn’t, Master! No no no, not like this! You have to fight it-”

“Shut up,” I grunted, shoving her. She bumped the bed with her ass, flipped over backwards and slammed her head against the wall. I stared at the mess I’d made for a moment, shocked at my own strength. Caitlin let out a gurgling little moan and went unconscious.

“Shit,” I said, parting Tessa’s thighs. “I broke one of my toys.” A savage grin spread across my face. “Good thing there’s more upstairs.”

Then I was inside of her, and nothing else mattered. Tessa stared up at me in disbelief as I jackhammered her cunt, pounding her 
innermost spaces like a piston as I stretched her walls around me. With a grunt I grabbed her ass, flipped her around and slammed
 into her from behind, going hilt-deep in one smooth stroke. She screamed in mingled pleasure and pain as I used her perfect body - and I didn’t bother listening.

“Please let me cum, Master,” Tessa whimpered. She was disobeying me, but there was no way she could hold back - her gorgeous body was right on the edge, inches away from sweet release. “Please Master, I’ll do anything
…”

I shook my head. “No,” I said, slapping her across her heaving tits. “I don’t give a shit about your pleasure anymore, slut. You’ll cum when I tell you to - right when I’m ready to shoot and want to feel your tight little cunt squeeze my cock. Now shut up or I’ll hurt you again!”

Tessa’s lips formed a tight little line as I continued to pound her. It was clear she was terrified of me - and equally clear that I was turning her on like she’d never been turned on before. The fact that she couldn’t control her own arousal just made things even hotter for me. Soon my cock felt like a white-hot bolt inside of her softness, liquid warmth pouring from her cunt with every stroke.

“I’m going to cum,” I told her, tugging her hair so hard she screamed. “I’m going to rearrange your insides, little girl. Gonna paint you with my seed until you’re dripping with it for days…”

All my dominant impulses were at the front of my mind, and they were never going anywhere else. Control. Dominate. Breed.
 How had I ever wanted to resist this? The power was in me, and I was inside of the power, and I was going to be unstoppable. Forever.

“Cum for me,” I commanded, feeling Tessa’s sweet cunt clench around me as I said the words. “Cum hard
 for me, slut. Make that pussy nice and tight for your King…”

I was her King now. No, her God. I ruled all of them, and they’d worship me forever. One hard thrust was all it took and I was past the point of no return, thrusting madly as my balls drained into Tessa’s tight, welcoming slit. I kept on pounding, seed dribbling from her with every thrust as I exploded again and again, shooting thick ropes of spunk directly into her already-fertilized womb. Her nails dug into my back as pleasure exploded in her brain, washing away the last shreds of resistance to the new order of things.

She was mine now, in a way she’d never been before. That tiny bit of her that had been held back before my power was erased. I owned
 Tessa.


The ritual,
 the voice said inside of me, is complete.


I heard screaming from upstairs. With a grin, I pulled out of Tessa and left her in a post-orgasmic heap on the bed. I didn’t even bother to check if Caitlin was okay.

When I came upstairs, the rest of my harem was in a panic. An altar had been erected in front of the Skull of Atropos, some sheets and pillows placed onto it to create a makeshift bed. In the middle of that bed lay my uncle Torvald, his eyes staring blankly up at the ceiling. The man I’d thought was dead for weeks was now well and truly gone. The look on his face was equal parts haughty and shocked, as if in his last moments he was still wondering how did this happen to me
?

On the edge of the bed, still screaming, was Maria Kain.

“All of you, quiet,
” I commanded, putting forces I didn’t understand into the final word. And they all did fall silent. One by one, the members of my harem came forward and fell to their knees before their rightful ruler, giving themselves up to my worship. Maria was the last, favoring Torvald with a final glance as she took her place at my feet. How much had the brilliant seductress been involved in Torvald’s trap? Had she been a plant, like Caitlin, designed to keep me from throwing a wrench into my uncle’s plans? Now she was looking at the floor like a bad girl waiting to be punished.

I grinned. I couldn’t wait to rape her mind and find out.

“Torvald is dead,” I said simply. “His power is mine now. As is the gift of immortality.” I could feel
 it inside of me, only it wasn’t the bolt of heavenly light I had always pictured. It was pure, unadulterated darkness. The core of my being was starless black, and would be for all eternity.

They looked up as one, waiting for my next words. Who would he pick? Would we all share in his glory, become his gorgeous bimbos forever?

 


I could have laughed. Maria, Tessa, Caitlin...these names meant nothing to the thing inside of me. It was the world
 I was thinking of now.

“We have much to plan,” I said, aiming a kick in Maria’s direction. “The world awaits its King. Let’s go and introduce them to their new ruler.”

I could see the disappointment on every face. But I no longer cared. None of them deserved to reign at my side. They were whores. Gorgeous sluts with huge tits, round asses and tight cunts, made for me to fuck and breed. Nothing more. Their purpose was to be pregnant as often as possible, to bear my heirs, and if they didn’t like it, I would burn the feeling right out of their pretty, brainless little heads.

And very soon, every woman on Earth would know exactly how that felt.


BONUS: Deleted Scene (Gwen/Megan/Hunter Threesome)

Author’s note: This was originally intended to occur between Part Nine and Ten of the series, but when I realized Part Nine would end with Torvald’s resurrection there wasn’t time for it. Adding Gwen and Megan as fulltime members of Hunter’s harem and seeing how they interacted with more “professional” characters like Maria and Tessa was something I wanted to do, but it probably would have added even more chapters to an already-long serial. Please enjoy!

~Neil


“
Master?”

I glanced up from the ledger I’d been reading. Figures covered every inch of the page, written in a handwriting so small as to be nearly illegible. There were hundreds of pages just like this. I had no idea my uncle Torvald’s business empire was so far-reaching, or so complicated. It was almost too much for one man to keep in his head - it was astounding to me that my uncle had been so successful for so many years with such an insane method of bookkeeping.

“I’m here,” I said, pushing the book away with a sigh. “What is it?”

Maria Kain stood in the doorway, my uncle’s former secretary. Normally she would have handled every aspect of the business side of things for me - but ever since our escapade at the House Azure, I had a newfound sense of mistrust for my harem. I wanted to see things for myself, make sure the business was being run properly. It was a lot harder than I’d anticipated, and the urge to give up - or at least take a break - was strong.

It didn’t help that Maria was so easy on the eyes. Part of me wanted to order her under the desk and see what those pouty lips of hers would look like wrapped around my stiffening cock - but one look at the expression on her face banished that thought. I rarely saw my professional right-hand woman ruffled, but this was one of those times.

“You have a...visitor.” Maria pulled a face. “Two visitors, actually. They wish to see you immediately.”

Visitors? Two
 visitors? As far as I knew, no one from my old life had any idea I’d relocated to Torvald’s mansion. I’d gone silent on social media since the funeral, and checking my phone was pretty much a thing of the past. Had someone tracked me down? Something inside of me curdled at the thought. The last thing I wanted was to face someone who thought they were talking to the old me.

My gaze travelled back to the ledger for a long moment. 
Caught between a rock and a hard place,
 I thought with a sudden grin. Do I want to be terrified, or bored out of my mind?


“Well,” I said, pushing my chair back and standing, “I’d better not keep them waiting. I assume they’re in the parlor?”

Maria cleared her throat. A flush of color made her pale, gorgeous neck turn crimson. “Actually, no,” she admitted, holding the door open. “They’re downstairs in the guest bedroom.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “You let them in one of our bedrooms
?”

“You’ll see.” Maria gave me a pat on the ass as I stepped into the hall. “Right down that way.”

With a confused glance at my secretary, I made my way there. The mansion had several guest bedrooms, of course - the place had been designed for entertaining whole crowds of people - but the one Maria had put our unexpected guests up in was by far the best. It was a stately suite of rooms to match anything an upscale hotel could offer, and as I opened the door I noted that everything was fresh and spotless. Maria must have the girls cleaning this place in shifts,
 I thought.

A massive four-post bed dominated the room, and with a start I realized it was occupied. Two lumps beneath the covers stirred as I closed the door behind me, and the sounds of giggling and whispers reached my ears.

The covers slid down, and a girl’s head appeared. The sight of her took me aback and left me frozen in my tracks, even though I would have recognized that supermodel’s face and mischievous eyes anywhere.

“
Gwen?” I said, louder than I’d intended. I hadn’t seen the billionaire financier since my visit to the House Azure. Even with her body covered up below the neck, she looked every bit as sexy as she had in the club’s VIP chair, when she was calling me ‘Daddy’ and begging me to let her second-in-command join in on a red-hot threesome. A rush of blood flooded my cock as it rose up in my boxers. “What are you doing here?”

Then the second person peeked out, and I understood. It was Megan - the woman who fulfilled two very different roles in Gwen’s life. She was her right-hand woman, tasked with maintaining her lavish lifestyle - and the designated ‘Mommy’ in the roleplaying sessions that got her boss off. I’d done a little research since the House Azure and learned that the pair were almost as well known for their kinks as their power moves in the global gemstone trade.

In a flash, I remembered what Gwen had said to me as we’d parted: I never trust a man who can’t get me off. If you want to play ‘house’ again, just give me a ring sometime…


I grinned. Apparently she hadn’t been satisfied with waiting. What Gwen Sinclair wanted, Gwen Sinclair got - and I’d passed the test she’d found so many other men lacking in. She wanted a repeat of the House Azure, right here in my own bed.

“Hi, Daddy,” Gwen purred, letting the comforter slid down her tight, barely-legal body. She’d dressed for the role, in a tight white tank top that hugged her tits and showed off her hard nipples. Her midriff was bare, and I could just barely see a hint of pink pajama shorts clinging to her thighs. Megan was bustier and curvier, clad in a see-through black negligee that left nothing to the imagination - her own breasts were completely on display beneath the thin fabric.

Megan put her arm around Gwen and pulled her close. “Gwen wanted to sleep in our bed tonight,” she panted, her voice thick with arousal. Dimly, I wondered if she got off on this scenario even more than her 
boss did. “I told her it would be okay, dear. Will you join us?”

In an instant I’d stripped off my shirt, tossing it into a corner of the room. Gwen giggled as I loosened my belt and climbed into bed between the two women, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts and a smile.

“Come here, angel,” I growled, taking Gwen in my arms. She was practically vibrating with need, her young body quivering with arousal. I could feel the heat pouring out from between her thighs in waves, warm and wet and feral. Her nipples grew even harder, practically poking out of her top.

Gwen’s eyes rolled back in her head, only the whites showing. She let out a low, lewd moan as she ground her thighs against my knee, shamelessly rubbing her pussy through her pajamas. Megan’s breasts pressed against my back as the older woman took up her submissive position, preparing to urge us both on and give our bodies the stimulation we craved from her ‘Mommy’ figure.

“I feel so warm, Daddy,” Gwen whimpered, her fingers tugging at the waistband of my boxers. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about what we did in that club. It was so wrong...but so hawt
.” She blushed deeply as she took my cock in her palm, and either it was real or she was the best actress on Earth. I wasn’t sure of which. “Can I...can I stroke it again, Daddy?”

With her lithe fingers around my cock, it was hard to think. Still, I knew how my role was supposed to go. I leaned back against the pillow and turned my gaze to Megan, who watched us feverishly.

“You have to ask your Mother’s permission,” I grunted, my cock spurting precum all over Gwen’s palm. “You know that only Mommy and Daddy are supposed to do things like this…”

“
Do it,” Megan whined, grinding her needy cunt against me, not giving Gwen time to answer. “I want to watch you fuck her, Hunter. I want to watch your cock enter our daughter’s cunt and see the look on her face when she comes all over that dick the same way I do. I want to feel you shoot inside her, watch you put a baby inside of our precious angel’s womb and breed her like a nasty slut…”


Fuck, these girls are demented,
 I thought with a grin. They were exactly my type.

“I can do that,” I said, stroking the side of Gwen’s hair like a cherished pet. “But first I what you’ve taught our little girl do to with that mouth of hers.”

From what I remembered of our encounter at the House Azure, I’d pounded Gwen’s tight teen pussy until she could barely walk straight - but I’d never sampled her mouth. She’d even teased me with it, taking my fingers down her throat and showing me the sorts of tricks she could do with her tongue before guiding my cock into her dripping wet slit instead. I had no intention of passing up a blowjob from her a second time.

“Yes, Daddy,” Gwen purred, sliding down my body. My cock sprang free from my boxers, rock-hard and dripping with precum, and I heard Megan gasp from her place next to me. “I know it’s important to make a man happy with every
 hole you have. Mom told me she wakes you up every morning with a blowjob…”

My hand snaked down Megan’s side and grabbed a firm handful of her ass, making her squeal. “Your Mother knows how to treat a man,” I growled, sinking completely into the fantasy. “I’m sure she taught you just how to treat that cock-”

My words broke off, because just then Gwen bent down and pulled the swollen head of my cock between her pouty lips. Pleasure surged through me as she sucked the tip, swirling her tongue around the 
cockhead before placing it right on that super-sensitive spot on the underside and suctioning greedily. I couldn’t believe just that one single point of contact could feel so good - so amazing that I arched my back and grunted as my balls drew tight against the shaft, nearly losing my load.

“She’s so talented,” Megan sighed. Her finger pressed against my chin, turned my gaze to her. “Come here, darling…”

Her mouth covered mine, and then we were making out hot and heavy. She ground her body against me as Gwen kept sucking, taking my shaft down an inch or so further each time. I had no idea how deep she could go - the only thought in my head was to keep myself from shooting before she finished. Every time another glorious inch of my cock entered her warm, wet mouth, the pleasure doubled, and having Megan’s banging body in my arms was not helping me hold back my orgasm.

“Fill her mouth,” Megan whimpered, her lips hot against my ear. More than anything, it was those words that sent me right to the edge. She sounded so needy, so desperate, yet so conflicted - in that moment it was almost as if she really was
 Gwen’s mother, horrified at the idea of sharing her daughter with her new man but too turned on to stop. At the same moment, Gwen took me all the way down her throat and I was done.


“Oh shit,” I moaned, burying my face in Megan’s tits. “I’m cumming…”

Before I inherited my uncle Torvald’s powers and became the alpha male I was that day, that would have been the signal for Gwen to pull off of me and stroke me to a finish into a tissue - onto her tits if she was feeling generous. Instead, my words just encouraged her to be even more shameless and whorish. She took me all the way down her throat, forming a white-hot seal around my shaft with her soft lips, and as I pushed past the point of no return she bobbed up and down in my lap with a vengeance. It felt like she was daring
 
me to cum, to flood her past the point that she could deal with - like a challenge. I cried out as I came, sucking on one of Megan’s nipples as burst after burst of hot, sticky seed shot from the tip of my cock into Gwen’s waiting throat. My balls tried their absolute hardest to meet the challenge, draining every drop of boiling seed into her mouth, but in the end she won. She kept sucking me, drinking me dry, and there was never any question as to whether or not she could take it all.

As I came down from my peak, I felt Gwen climb into my lap. Her arms gripped my shoulders tightly as she mounted me, her warm, tight cunt soaking my swollen cock.

“Did that make you feel good, Daddy?” she purred, lowering her hips so that the head of my cock nestled in her folds. Just that tiny point of contact was electric, nearly made me come apart a second time. “You’re still so hard. I need to feel you inside of me…”

Megan kissed my chest, her own hand pumping between her thighs as she watched her “daughter” Gwen guie my cock into her dripping wet slit. The brunette let out a cry of pure, depraved passion, and I knew she was cumming her brains out as she watched me go balls deep.

“Fuck my daughter,” Megan begged, that needy edge to her voice making me hotter than ever. “Make her cum, then fill her cunt with your seed…”

I planned to do just that. My hands strayed to Gwen’s hips, holding her in place just before I slammed
 my own upward. In one move I took control, going from just the head inside of her to bottoming out inside of her quivering walls and hammering her g-spot. Gwen screamed with pleasure, rolling her hips in a tight little circle as I drove deep into her womanhood.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she begged, staring right into my eyes. “Fuck me 
hard and fast, the way I know you want to…”

I thrust upward, slamming into her most sensitive regions like a hammer hitting an anvil. From the look on Gwen’s face, she was in heaven, but there was something I didn’t like about the position.

“Nope,” I grunted, pulling myself to a sitting position. “That’s no good…”

Gwen’s eyes filled with confusion - then surprise as I grabbed hold of her and rolled,
 slamming her ass into the mattress. Instead of her riding me, I had her pinned down, mounting her in a way that left her completely submissive and helpless. She was a ragdoll beneath me, and as I drove deep into her womanhood I felt the thrill of dominance fill me and make me want to fuck her even harder.

“Oh, fuck
,” Megan moaned, watching the show. “You’re so forceful…”

“Yeah, that’s much better,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of Gwen’s ass as I pounded her tight cunt. From this angle I could watch my cock drill deep inside of her, savor the way her lips gripped my shaft tight as I pulled out - as if they didn’t want to let me go. Gwen’s cunt was a perfect sleeve for my cock. As I used her to get off, I stopped worrying about her pleasure and let out my inner caveman, fucking her exactly as hard as I wanted. A few moments later her walls clenched around me, her face flushed crimson, and she had the first of many orgasms I was going to wring out of her tight teen body.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” I was cruel - I taunted her with my words, then spanked her pale, round ass hard
. “You like it when Daddy uses you.”

“Yes, Daddy, fuck! Please don’t stop!”

“I’m not going to stop,” I said with a smirk, bringing my hand down 
on her other ass cheek. “Not until I use that tight little cunt of yours to get off. Drill you so fucking hard…”

She went rigid against me. “Daddy, no! I...I’m not on the pill! You might get me pregnant…!”

I laughed. “That’s your problem, angel. The only thing I care about is how good it’s going to feel to spray those soft fucking walls down with my load. Fuck, you feel so good wrapped around my hard cock…”

At some point during all of this, Megan finished cumming all over her fingers and rolled to the foot of the bed. Now she crept up behind me, holding me tight as I pounded the tiny blonde into the mattress with hard, driving thrusts.

“You’ll look so cute with a big, round belly,” she moaned, gripping Gwen’s thighs and holding her tighter against me. “I’ll be so proud when my husband knocks you up - puts his heirs inside of you…”


Well now,
 I thought. This is new.
 I didn’t realize Megan liked playing the role of the wicked mother. It was depraved, but I’d be lying if it wasn’t also hot as fuck.

“Mommy, please,” Gwen whimpered. Tears - actual tears - rolled down her cheeks. “Please don’t make me! Daddy, please don’t cum inside me…!”

I was so close. My hips lost their rhythm as I hit the point of no-return and sailed right over, grunting like a caveman.

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” I growled, mauling Gwen’s ass hard enough to leave bruises. “Gonna fill you up, baby girl…!”

The floodgates opened, and I was gone. Pure, primal release
 
filled every cell of my body as I pumped Gwen’s cunt full of my hot, sticky seed. Every bad, negative feeling I had drained away like a deflating balloon as I painted her walls, replaced with sweet, heavenly pleasure. The feeling of it sent Gwen over the edge and then her cunt was clenching around me, sucking my load deep into her core as she came in huge, shuddering sobs on my cock.

When it was all over, the three of us collapsed into the covers, exhausted. I smirked and shook my head, staring up at the ceiling as the two beautiful woman took their places on either side of me, snuggling their curvy bodies against mine.

“You just couldn’t get enough, could you?” I asked, my eyelids growing heavy.

When Gwen spoke, every trace of that innocent little girl she’d just been was gone. I was speaking to the businesslike, commanding queen of an empire – although she’d just been brought down a little.

“I told you – I always get what I want.” She glanced over at Megan, who was already snoozing against my shoulder. “And sometimes I get tired of waiting for a man
 to make the first move.”

I thought about the irony of using language like that after roleplaying being bred by her stepfather. And I had the perfect comeback, too – only just then, both of us passed out into each others’ arms.

Oh well. There was always tomorrow.
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Tales of the Magic Glasses



With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 





Family of the Magic Glasses


Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!


Cheat Code


Cheat Code: Volume One



Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of 
control and dominanc
e
 
over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes 
work in the real world
!
 





Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the 
geeky goddes
s
 
who frequents his store to the 
bratty waitres
s
 
who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his 
submissive bimbo fantasy
! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning
?



Roommate Control


Roommate Control: A Novel



For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with 
two hot babes
 
would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both 
bubbly cheerleader
Casey and 
buxom science nerd
 
Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 





But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and 
wearing practically nothing
whenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his 
perfect mind control fantasy!
 





But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 





Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control
 
series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!



Roommate Corruption


Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella



Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 





But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 





But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 





Roommate Corruptio
n
 
is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series
.



The Demon Prince


Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One



Vance has a list. 





On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 





Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail
?



Free Use Bimbos


Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series



The plague changed everything. 





Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 





Kat
e
 
was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 





Desmon
d
 
is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 





Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 





Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbo
s
 
stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes
!



The Corrupter


The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy



Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to 
enter the minds of those around him
, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past to
corrupt good girls into naughty sluts
, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three 
truly twisted
 
tales that will stay with you long after the last page! 



About the Author

Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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